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THE DIAMOND NEOELACE. 



THE DIAMOND NECKLACE.^ 

[1837,] 

CHAPTEE I 
AGE OF EOMANCE. 

The Age of Komance has not ceased ; it never ceases; it does 
not, if we will think of it, so much as very sensibly decline. The 
passions are repressed by social forms; great passions no longer 
show themselves ? Why, there are passions still great enough to 
replenish Bedlam, for it never wants tenants ; to suspend men from 
bedposts, from improved-drops at the west end of Newgate. A 
passion that explosively shivers asunder the Life it took rise in, 
ought to be regarded as considerable: more no passion, in the 
highest heyday of Komance, yet did. The passions, by grace of the 
Supernal and also of the Infernal Powers (for both have a hand in 
it), can never fail us. 

And then, as to ‘ social forms,’ be it granted that they are of the 
most buckram quality, and bind men up into the pitifulest strait- 
laced commonplace existence,- — ^you ask, Where is the Komance ? 
In the Scotch way one answers, Where is it not ? That very 
spectacle of an Immortal Nature, with faculties and destiny ex- 
tending through Eternity, hampered and bandaged up, by nurses, 
pedagogues, posturemasters, and the tongues of innumerable old 
women (named "force of public opinion’); by prejudice, c7istom, 
want of knowledge, want of money, want of strength, into, say, the 
meagre Pattern-Figure that, in these days, meets you in all 
thoroughfares : a "god-created Man,’ all but abnegating the cha- 
racter of Man; forced to exist, automatised, mummy-wdse (scarcely 

1 Pbaser^s Magazine, Nos. 85 and 86. 

B 2 
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in rar 0 naoniGiits audible or visible from amid his "wrappages and 
cerements), as Gentleman or Gigman ; ^ and so selling his birth- 
right of Eternity for the three daily meals, poor at best, which 
Time yields : — is not this spectacle itself highly romantic, tragical, 
if we had eyes to look at it ? The high-born (highest-born, for he 
came out of Heaven) lies drowning in the despicablest puddles ; 
the priceless gift of Life, which, he can have but once, for he waited 
a whole Eternity to be born, and now has a whole Eternity wait- 
ing to see what he will do when born, — t/iis priceless gift we see 
strangled slowly out of him by innumerable packthreads ; and there 
remains of the glorious Possibility, which we fondly named Man, 
nothing but an inanimate mass of foul loss and disa|}pointment, 
which we wrap in shrouds and bury underground, — surely with 
well-merited tears. To the Thinker here lies Tragedy enough ; the 
epitome and marrow of all Tragedy whatsoever. 

But so few are Thinkers ? Ay, Eeader, so few think ; there is 
the rub ! Not one in the thousand has the smallest turn for think- 
ing; only for passive dreaming and hearsaying, and active babbling 
by rote. Of the eyes that men do glaive withal so few can sec- 
Thus is the world become such a fearful confused Treadmill ; and 
each man’s task has got entangled in his neighbour s, and pulls it 
awry; and the Spirit of Blindness, Falsehood and Distraction, justly 
named the Devil, continually maintains himself among us; and 
even hopes (were it not for the Opposition, which by God’s grace 
will also maintain itself) to become supreme. Thus too, among 
other things, has the Romance of Life gone wholly out of sight: 
and all History, degenerating into empty invoice-lists of Pitched 
Battles and Changes of Ministry ; or, still worse, into ‘ Constitutional 
History,' or 'Philosophy of History,’ or 'Philosophy teaching by 
Experience,’ is become dead, as the Almanacs of other years, — to 
which species of composition, indeed, it hears, in several points of 
view, no inconsiderable affinity. 

'Of all blinds that shut-up men’s vision/ says one, 'the %vorst is 
Self.’ i How true ! How doubly true, if Self, assuming her cun- 
ningest, yet miserahlest disguise, come on us, in never-ceasing, all- 
obscuring reflexes from the innumerable Selves of others ; not as 
Pride, not even as real Plunger, but only as Vanity, and the shadow 
of an imaginary Hunger for Applause; under the name of what we 
call ' Respectability ’ 1 Alas now ' for our Historian : to his other 

2 q always considered Him a respectable man.— WHat do you mean by 
respectable ? He kept a Gig .’ — ThurUWs Trials 


JSECKLACE, 

o. 

spiritual deadness (which however, so long as he physically breathp, 
SS be considered this sad neiy magic influence is 

^^c^forth his Histones must all be screwed-up into tho 

firiro/an 7-’ f looking fixedly at the Tkinff, and 

n St of all, and beyond all, endeavouring to see it, and fasldcn a 

of it "" wretched politico-metaphysical Abstraction 

A, he has now quite other matters to look to. The Thina 11,.=, 
nou e , invisible, in thousand-fold hallucinations, and foreio>n air 
mages: What did the Whigs say of it? What did the Tories? 
he pnests ? The Freethinkers ? Above all, What will my own 
listening circle say of me for what I say of it ? And then hfs Ee 
spectabihty in general, as a literary gentleman ; his not despicable 
alent for philosophy ! Thus is our poor Historian’s faculty directed 
mainly on two objects: the Writing and the Writer, both of wSch 
m e quite extraneous ; and the Thing written-of fares as we see On n 
It be wonderful that Histories, wherein open lying is not permitted 
are unronaantic ? Nay, our very Biographies, how stiff-starched’ 
foisonless, hollow ! They stand there respectable ; and— what more ? 

idols; with a skin of delusively-painted waxwork: inwarHIxr 
empty or full of rags and bran. In our England especially, which in 
these days is become the chosen land of Eespectability, Life-writino- 
has dwindled to the sorrowfulest condition; it requires a man to 
be some disrespectable, ridiculous Boswell before he can writo „ 
tolerable Life. Thus too, slyangely enough, the only Lives worth 
re^mg are those of Players, emptiest and poorest of the sons of 
Adam; who nevertheless were sons of his, and brothers of ours- 
and by the nature of the case had already bidden Eespectahilitv 
good-day. Such bounties, in this as in infinitely deeper matters^ 
does Eespectability shower down on us. Sad are thy doings 0 • 

sadder than those of Juggernaut’s Car: that, with huge wheef 
suddenly crushes asunder the bodies of men; thou, in thy li,rht- 
bobbmg Long-acre springs, graduaUy winnowest away their souls ! 

Depend upon it, for one thing, good Eeader, no age ever seemed 
the Age of Eomance to itself. Charlemagne, let the Poets talk as 
they will, had his own provocations in the world : what with sellino= 
ot his poultry and pot-herbs, what with wanton daughters carrvinS 
secretaries through the snow.; and, for instance, that hanrina of 
the Saxons over the Weser-bridge (four thousand of them thev 
say, at one bout), it seems to me that the Great Charles had his 
temper rufiled at times. Eoland of Eoncesvalles too, we see well in 
thmking of it, found rainy weather as well as sunny ; knew what it 
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was to have hose need darning ; got tough beef to chew, or even 
went dinneiiess ; was saddle-sick, calumniated, constipated (as his 
madness too clearly indicates) ; and oftenest felt, I doubt not, that 
this was a very DeviFs world, and he, Roland himself, one of the 
sorriest caitiffs there. Only in long subsequent days, when the 
tough beef, the constipation and the calumny had clean vanished, 
did it all begin to seem Romantic, and your Turpins and Ariostos 
found music in it. So, I say, is it ever ! And the more, as your 
true hero, your true Roland, is ever ^inconsdo'iijS that he is a hero : 
this is a condition of all greatness. 

In our own poor Nineteenth Century the Writer of these lines 
has been fortunate enough to see not a few glimpses of Romance ; 
he imagines this Nineteenth is hardly a whit less romantic than 
that Ninth, or any other, since centuries began. Apart from 
Napoleon, and the Dantons, and Mirabeaus, whose fire-words of 
public speaking, and fire-whirlwinds of cannon and musketry, 
which for a season darkened the air, are perhaps at bottom but 
superficial phenomena, he has witnessed, in remotest places, much 
that could he called romantic, even miraculous. He has witnessed 
overhead the infinite Deep, with greater and lesser lights, bright- 
rolling, silent-beaming, hurled forth by the Hand of God : around 
him and under his feet, the wonderfulest Earth, with her winter 
snow-storms and her summer spice-airs; and, unaccountablest of 
all, Amse// standing there. He stood in the lapse of Time ; he saw 
Eternity behind him, and before him. The all-encircling mysterious 
tide of Force, thousandfold (for from force of Thought to force of 
Gravitation what an interval !) billowed shoreless on ; bore him too 
along with it, — he too was part of it. From its bosom rose and 
vanished, in perpetual change, the lordliest Real-Phantasmagory, 
which men name Being ; and ever anew rose and vanished ; and 
ever that lordliest many-coloured scene was full, another yet the 
same. Oak-trees fell, y-oung acorns sprang: Men too, new-sent 
from the Unknown, he met, of tiniest size, who waxed into stature, 
into strength of sinew, passionate fire and light: in other men the 
light was growing dim, the sinews all feeble ; they sank, motionless, 
into ashes, into invisibility; returned lack to the Unknown, 
beckoning him their mute farewell. He wanders still by the 
parting-spot ; cannot hear them ; they are far, how far ! — 

It was a sight for angels, and archangels ; for, indeed, God him- 
self had made it wholly. One many-glancing asbestos-thread in 
the Web of Universal-pSistory, spirit- woven, it rustled there, as 
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with the howl of mighty winds, through that 'wild-roaring Loom 
of Time.' Generation after generation, hundreds of them or 
thousands of them, from the unknown Beginning, so loud, so 
stormful-busy, rushed torrent- wise, thundering down, clown; and 
fell all silent, — nothing but some feeble reecho, which grew ever 
feebler, struggling up ; and Oblivion swallowed them all. Thousands 
more, to the unknown Ending, will follow: and thou here, of this 
present one, hangest as a drop, still sungilt, on the giddy edge ; 
one moment, while the Darkness has not yet ingulfed thee. 0 
Brother ! is that what thou callest prosaic ; of small interest ? Of 
small interest and for thee? Awake, poor troubled sleeper: shake 
off thy torpid nightmare-dream ; look, see, behold it, the Flame- 
image; splendours high as Heaven, terrors deep as Hell; this is 
God's Creation ; this is Man’s Life I— Such things has the Writer 
of these lines witnessed, in this poor Nineteenth Century of ours ; 
and what are all such to the things he yet hopes to witness? 
Hopes, with truest assurance. 'I have painted so much,' said the 
good Jean Paul, in his old days, 'and I have never seen the Ocean: 
— the Ocean of Eternity I shall not fail to see ! ' 

Such being the intrinsic quality of this Time, and of all Time 
whatsoever, might not the Poet who chanced to walk through it 
find objects enough to paint? What object soever he fixed on, 
were it the meanest of the mean, let him but paint it in its actual 
truth, as it swims there, in such environment ; world-old, yet new 
and never-ending ; an indestructible portion of the miraculous All, — 
his picture of it were a Poem. How much more if the object fixed 
on were not mean, but one already wonderful ; the mystic ' actual 
truth ' of which, if it lay not on the surface, yet shone through the 
surface, and invited even Prosaists to search for it 1 

The present Writer, who unhappily belongs to that class, has 
nevertheless a firmer and firmer persuasion of two things : first, 
as was seen, that Romance exists ; secondly, that now, and formerly, 
and evermore it exists, strictly speaking, in Reality alone. The 
thing that is, what can be so wonderful; what, especially to us that 
are, can have such significance ? Study Reality, he is ever and anon 
saying to himself ; search out deeper and deeper its quite endless 
mystery : see it, know it ; then, whether thou wouldst learn from 
it, and again teach ; or weep over it, or laugh over it, or love it, or 
despise it, or in any way relate thyself to it, thou hast the firmest 
emduring basis : that hieroglyphic page is one thou canst read on 
forever, find new meaning in forever. 
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Finally, and in a word, do not the critics teach us : ‘In whatsoever 
‘ thing thou hast thyself felt interest, in that or in nothing hope to 
‘inspire others with interest ^ ?— In partial obedience to all which, 
and to many other principles, shall the following small Romance of 
the Diamond Necldaco begin to come together. A small Romance, 
let the reader again and again assure himself, which is no brainweb 
of mine, or of any other foolish man's ; but a fraction of that mystic 
^ spirit-woven web,' from the ‘ Loom of Time,' spoken of above. It 
is an actual Transaction that happened in this Earth of ours. 
Wherewith our whole business, as already urged, is to paint it 
truly. 

For the rest, an earnest inspection, faithful endeavour has not 
been wanting, on our part; nor, singular as it may seem, the 
strictest regard to chronology, geography (or rather in this case, 
topography), documentary evidence, and what else true historical 
research would yield. Were there but on the reader's part a 
kindred openness, a kindred spirit of endeavour ! Beshone strongly, 
on both sides, by such united twofold Philosophy, this poor opaque 
Intrigue of the Diamond Necklace might become quite translucent 
between us ; transfigured, lifted up into the serene of UniversaL 
History ; and might hang there like a smallest Diamond Constel- 
lation, visible without telescope, — so long as it could. 



CHAPTER IL 


THE HECKLACE IS MADE. 

Herr, or as he is now called Monsieur, Boelimer, to all appearance 
wanted not that last infirmity of noble and ignoble minds, — a love 
of fame ; he was destined also to be famous more than enough. 
His outlooks into the world were rather of a smiling character : he 
has long since exchanged his guttural speech, as far as possible, 
for a nasal one ; his rustic Saxon fatherland for a polished city of 
Paris, and thriven there. United in partnership with worthy 
Monsieur Bassange, a sound practical man, skilled in the valuation 
of all precious stones, in the management of workmen, in the judg- 
ment of their work, he already sees himself among the highest 
• of his guild : nay, rather the very highest,— for he has secured, by 
purchase and hard money paid, the title of King’s Jeweller; and 
can enter the Court itself, leaving all other Jewellers, and even 
innumerable Gentlemen, Gigmen and small Nobility, to languish 
in the vestibule. With the costliest ornaments in his pocket, or 
home after him by assiduous shop-boys, the happy Boehmer sees 
high drawing-rooms and sacred ruelles fly open, as with talismanic 
Sesame ; and the brightest eyes of the whole world grow brighter : 
to him alone of men the Unapproachable reveals herself in myste- 
rious ndgligde ; taking and giving counsel. Do not, on all gala-days 
and gala-nights, his works praise him ? On the gorgeous robes of 
State, on Court-dresses and Lords’- stars, on the diadem of Royalty ; 
better still, on the swan-neck of Beauty, and her queenly garniture 
from plume-bearing aigrette to shoebuckle on fairy-slipper, — that 
blinding play of colours is Boehmer s doing : he is Joaillier-BijouticT 
de la Heine, 

Gould the man but have been content with it ! He could not : 
Icarus-like, he must mount too high ; have his wax-wings melted, 
and descend prostrate, — amid a cloud of vain goose-quills. One 
day, a fatal day (of some year, probably, among the Seventies of last 


10 MISCELLANIES. 

century^), it struck Boelimer: Why should not I, *who, as Most 
Christian Kings Jeweller, am properly first Jeweller of the 
Uiiiverse, — make a Jewel which the Universe has not matched? 
Nothing can prevent thee, Boehmer, if thou have the skill to do it. 
Skill or no skill, answers he, I have the ambition: my Jewel, if 
not the beautifulest, shall be the dearest. Thus was the Diamond 
Necklace determined on. 

Did worthy Bassange give a willing, or a reluctant consent ? In 
any case he consents ; and cooperates. Plans are sketched, con- 
sultations held, stucco models made ; by money or credit the 
costliest diamonds come in; cunning craftsmen cut them, set 
them: proud Boehmer sees the work go prosperously on. Proud 
man! Behold him on a morning after breakfast: he has stepped 
down to the innermost workshop, before sallying out ; stands there 
with his laced three-cornered hat, cane under arm ; drawing-on his 
gloves: with nod, with nasal-guttural word, he gives judicious 
confirmation, judicious abnegation, censure and approval. A still 
joy is dawning over that bland, blond face of his; he can think, 
while in many a sacred boudoir he visits the Unapproachable, that 
an opus magnum, of which the world wotteth not, is progressing. 
At length comes a morning when care has terminated, and joy can 
not only dawn but shine ; the Necklace, which shall be famous and 
world-famous, is made. 

Made we call it, in conformity with common speech : but properly 
it was not made ; only, with more or less spirit of method, arranged 
and agglomerated. What spirit of method lay in it, might be 
made ; nothing more. But to tell the various Histories of those 
various Diamonds, from the first making of them ; or even, omitting 
all the rest, from the first digging of them in the far Indian mines I 
How they lay, for uncounted ages and aeons (under the ujDroar and 
splashing of such Deucalion Deluges, and Hutton Explosions, with 
steam enough, and Werner Submersions), silently imbedded in the 
rock ; did nevertheless, when their hour came, emerge from it, and 
first behold the glorious Sun smile on them, and with their many- 
coloured glances smiled back on him. How they served next, let 
us say, as eyes of Heathen Idols, and received worship. How they 
had then, by fortune of war or theft, been knocked out; and 

1 Except that Madame Campan (M^moires, tome ii.) says the Necklace ‘ was 
intended for Du Barry/ one cannot discover) within many years, the date o| 
its manufacture. Du Barry w^ent * into half-pay ’ on the 10th of May 1774, — 
the day when her king died. 
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exchanged among camp-sutlers for a little spirituous liquor, and 
bouglit by Jews, and worn as signets on the fingers of tawny or 
white. Majesties ; and again been lost, with the fingers too, and 
perhaps life (as by Charles the Rash, among the mud-ditches of 
Nanci), in old-forgotten glorious victories : and so, through in- 
numerable varieties of fortune,— had come at last to the cutting 
wheel of Boehmer ; to be united, in strange fellowship, with com- 
rades also blown together from all ends of the Earth, each with a 
History of its own 1 Could these aged stones, the youngest of them 
Six Thousand years of age and upwards, but have spoken, there 
were an Experience for Philosophy to teach by ! — But now, as was 
said, by little caps of gold, and daintiest rings of the same, they are 
all being, so to speak, enlisted under Boehmer's flag, — made to take 
rank and file, in new order, no Jewel asking his neighbour whence 
he came ; and parade there for a season. For a season only; and 
then — to disperse, and enlist anew ad mfinltim. In such inexpli- 
cable wise are Jewels, and Men also, and indeed alL earthly things, 
jumbled together and asunder, and shovelled and wafted to and 
fro, in our inexplicable chaos of a World, This was what Boehmer 
called his Necklace. 

So, in fact, do other men speak, and with even less reason. How 
many men, for example, hast thou heard talk of making money; 
of making, say, a million and a half of money ? Of which million 
and halfj how much, if one were to look into it, had they made? 
The accurate value of their Industry ; not a sixpence more. Their 
making, then, was but, like Boehmer s, a clutching and heaping 
together; — by and by to be followed also by a dispersion. Made? 
Thou too- vain individual ! were these towered ashlar edifices ; were 
these fair bounteous leas, with their bosky umbrages and yellow 
harvests; and the sunshine tliat lights them from above, and the 
granite rocks and fire-reservoirs that support them from below, 
made by thee ? I think, by another. The very shilling that thou 
hast was dug, by man*s force, in Caiinthia and Paraguay ; smelted 
sufficiently; and stamped, as would seem, not without the advice 
of our late Defender of the Faith, his Majesty George the Fourth. 
Thou hast it, and boldest it ; but whether, or in what sense, thou 
hast made any farthing of it, thyself canst not say. If the courteous 
reader ask. What things, then, are made by man ? I will answer 
him, Very few indeed. A Heroism, a Wisdom (a god-given Volition 
tliat has realised itself), is made now and then : for example, some 
five or six Books, since the Creation, have been made. Strange 
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that there are not more: for surely every encouragement is held 
out. Could I, or thou, happy reader, hut make one, the world 
would let us keep it unstolen for Fourteen whole years, — and take 
what we could get for it. 

But, in a word, Monsieur Boehmer has made his Necklace, what 
he calls made it : happy man is he. From a Drawing, as large 
as reality, kindly furnished by "Taunay, Printseller, of the Rue 
d'Enfer ; ' 2 and again, in late years, by the Abbe Georgel, in the 
Second Volume of his M4moire$, curious readers can still fancy to 
themselves what a princely Ornament it was. A row of seventeen 
glorious diamonds, as large almost as filberts, encircle, not too 

2 Frontispiece of the ^Affaire du OollieTy Paris, 1785 -wherefrom Georgel’s 
Editor has copied it. This ‘ Affaire d^ Collier^ Paris, 1785,^ is not properly a 
Book ; but a bound Collection of such Law-Papers {Memoires pour^ &c.) as -were 
printed and emitted by the various parties in that famed ‘Necklace Trial.’ 
These Law-Papers, bound into Two Volumes quarto ; with Portraits, such as 
the Printshops yielded them at the time ; likewise with patches of Ms,, contain- 
ing Notes, Pasquinade-songs, and the like, of the most unspeakable character 
occasionally,— constitute this ^Affaire du Collier;^ which the Paris Dealers in 
Old Books can still procure there. It is one of the largest collections of False- 
hoods that exists in print ; and, unfortunately, still, after all the narrating, 
and history there has been on the subject, forms our chief means of getting at 
the truth of that Transaction. The First Volume contains some Twenty-one 
Mdmowes pour : not, of course, Historical statements of truth ; but Culprits’ 
and Lawyers’ statements of what they wished to he believed ; each party lying 
according to his ability to lie. To reach the truth, or even any honest guess 
at the truth, the immensities of rubbish must be sifted, contrasted, rejected ; 
what grain of historical evidence may lie at the bottom is then attainable. 
Thus, as this Transaction of the Diamond Necklace has been called the ‘ Largest 
Lie of the Eighteenth Century,’ so it comes to us borne, not unfitly, on a %vliole 
illimitable dim Chaos of Lies ! 

Nay, the Second Volume, entitled Fmte de V Affaire du Collier, is still 
stranger. It relates to the Intrigue and Trial of one Bette d’Etienville, who 
represents himself as a poor lad that had been kidnapped, blindfolded, intro- 
duced to beautiful Ladies, and engaged to get husbands for them ; as setting 
out on this task, and gradually getting quite bewitched and bewildered ; — 
most indubitably, going on to bewitch and bewilder other people on all hands 
of him : the whole in conseqioence of this ‘ Necklace Trial,’ and the noise it 
was making ! Very curious. The Lawyers did verily busy themselves with 
this affair of Bette’s ; there are scarecrow Portraits given, that stood in the 
Printshops, and no rnan can know whether the Originals ever so much as 
existed. It is like the Dream o/a Dream. The human mind stands stupent ; 
ejaculates the wish that such Gulf of Falsehood would close itself, — before 
general Delirium supervene, and the Speech of Man become mere incredible 
meaningless jargon, like that of choughs and daws. Even from Bette, how- 
ever, by assiduous sifting, , one gathers a particle of truth here and there. 
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tightly, the neck, a first time. Looser, gracefully fastened tlirice 
to these, a three-wreathed festoon, and pendants enough (simple 
pear-shaped, multiple star-shaped, or clustering amorphous) en- 
circle it, en wreath it, a second time. Loosest of all, softly flowing 
round from behind, in priceless catenary, rush down two broad 
threefold rows ; seem to knot themselves, round a very Queen of 
Diamonds, on the bosom; then rush on, again separated, as if 
there were length in plenty ; the very tassels of them were a 
fortune for some men. And now lastly, two other inexpressible 
threefold rows, also with their tassels, will, when the Necklace is 
on and clasped, unite themselves behind into a doubly inexpressible 
sioj-fold row; and so stream down, together or asunder, over the 
hind-neck, — we may fancy, like lambent Zodiacal or Aurora- 
Borealis fire. 

All these on a neck of snow slight-tinged with rose-hloom, and 
within it royal Life : amidst the blaze of lustres ; in sylphish move- 
ments, espiegleries; coquetteries, and minuet-mazes ; with every 
movement a flash of star-rainbow colours, bright almost as the 
movements of the fair young soul it emblems \ A glorious orna- 
ment ; fit only for the Sultana of the World. Indeed, only attain- 
able by such; for it is valued at 1,800,000 livres; say, in round 
numbers, and sterling money, between eighty and ninety thousand 
pounds. 


CHAPTEE III. 


THE NECKLACE CANNOT liE SOLD. 

Miscalculating Boelmer! The Sultana of the Earth shall 
never wear that Necklace of thine ; no neck, either royal or vassal, 
shall ever be the lovelier for it. In the present distressed state of 
our finances, with the American War raging round us, where 
thinkest thou are eighty thousand pounds to be raised for such a 
thing ? In this hungry world, thou fool, these five hundred and 
odd Diamonds, good only for looking at, are intrinsically worth less 
to us than a string of as many dry Irish potatoes, on which a 
famishing Sansculotte might fill his belly. Little knowest thou, 
laughing Joaillier-Bijoutier, great in thy pride of place, in thy 
pride of mwiT-fairc, what the world has in store for thee. Thou 
laughest there ; by and by thou wilt laugh on the wrong side of 
thy face mainly. 

While the Necklace lay in stucco efiSgy, and the stones of it 
were still ' circulating in Commerce,’ Du Barry’s was the neck it 
^vas meant for. Unhappily, as all dogs, male and female, have but 
their day, her day is done ; and now (so busy has Death been) she 
sits retired, on mere half-pay, without prospects, at St.-Gyr. A 
generous France will buy no more neck-ornaments for Iut : — 0 
Heaven 1 the Guillotine-axe is already forging (North, in Swedish 
Dalecarlia, by sledge-hammers and fire ; South too, by taxes and 
that will shear her neck in twain ! 

But, indeed, what of Du Barry? A foul worm; hatched by 
royal heat, on foul composts, into a flaunting butterfly ; now dis- 
winged, and again a worm 1 Are there not Kings’ Daughters and 
Kings’ Consorts ; is not Decoration the first wish of a female heart, 
— often also, if such heart is empty, the last ? The Portuguese 
Ambassador is here, and- his rigorous Pomhal is no longer Minister : 
there is an Infanta in Portugal, purposing by Heaven’s blessing to 
wed, — Singular ! the Portuguese Ambassador, though without fear 
of Pomhal, praises, but will not purchase. 
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Or why not our own loveliest Marie- Antoinette, once Dauphiness 
only; now every inch a Queen: what neck in the whole Earth 
■would it beseem better? It is fit only for her. — Alas, Boehmerl 
King Louis has an eye for diamonds, but he too is without over- 
plus of money: his high Queen herself answers queenlike, 
have more need of Seventy-fours than of Necklaces” Laiidatibr 
et cdget without a qualmish feeling, we apply next to the 

Queen and King of the Two Sicilies.^ In vain, 0 Boehmer 1 In 
crowned heads there is no hope for thee. Not a crowned head of 
them can spare the eighty thousand pounds. The age of Chivalry 
is gone, and that of Bankruptcy is come. A dull, deep, presaging 
movement rocks all thrones : Bankruptcy is beating down the gate, 
and no Chancellor can longer barricade her' out. She will enter; 
and the shoreless fire-lava of Democracy is at her back ! Well 
may Kings, a second time, " sit still with awful eye,’ and think of 
far other things than Necklaces. 

Thus for poor Boehmer are the mournfulest days and nights 
appointed ; and this high-promising year (1780, as we laboriously 
guess and gather) stands blacker than all others in his calendar. 
In vain shall he, on his sleepless pillow, more and more desper- 
ately revolve the problem ; it is a problem of the insoluble sort, 
a true ' irreducible case of Cardan : ’ the Diamond Necklace will 
not sell. 


^ See Memoires de Camgan^ ii. 1-26. 


CHAPTER IV, 


AFFINITIES; THE TWO FIXED-IDEAS. 

Neyebtheless a man’s little Work lies not isolated, stranded ; a 
whole busy World, a whole native-element of mysterious never- 
resting Force, environs it ; will catch it up ; will carry it forward, 
or else backward : always, infallibly, either as living growth, or at 
worst as well-rotted manure, the Thing Done wdli come to use. 
Often, accordingly, for a man that had finished any little work, this 
were the most interesting question In such a boundless whirl of a 
world, what hook will it be, and what hooks, that shall catch up 
this little work of mine ; and whirl U also, — through such a dance ? 
A question, we need not say, which, in the simplest of cases, -would 
bring the whole Royal Society to a nonplus, — Good Corsican 
Letitia 1 while thou nursest thy little Napoleon, and he answers 
thy mother-smile with those deep eyes of his, a world-famous 
Fi'ench Revolution, with Federations of the Ghamj) do Mars, and 
September Massacres, and Bakers’ Customers en qume, is getting 
ready: many a Danton and Desnroulms; prim-visaged, Tartufie- 
looking Robespierre, as yet all school-boys ; and Marat weeping 
bitter rheum, as he pounds horse-drugs, — are preparing the fittest 
arena for him ! 

Thus too, while poor Boehmer is busy with those Diamonds of 
his, picking them ' out of Commerce,’ and his craftsmen are grind- 
ing and setting them ; a certain ecclesiastical Coadjutor and Grand 
Almoner, and prospective Commendator and Cardinal, is in Austria, 
hunting and giving suppers ; for whom mainly it is that Boehmer 
and . his craftsmen so employ themselves. Strange enough, once 
more I The foolish Jeweller at Paris, making foolish trinkets ; the 
foolish Ambassador at Vienna, making blunders and debaucheries : 
these Two, all uncommunicating, wide asunder as the Poles, are 
hourly forging for each other the wonderfulest hook-and-eye ; which 
will hook them together, one day,— into artificial Siamese-Twins, 
for the astonishment of mankind. 

Prince Louis de Rohan is one of those select mortals born to 
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honours, as the sparks fly upwards ; and, alas, also (as all men are) 
to troubles no less. Of his genesis and descent much might be said, 
by the curious in such matters ; yet perhaps, if we weigh it welL 
intrinsically little. He can, by diligence and faith, be traced back 
some handbreadth or two, some century or two; but after that, 
merges in the mere ‘blood-royal of Brittany;' long, long on this 
side of the Northern Immigrations, he is not so much as to be 
sought for ; — and leaves the whole space onwards from that, into 
the bosom of Eternity, a blank, marked only by one point, the Fall 
of Man! However, and what alone concerns us, his kindred, in 
these quite recent times, have been much about the Most Christian 
Majesty ; could there pick up what was going. In particular, they 
have had a turn of some continuance for Cardinalship and Commen- 
datorship. Safest trades these, of the calm, do-nothing sort: in 
the do-something line, in Generalship, or suchlike (witness poor 
Cousin Soubise at Rossbach ^), they might not fare so well. In any 
case, the actual Prince Louis, Coadjutor at Strasburg, \Yhile his 
uncle the Cardinal-Archbishop has not yet deceased, and left him 
his dignities, but only fallen sick, already takes his place on one 
grandest occasion: he, thrice-happy Coadjutor, receives the fair, 
young, trembling Dauphiness, Marie- Antoinette, on her first en- 
trance into France ; and can there, as Ceremonial Fugleman, with 
flt bearing and semblance (being a tall man of six-and-thirty), do 
the needful. Of his other performances up to this date, a refined 
History had rather say nothing. 

In fact, if the tolerating mind will meditate it with any sympathy, 
what could poor Rohan perform ? Performing needs light, needs 
strength, and a firm clear footing ; all of which had been denied 
him., Nourished, from birth, with the choicest physical spoon-meat, 
indeed ; yet also, with no better spiritual Doctrine and Evangel of 
Life than a French Court of Louis the Well-beloved could yield ; 

1 Here is tlie Epigram they made against him on occasion of Eossbach, — in 
that ‘ Despotism tempered by Epigrams,’ which France was then said to be ; 

‘ Soubise dit, la lanteme a la main, 

J%i beau cbercher, ou diable est inon Armee ? 

Elle ^tait Ik pourtant hier matin : 

* Me I’a-t-on prise, bu Taurais-je (Sgaree ? — 

Que vois-je, 6 ciel 1 qiie mon ame est ravic ! 

Prodige heureiix 1 la voila, la voila ! — 

Ah, ventrehleu 1 qu’est-ce done que cela ? 

. Je me trompais, e’est P Amide Ennemie ! ’ 

Lacbetelle, ii. 203. , 
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gifted moreover, and this too was but a new perplexity for liim, 
with shrewdness enough to see through much, with vigour enough 
to despise much ; unhappily, not with vigour enough to spurn it 
from him, and he forever enfranchised of it, — he awakes, at man s 
stature^ with man's wild desires, in a World of the merest incoherent 
Lies and Delirium ; himself a nameless Mass of delirious Incoher- 
ences, — covered over at most, and held-in a little, by conventional 
Politesse, and a Cloak of prospective Cardinal's Plush. Are not 
intrigues, might Rohan say, the industry of this our Universe ; nay 
is not the Universe itself, at bottom, properly an intrigue ? A Most 
Christian Majesty, in the Parc-cmx-cerfs ; he, thou seest, is the god 
of this lower world; in the fight of Life, our war-banner and 
celestial Bn4outo-niha is a Strumpet's Petticoat: these are thy 
gods, 0 France ! — What, in such singular circumstances, could poor 
Rohan's creed and world- theory be, that he should 'perform' there- 
by ? Atheism 1 Alas, no ; not even Atheism : only Macchiavelism ; 
and the indestructible faith that ' ginger is hot in the mouth.' Get 
ever new and better ginger, therefore; chew it ever the more 
diligently : 'tis all thou hast to look to, and that only for a day. 

Ginger enough, poor Louis de Rohan: too much of ginger! 
Whatsoever of it, for the five senses, money, or money s worth, or 
backstairs diplomacy, can buy; nay for the sixth sense too, the far 
spicier ginger, Antecedence of thy fellow-creatures, — merited, at 
least, by infinitely finer housing than theirs. Coadjutor of Stras- 
burg. Archbishop of Strasburg, Grand Almoner of France, Com- 
mander of the Order of the Holy Ghost, Cardinal, Commendator of 
St. Wast d' Arras (one of the fattest benefices here below) : all these 
shall he housings for Monseigneur; to all these shall his Jesuit 
Nursing-mother, our vulpine Abb6 Georgel, through fair court- 
weather and through foul, triumphantly bear him ; and wrap him 
with them, fat, somnolent Nurseling as he is. — By the way, a most 
assiduous, ever- wakeful Abbe is this Georgel ; and wholly Monseig- 
neur's. He has scouts dim-flying, far out, in the great deep of the 
world’s business ; has spider-threads that overnet the whole world ; 
himself sits in the centre, ready to run. In vain shall King and 
Queen' combine against Monseigneur : “I was at M. de Maurepas’s 
pillow before six," — persuasively wagging my sleek coif, and the 
sleek reynard-head under it ; I managed it all for him. Here too, 
on occasion of Reynard Georgel, we could not but reflect what a 
singular species of creature your Jesuit must have been. Outwardly, 
you would say, a man ; the smooth semblance of a man : inwardly. 
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to the centre, filled with stone ! Yet in all breathing things, even 
in stone Jesuits, are inscrutable sympathies: how else does a Rey- 
nard Abbe so loyally give himself, soul and body, to a somnolent 
Monseigneur ; — how else does the poor Tit, to the neglect of its own 
eggs and interests, nurserup a huge lumbering Cuckoo ; and think 
its pains all paid, if the soot-brown Stupidity will merely grow 
bigger and bigger! — Enough, by Jesuitic or other means, Prince 
Louis de Rohan shall be passively kneaded and baked into Com- 
mendator of St. Wast and much else; and truly such a Commen- 
dator as hardly, since King Thierri, first of the Fain6ans^ founded 
that Establishment, has played his part there. 

Such, however, have Nature and Art combined together to make 
Prince Louis. A figure thrice-clothed with honours ; with plush, 
and civic and ecclesiastic garniture of all kinds ; but in itself little 
other than an amorphous congeries of contradictions, somnolence 
and violence, foul passions and foul habits. It is by his plush cloaks 
and wrappages mainly, as above hinted, that such a figure sticks 
together ; what we call ‘ coheres,’ in any measure ; were it not for 
these, he would flow out boundlessly on all sides. Conceive him 
farther, with a kind of radical vigour and fire, for he can see clearly 
at times, and speak fiercely ; yet left in this way to stagnate and 
ferment, and lie overlaid with such floods of fat material : have we 
not a true image of the shamefulest Mud- volcano, gurgling and slut^ 
tishly simmering, amid continual steamy indistinctness, — except, 
as was hinted, in ynndi-guBts ; with occasional terrifico-absurd 
mud-explosions ! 

This, garnish it and fringe it never so handsomely, is, alas, the 
intrinsic character of Prince Louis. A shameful spectacle : such, 
however, as the world has beheld many times ; as it were to be 
wished, but is not yet to be hoped, the world might behold no more. 
Nay, are not all possible delirious incoherences, outward and inward, 
summed up, for poor Rohan, in this one incrediblest incoherence, 
that Tic, Prince Louis de Rohan, is named Priest, Cardinal of the 
Church ? A debauched, merely libidinous mortal, lying there 
quite helpless, c^issolute (as we well Say) ; whom to see Church 
Cardinal, symbolical Hinge or main Corner of the Invisible Holy 
in this World, an Inhabitant of Saturn might split with laughing, 
— if he did not rather swoon with pity and horror ! 

Prince Louis, as ceremonial fugleman at Strasburg, might have 
hoped to make some way with the fair young Dauphiness ; but 
seems not to have made any. Perhaps, in those great days, so 
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trying for a fifteen-years Bride and I^auphiness, the fair Antoinette 
was too preoccupied : perhaps, in the very face and looks of 
Prospective-Cardinal Prince Louis, her fair young soul read, all un- 
consciously, an incoherent bottomless Mtid-volcanoism ; 

from which she by instinct rather recoiled* 

However, as above hinted, he is now gone, in these years, on 
Embassy to Vienna: with " four-and-twenty pages’ (if our remem- 
brance of Abbe Georgel serve) ^of noble birth,’ all in scarlet 
breeches; and such a retinue and parade as drowns even his fat 
revenue in perennial debt. Above all things, his Jesuit Familiar 
is with him. For so everywhere they must manage : Eminence 
Rohan is the cloak, Jesuit Georgel the man or automaton within 
it. Rohan, indeed, sees Poland a-partitioning; or rather Georgel, 
with his ' masked Austrian ’ ti'aitor ' on the ramparts,’ sees it for 
him : but what can he do ? He exhibits his four-and-twenty scarlet 
pages, — ^who, we find, ^ smuggle ’ to quite unconscionable lengths ; 
rides through a Catholic procession, Prospective-Cardinal though 
he be, because it is too long and keeps him from an appointment ; 
hunts, gallants; gives suppers, Sardanapalus-wise, the finest ever 
seen in Vienna. Abh6 Georgel, as we fancy it was, writes a 
Despatch in his name 'every fortnight;’ — mentions in one of 
these, that ' Maria Theresa stands, indeed, with the handkerchief in 
'one hand, weeping for the woes of Poland; but with the sword in 
'the other hand, ready to cut Poland in sections, and take her 
share/ ^ Untimely joke ; which proved to Prince Louis the root of 
unspeakable chagrins! For Minister D’Aiguillon (much against 
his duty) communicates the Letter to King Louis; Louis to Du 
Barry, to season her so^c^er, and laughs over it : the thing becomes a 
court-joke; the filially-pious Dauphiness hears it, and remembers 
it. Accounts go, moreover, that Rohan spake censuringly of the 
Dauphiness to her Mother : this probably is but hearsay and false ; 

^ Memoires de VAbbe' Gmrge\ ii. 1-220. Abbe Georgel, who has given, in 
the place referred to, a long solemn Narrative of the Kecklace Business, passes 
for the grand authority on it : but neither will he, strictly taken up, abide 
scrutiny. He is vague as may be ; writing in what is called the ^ soaped-pig ^ 
fashion : yet sometimes you do catch Mm, and hold him. There are hardly 
above three dates in his whole Narrative. He mistakes several times ; per- 
haps, once or twice, wilfully misrepresents a little. The main incident of the 
business is misdated by him, almost a twelvomonth. It is to be remembered 
that the poor Abb4 wrote in exile ; and with" causa enough for prepossessions 
and hostilities. 
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the devout Maria Theresa disliked him, and even despised him, and 
vigorously laboured for his recall* 

Thus, in rosy sleep and somnambulism, or awake only to quaff 
the full wiiie-cup of the Scarlet Woman his Mother, and again 
sleep and somnambulate, does the Prospective-Cardinal and Com- 
mendator pass his days. Unhappy man 1 This is not a world 
which was made in sleep ; which it is safe to sleep and somnambu- 
late in. In that Uoud-roaring Loom of Time' (where above nine 
hundred millions of hungry Men, for one item, restlessly weave and 
work), so many threads fly humming from their ' eternal spindles ; ' 
and swift invisible shuttles, far darting, to the Ends of the World, 

— complex enough ! At this , hour, a miserable Boehmer in Paris, 
whom thou wottest not of, is spinning, of diamonds and gold, a 
paltry thrum that will go nigh to strangle tjie life out of thee. 

Meanwhile Louis the Well-beloved has left, forever, his Parc-auX’- 
cerfs ; and, amid the scarce-suppressed bootings of the world, taken 
up his last lodging at St. Denis. Feeling that it was all over (for 
the small-pox has the victory, and even Du Bany is off), he, as the 
Abbe Georgel records, ' made the amende lionoraUe to God ’ (these 
are his Reverence's own words) ; had a true repentance of three- 
days standing; and so, continues the Abbe, ‘fell asleep in the 
Lord.’ Asleep in the Lord, Monsieur I’Ahbd I If such a mass of 
Laziness and Lust fell asleep in the Lord, lolio, fanciest thou, is it 
that falls asleep — elsewhere? Enough that he did fall asleep; 
that thick-wrapt in the Blanket of the Night, under what keeping 
we ask not, he never through endless Time can, for his own or our 
sins, insult the face of the Sun any more ; — and so now we go on- 
ward, if not to less degrees of beastliness, yet at least and worst, 
to cheering varieties of it. 

Louis XVI. therefore reigns (and, under the Sieur Gamain, makes 
locks) ; his fair Dauphiness has become a Queen. Eminence Rohan 
is home from Vienna; to condole and congratulate. He bears a 
Letter from Maria Theresa ; hopes the Queen will not forget old 
Ceremonial Fuglemen, and friends of the Dauphiness. Heaven 
and Earth I The Dauphiness Queen will not see him ; orders the 
Letter to be Bent her. The King himself signifies briefly that he 
* will be asked for when wanted ' ! 

Alas ! at Court, our motion is the delicatest, unsurest. We go 
spinning, as it were, on teetotums, by the edges of bottomless deeps. 
Rest is fall; so is one false whirl. A moment ago, Eminence Rohaii j 
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seemed waltzing witli the best : but, behold, his teetotum has 
earned Mm over; there is an inversion of the centre of gravity; 
and so now, heels uppermost, velocity increasing as the time, space 
as the square of the time, — he rushes. 

On a man of poor Rohan's somnolence and violence, the sym- 
pathising mind can estimate what the effect was. Consternation, 
stupefaction, the total jumble of blood, brains and nervous spirits; 
in ear and heart, only universal hubbub, and louder and louder 
singing of the agitated air. A fall comparable to that of Satan! 
Men have, indeed, been driven from Court; and borne it, according 
to ability. Choiseul, in these very years, retired Parthianlibe, with 
a smile or scowl; and drew half the Court-host along with him. 
Our Wolsey, though once 2,11 Ego et Bex metis, could journey, it is 
said, without strait- waistcoat, to Ms monastery ; and there telling 
beads, loot forward to a still longer journey. The melodious, too 
soft-strung Racine, when his King turned his back on him, emitted 
one meek wail, and submissively— died. But the case of Coadjutor 
de Rohan differed from all these. No loyalty was in him, that 
he should die; no self-help, that he should live; no faith, that 
he should tell beads. His is a mud-volcanic character ; incoherent, 
mad, from the very foundation of it. Think too, that his Courtier- 
ship (for how could any nobleness enter there ?) was properly 
a gambling speculation: the loss of his trump Queen of Hearts 
can bring nothing but flat unredeemed despair. No other game 
has he, in this world, — or in the next. And then the exaspe- 
rating Why ? The Sotv came it? For that Rohanic, or Georgelic, 
sprightliness of the 'handkerchief in one hand, and sword in the 
other,' if indeed that could have caused it all, has quite escaped 
him. In the name of Friar Bacon's Head, what was it ? Imagin- 
ation, with Desperation to drive her, may fly to all points of 
Space; — and returns with wearied wings, and no tidings. Be- 
hold me here: this, which is the first grand certainty for man in 
general, is the first and last and only one for poor Rohan. And 
then his Here! Alas, looking upwards, he can eye, from his 
burning marl, the azure realms, once his; and Cousin Countess 
de Marsan, and so many Richelieus, Polignaes, and other happy 
angels, male and female, all blissfully gyrating there ; while he — ! 

Nevertheless hope, in the human breast, though not in the 
diabolic, springs eternal. The outcast Rohan bends all his thoughts, 
faculties, prayers, purposes, to one object; one object he will attain, 
or go to Bedlam. How many ways he tries ; what days and 
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nights of conjecture, consultation ; what written unpublished reams 
of correspondence, protestation, backstairs diplomacy of every 
I'ubric I How many suppers has he eaten ; how many given, — in 
vain 1 It is his morning song, and his evening prayer. From 
innumerable falls he rises; only to fall again. Behold him even, 
with his red stockings, at dusk, in the Garden of Trianon : he has 
bribed the Concierge ; will see her Majesty in spite of Etiquette and 
Fate; perad venture, pitying his long sad King’s-evil, she will touch 
him and heal him. In vain,— says the Female Historian, Campan.® 
The Chariot of Majesty shoots rapidly by, with high-plumed heads 
in it ; Eminence is known by his red stockings, but not looked at, 
only laughed at, and left standing like a Pillar of Salt. 

Thus through ten long years, of new resolve and new despond- 
ency, of flying from Saverne to Paris, and from Paris to Saverne, 
has it lasted; hope deferred making the heart sick. Eeynard 
Georgel and Cousin de Marsan, by eloquence, by influence, and 
being 'at M. de Maurepass pillow before six,’ have secured the 
Ai'chbishopric, the Grand-Almonership ; the Cardin alship (by the 
medium of Poland) ; and, lastly, to tinker many rents, and appease 
the Jews, that fattest Commendatorship, founded by King Thierri 
the Do-nothing — perhaps with a view to such cases. All good 1 
languidly croaks Rohan ; yet all not the one thing needful ; alas, 
the Queen’s eyes do not yet shine on me. 

Abbe Georgel admits, in his own polite diplomatic way, that the 
Mud- volcano was much agitated by these trials; and in time quite 
changed. Monseigneur deviated into cabalistic courses, after 
elixirs, philtres, and the philosopher’s stone; that is, the volcanic 
steam grew thicker and heavier : at last by Cagiiostro’s magic (for 
Cagliostro and the Cardinal by elective affinity must meet), it sank 
into the opacity of perfect London fog! So too, if Monseigneur 
grew choleric ; wrapped himself up in reserve, spoke roughly to 
his domestics and dependents, — were not the terrifico-absurd mud- 
explosions becoming more frequent ? Alas, what wonder ? Some 

2 Madame Campan, in her Narrative, and indeed in her Memoirs generally, 
does not seem to inUrid falsehood : this, in the Business of the Necklace, is 
saying a great deal. She rather, perhaps, intends the producing of an impres- 
sion ; which may have appeared to herself to be the right one. But, at all 
events, she has, here or elsewhem, no notion of historical rigour ; she gives 
hardly any date, or the like ; will tell the same thing, in different places, 
different ways, &c. There is a tradition that Louis XVIII, revised her 
Mdmoires before publication. She requires to be read with scepticism every- 
where ; but yields something in that way* 
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nine-and-forty winters have now fled over his Eminence (for it 
is 1783), and his beard falls white to the shaver; but age for 
him brings no 'benefit of experience/ He is possessed by a 
fixed-ideal 

Foolish Eminence ! is the Earth grown all barren and of a snuff 
colour, because one pair of eyes in it look on thee askance ? Surely 
thou hast thy Body there yet ; and what of soul might from the 
first reside in it. JSTay, a warm, snug Body, with not only five 
senses (sound still, in spite of much tear and wear), but most 
eminent clothing, besides; — clothed with authority over mucli, 
with red Cardinal’s cloak, red Cardinars hat; with Commendator- 
ship, Grand- Almonership, so kind have thy Fripiers been; wdth 
dignities and dominions too tedious to name. The stars rise 
.nightly, with tidings (for thee too, if thou wilt listen) from the 
infinite Blue; Sun and Moon bring vicissitudes of season; dress- 
ing green, with flower-borderings, and cloth of gold, this ancient 
ever-young Earth of ours, and filling her breasts with all-nourish- 
ing mother's milk. Wilt thou work ? The whole Encyclopedia 
(not Diderot’s only, but the Almighty’s) is there for thee to spread 
thy broad faculty upon. Or, if thou have no faculty, no Sense, 
hast thou not, as already suggested, Senses, to the number of five 1 
What victuals thou wishest, command ; with what wine savoureth 
thee, be filled. Already thou art a false lascivious Priest ; with 
revenues of,, say, a quarter of a million sterling; and no mind to 
mend. Eat, foolish Eminence ; eat with voracity, — leaving the 
shot till aftenvards! In all this the eyes of Marie-Antoinette can 
neither help thee nor hinder. 

And yet what is the Cardinal, dissolute mud-volcano though he 
he, more foolish herein than all Sons of Adam ? Give the wisest 
of us once a ' fixed-idea,’ — which, though a temporary madness, 
who has not had ? — and see where his wisdom is 1 The Chamois- 
hunter serves his doomed seven years in the Quicksilver Mines; 
returns salivated to the marrow of the backbone ; and next morn- 
ing — goes forth to hunt again. Behold Cardalion King of Urinals; 
with a woful ballad to his mistress’ eyebrow I He blows out, 
Werter-wise, his foolish existence, becaiise she will not have it to 
keep;— heeds not that there are some five hundred millions of 
other mistresses in this noble Planet ; most likely much such as 
she. 0 foolish men 1 They sell their Inheritance (as their Mother 
did hers), though it is Paradise, for a crotchet: will they not, in 
every age, dare not only grape-shot, and gallows-ropes, but Hell-fire* 
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itself, for better sauce to their victuals? My friends, beware of 
fixed-ideas. 

Here, accordingly, is poor Boehmer with one in his head too 1 
He has been hawking his 'irreducible case of Cardan,' that Neck- 
lace of his, these three long years, through all Palaces and Am- 
bassadors’ Hotels, over the ' old 'nine Kingdoms,’ or more of them 
than there now are : searching, sifting Earth, Sea and Air, for a 
customer. To take his Necklace in pieces; and so, losing only 
Ills manual labour and expected glory, dissolve his fixed-idea, and 
fixed diamonds, into current ones: this were simply casting out 
the Devil — from himself; a miracle, and perhaps more! For he 
too has a Devil, or Devils: one mad object which he strives at; 
wdiich he too will attain, or go to Bedlam. Creditors, snarling, 
hound him on from without ; mocked Hopes, lost Labours, bear- 
bait him from within : to these torments his fixed-idea keeps him 
chained. In six-and-thirty weary revolutions of the Moon, was it 
wonderful the man’s brain had got dried a little? 

Behold, one day, being Court- Jeweller, he too bursts, almost as 
Bohan had done, into the Queen’s retirement, or apartment; flings 
himself (as Campan again has recorded) at her Majesty’s feet; and. 
there, with clasped uplifted hands, in passionate nasal-gutturals, 
with streaming tears and loud sobs, entreats her to do one of two 
things : Either to buy his Necklace ; or else graciously to vouch- 
safe him her royal permission to drown himself in the Biver 
Seine. Her Majesty, pitying the distracted bewildered state of 
the man, calmly points out the plain third course : D6;p6cez votre 
Collier, Take your Necklace in pieces ; — adding withal, in a tone 
qf queenly rebuke, that if he would drown himself, he at all times 
could, without her furtherance. 

Ah, had he drowned himself, with the Necklace in his pocket; 
and Cardinal Commendator at his skirts I Kings, above all, beau- 
tiful Queens, as far-radiant Symbols on the pinnacles of the world, 
are so exposed to madmen. Should these two fixed-ideas that 
beset this beautifulest Queen, and almost burst through her Palace- 
w^alls, one day and this not to jump into the Biver Seine ; — 
what maddest result may be looked for! 


CHAPTEE V. 


THE ABTIST. 

If the reader Las liltherto, in our too figurativ'e language, seen 
only the figurative hook and the figurative eye, which Boehiner 
and Rohan, far apart, were respectively fashioning for each other, 
he shall now see the cunning Milliner (an actual, unmeta|)horieal 
Milliner) by whom these two individuals, with their two imple- 
ments, are brought in contact, and hooked together into stupen- 
dous artificial Siamese-Twins ; — after which the whole nodus and 
solution will naturally combine and unfold itself. 

Jeanne de Saint-Remi, by courtesy or otherwise, Countess, styled 
also of Valois, and even of France, has now, in this year of Grace 
1783, known the world for some seven-and-twenty summers ; and 
had crooks in her lot. She boasts herself descended, by what is 
called natnml generation, from the Blood-Royal of France : Henri 
Second, before that fatal tourney-lance entered his right eye and 
ended him, appears to have had, successively or simultaneously, 
four — unmentionable women : and so, in vice of the third of these, 
came a certain Henri de Saint-Remi into this world ; and, as High 
and Puissant Lord, ate his victuals and spent his days, on an 
allotted domain of Fontette, near Bar-sur-Aube, in Champagne- 
Of High and Puissant Lords, at this Fontette, six other genera- 
tions followed; and thus ultimately, in a space of some two 
centuries, — succeeded in realising this brisk little Jeanne de Saint- 
Remi, here in question. But, ah, what a falling-off! The Royal 
Family of France has wellnigh forgotten its left-hand collaterals: 
the last High and Puissant Lord (much dipt by his predecessors), 
falling into drink, and left by a scandalous world to drink Ms 
pitcher dry, had to alienate by degrees his whole worldly Posses- 
sions, down almost to the indispensable, or inexpressibles ; and die 
at last in the Paris H&tel-Dieu ; glad that it was not on the street 
So that he has, indeed, given a sort of bastard royal life to little 
Jeanne, and her little brother ; but not the smallest earthly pro- 
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\"ender to keep it in. The mother, in her extremity, forms the 
wonderfulest connections ; and little Jeanne, and her little brother, 
go out into the highways to beg.^ 

A charitable Countess Boulainvilliers, struck with the little 
bright-eyed tatterdemalion from the cariiage-window, picks her 
up; has her scoured, clothed; and rears her, in her fluctuating 
miscellaneous way, to be, about the age of twenty, a nondescript 
of Mantuamaker, Soubrette, Court-beggar, Fine-lady, Abigail, and 
Scion-of-Royalty. Sad combination of trades ! The Court, after 
infinite soliciting, puts one off with a hungry dole of little more 
than thirty pounds a-year. Nay, the audacious Count Boulain- 
villiers dares, with, what purposes he knows best, to offer some 
suspicious presents 1 2 Whereupon his good Countess, especially 
as Mantuamaking languishes, thinks it could not but be fit to 
go down to Bar-sur-Aube; and there see whether no fractions of 
that alienated Fontette Property, held perhaps on insecure tenure, 
may, by terror or cunning, be recoverable. Burning her paper 
patterns, pocketing her pension till more come, Mademoiselle 
Jeanne sallies out thither, in her twenty-third year. 

Nourished in this singular way, alternating between saloon and 
kitchen-table, with the loftiest of pretensions, meanest of posses- 
sions, our poor High and Puissant Mantuamaker has realised for 
herself a 'face not beautiful, yet with a certain piquancy;* dark 
hair, blue eyes; and a character, which the present Writer, a 
determined student of human nature, declares to be undecipher- 
able. Let the Psychologists try it! Jeanne de Saint-Remi de 
Valois de France actually lived, and worked, and was: she has 
even published, at various times, three considerable Volumes of 
Autobiography, with loose Leaves (in Courts of Justice) of un- 
known number;® wherein he that runs may read, — but not 

1 Vie de Jeanne Comtesse de Lamotte (by Herself), voL 1 

3 He was of Hebrew descent: grandson of the renowned Jew Bernard, 
whom Louis XV., and even Louis XIV., used to ‘walk with in the Eoyal 
Garden,' when they wanted him to lend them money. See Souvenirs du JDuo 
de Levis ; Memoires de Buclosy &c. 

. 3 Pour Memoires pour by her, in this Affaire du Collier ; like ‘ Lawyers’ 
tongues turned inside out’ ! Afterwards One Volume, Memoires Jmtijicatifs 
de la Comtesse de &c. (London, 1788); with Appendix of ‘Documents’ so- 
called. This has also been translated into a kind of English. Then Two 
Volumes, as quoted above : Vie de Jeanne de &c. ; printed in London, — by 
way of extorting money from Faris. This latter Lying Autobiography of 
Lamotte was brought-up by French persons in authority. It was the burning 
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uuderstand. 'Strange Volumes! more like tlie screecliing of 
distracted night-birds (suddenly disturbed by the torch of Police- 
Fowlers), than the articulate utterance of a rational unfeathered 
biped. Cheerfully admitting these statements to be all lies; we 
ask, How any mortal could, or should, so lie ? 

The Psychologists, however, commit one sore mistake ; that of 
searching, in every character named human, for something like a 
conscience. Being mere contemplative recluses, for most part, 
and feeling that Morality is the heart of Life, they judge that 
with all the world it is so. Nevertheless, as practical men are 
aware, Life can go on in excellent vigour without crotchet of that 
kind. What is the essence of Life ? Volition ? Go deeper down, 
you find a much more universal root and characteristic : Digestion. 
While Digestion lasts, Life cannot, in philosophical language, be 
said to he extinct: and Digestion will give rise to Volitions 
enough ; at any rate, to Desires and attempts, which may pass for 
such. He who looks neither before nor after, any farther than 
the Larder and Stateroom, which latter is properly the finest com- 
partment of the Larder, will need no World-theory, Creed as it is 
called, or Scheme of Duties : lightly leaving the world to wag as 
it likes with any theory or none, his grand object is a theory and 
practice of ways and means. Not goodness or badness is the type 
of him ; only shiftiness or sbiftlessness. 

And now, disburdened of this obstruction, let the Psychologists 
consider it under a holder view. Consider the brisk Jeanne de 
Saint-Eemi de Saint-Shifty as a Spark of vehement Life, not 
developed into Will of any kind, yet fully into Desires of all kinds, 
and cast into such a Life-element as we have seen. Vanity and 
Hunger ; a Princess of the Blood, yet whose father had sold his in- 
expressibles ; uncertain whether fosterdaughter of a fond Countess, 
with hopes sky-high, or supernumerary Souhrette ; with not enough 
of mantuamaking : in a word, Gigmanity disgigged; one of the 
saddest, pitiable, unpitied predicaments of man 1 She is of that 
light unreflecting class, of that light unreflecting sex: varium 
S0'm2oer et mittabile. And then her Fine-ladyism, though a purseless 

of this Editio FriTiceps in the Sevres Potteries, on the 30tb. of May 1792, 
which raised such a smoke that the Legislative Assembly took alarm ; and had 
an investigation about it, and considerable examining of Potters, <&c., till the 
truth came out. Copies of the book were speedily reprinted after the Tenth 
of August. It i^ in English too ; and, except in the Necklace part, is not so 
entirely distracted as .the former, , 
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‘One: capricious, coquettish, and with all the finer 'sensibilities of 
the heart ; now in the rackets, now in the sullens ; vivid in con» 
tradictory resolves ; laughing, weeping without reason, — though 
these acts are said to be signs of reason. Consider too, how she 
has had to work her way, all along, by flattery and cajolery; 
wheedling, eaves-dropping, namby-pambying : how she needs wages, 
and knows no other productive trades. Thought can hardly be 
said to exist in her : only Perception and Device. With an under- 
standing lynx-eyed for the surface of things, but which pierces 
beyond the surface of nothing; every individual thing (for she has 
never seized the heart of it) turns up a new face to her every new 
day, and seems a thing changed, a different thing. Thus sits, or 
rather vehemently bobs and hovers her vehement mind, in the 
middle of a boundless many-dancing whirlpool of gilt-shreds* 
paper-clippings and windfalls,, — to which the revolving chaos of 
my Uncle Toby's Smoke-jack was solidity and regularity. Reader ! 
thou for thy sins must have met with such fair Irrationals ; fascin- 
ating, with their lively eyes, with their quick snappish fancies; dis- 
tinguished in the higher circles, in Fashion, even in Literature : they 
hum and buzz there, on graceful film- wings ; — searching neverthe- 
less with the wonderfulest skill for honey ; ' ^i^itamable as flies ’ ! 

' Wonderfulest skill for honey, we say; and, pray, mark that, as 
regards this Countess de Saint-Shifty. Her instinct-of-genius is 
prodigious ; her appetite fierce. In any foraging speculation of 
the private kind, she, unthinking as you call her, will he worth a 
hundred thinkers. And so of such untamable flies the untamablest, 
Jlademoiselle Jeanne, is now buzzing down, in the Bar-sur-Aube 
Diligence; to inspect the honey-jars of Fontette; and see and 
smell whether there be any flaws in them. 

Alas, at Fontette, we can, with sensibility, behold straw-i'oofs 
we were nursed under ; farmers courteously offer cooked milk, 
and other country messes ; but no soul will part with his Landed 
Property, for which, though cheap, he declares hard money was 
paid. The honey-jars are all close, then? — However, a certain 
Monsieur de Lamotte, a tall Gendarme, home on furlough from 
Luneville, is now at Bar; pays us attentions; becomes quite 
particular in his attentions, — for we have a face ' with a certain 
.piquancy,' the liveliest glib-snappish tongue, the liveliest kittenish 
manner . (not yet hardened into ca^-hood), with thirty pounds 
a-year and prospects. M. de Lamotte, indeed, is as yet only , a 
private sentinel; but then a private sentinel in the Gendarmes 
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and did not his father die fighting ^at the Lead of his company/ 
at Minden ? Why not in virtue of our own Countess-ship dub 
him too Count ; by left-hand collateralism, get him advanced ? — • 
Finished before the furlough is done ! The untamablest of flies has 
again buzzed off ; in wedlock with M. de Lamotte ; if not to get 
honey, yet to escape spiders ; and so lies in garrison at Luneville, 
amid coquetries and hysterics, in Gigmanity disgigged, — discon- 
solate enough. 

At the end of four long years (too long), M. de Lamotte, or call 
him now Count de Lamotte, sees good to lay down his fighting- 
gear (unhappily still only the musket), and become what is by 
certain moderns called 'a Civilian:' not a Civil-law Doctor; 
merely a Citizen, one who does not live by being killed. Alas, 
cold eclipse has all along hung over the Lamotte household. 
Countess Boulainvilliers, it is true, writes in the most feeling 
manner; but then the Royal Finances are so deranged I Without 
personal pressing solicitation, on the spot, no Court-solicitor', were 
his Pension the meagrest, can hope to better it. At Luneville the 
sun, indeed, shines; and there is a kind of Life ; but only an Un- 
Parisian, half or quarter Life ; the very tradesmen grow clamorous, 
and no cunningly-devised fable, ready-money alone will appease 
them. Commandant Marquis d'Autichamp ^ agrees with Madame 
Boulainvilliers that a journey to Paris were the project ; whither, 
also, he himself is just going. Perfidious Commandant Marquis I 
His plan is seen through : he dares to presume to make love to a 
Scion-of-Royalty ; or to hint that he could dare to presume to do 
it ! Whereupon, indignant Count de Lamotte, as we said, throws 
up his commission, and down his fire-arms, without further delay. 
The King loses a tall private sentinel; the World has a new 
blackleg : and Monsieur and Madame de Lamotte take places in 
the Diligence for Strasburg. 

Good Fostermother Boulainvilliers, however, is no longer at 
Strasburg : she is forward at the Archiepiscopal Palace in Saverne; 
on a visit there, to his Eminence Cardinal Commendator, Grand- 
Almoner Archbishop Prince Louis de Rohan ! Thus, then, has 
Destiny at last brought it about. Thus, after long wanderings, 
on paths so far separate, has the time come, in this late year 1783 , 
when, of all the nine hundred millions of the Earth's denizens, 
these preappointed Two behold each other I 

^ He is the same Marquis d'Autichamp who was to ‘ relieve Lyons/ and 
raise the Siege of Lyons, in Autumn 1793, but could not do it. 
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The foolish Cardinal, since no sublunary means, not even bribing 
of the Trianon Concierge, will serve, has taken to the superlunary ; 
he is here, with his fixed-idea and volcanic vaporosity darkening, 
under Cagliostro’s management, into thicker and thicker opaque, — 
of the Biack-Art itself. To the glance of hungry genius, Cardinal 
and Cagliostro could not but have meaning. A flush of astonish- 
ment, a sigh over boundless wealth (for the mountains of debt lie 
invisible) in the hands of boundless Stupidity ; some vague looming 
of indefinite hope : all this one can well fancy. But, alas, what, to 
a high plush Cardinal, is a now insolvent Scion-of-Royalty, — though 
with a face of some piquancy ? The good Fostermother’s visit, in 
any case, can last but three days ; then, amid old namby-pamby ings, 
with effusions of the nobler sensibilities and tears of pity at least 
for oneself, Countess de Lamotte, and husband, must off with her 
to Paris, and new possibilities at Court. Only when the sky again 
darkens, can this vague looming from Saverne look out, by fits, as 
a cheering weather-sign. 



CHAPTER VI. 


WILL THE TWO FIXED-IDEAS UXITE ? 

Howevee, the sky, according to custom, is not long in darkening 
again. The Kings finances, we repeat, are in so distracted a state 1 
No HOrniesson, no Joly de Fieury. wearied with milking the 
already dry, will increase that scandalous Thirty Pounds of a Scion- 
of-Boyalty by a single doit. Calonne himself, who has a willing 
ear arid encouraging word for all mortals whatsoever, only with 
difficulty, and by aid of Madame of France,^ raises it to some still 
miserable Sixty-five. Worst of all, the good Fostermotlier Boulain- 
villiers,m few months, suddenly dies: the wretched widower, sitting 
there, with his white handkerchief, to receive condolences, with 
closed shutters, mortuary tapestries, and sepulchral cressets burning 
(which, however, the instant the condolences are gone, he blows 
out, to save oil), has the audacity again, amid crocodile tears, to — > 
drop hints! 2 Nay more, he, wretched man in all senses, abridges 
the Lamotte table; will besiege virtue both in the positive and 
negative way. The Lamottes, wintry as the world looks, cannot 
be gone too soon. 

As to Lamotte the husband, he, for shelter against much, deci- 
sively dives down to the 'subterranean shades of Rascaldom;' 
gambles, swindles ; can hope to live, miscellaneously, if not by the 
Grace of God, yet by the Oversight of the Devil, — for a time. 
Lamotte the wife also makes her packages : and waving the iin- 
seductive Count Boulainvilliers Save-all a disdainful farewell, 
removes to the Belle Image in Versailles; there within wind of 
Court, in attic apartments, on poor water-gruel board, resolves to 
await what can betide. So much, in few months of this fateful 
year 1783, has come and gone. 

Poor Jeanne de Saint-Rerni de Lamotte Valois, Ex-Mantuamaker, 
Scion-of-Royalty 1 What eye, looking into those bare attic apart- 

1 See Campati. 

2 da Jaanne de Lamotte^ 4Qriie> 'par dle-meme^ voL 1 
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ments and water»gruelp latters of the Belle Image, bat mast, in 
spite of itself, grow dim with almost a kind of tear for thee ! There 
thou art, with thy quick lively glances, face of a certain piquancy, 
thy gossamer untamable character, snappish sallies, glib albman- 
aging tongue ; thy whole incarnated, garmented and so sharply 
appetent ‘ spark of Life ; ' cast down alive into this World, without 
vote of thine (for the Elective Franchises have not yet got that 
length); and wouldst so fain live there. Paying scot-and^lot ; 
providing, or fresh-scouring silk court-dresses; ^always keeping a 
gig ' ! Thou must hawk and shark to and fro, from anteroom to 
anteroom; become a kind of teiTor to all men in place, and women 
that influence such; dance not light Ionic measures, but attend- 
ance merely ; have weepings, thanksgiving effusions, aulic, almost 
forensic, eloquence : perhaps eke-out thy thin livelihood by some 
coquetries, in the small way; — and so, most poverty-stricken, 
cold-blighted, yet with young keen blood struggling against it, 
spin forward thy unequal feeble thread, which the Atropos-scissors 
will soon clip! 

Surely now, if ever, were that vague looming from Saverne 
welcome, as a weather-sign. How doubly welcome is his plush 
Eminence's personal arrival !—for with the earliest spring he has 
come in person, as he periodically does; vaporific, driven by his 
fixed-idea. 

Genius, of the mechanical-practical kind, what is it but a bring- 
ing together of two Forces that fit each other, that will give birth to 
a third ? Ever, from Tubalcain's time, Iron lay ready hammered; 
Water, also, was boiling and bursting : nevertheless, for want of a 
genius, there was as yet no Steam-engine, In his Eminence 
Prince Louis, in that huge, restless, incoherent Being of his, depend 
on it, brave Countess, there are Forces deep, manifold; nay, a 
fixed-idea concentrates the whole huge Incoherence as it were into 
one Force : cannot the eye of genius discover its fellow ? 

Communing much with the Q omt ^aletaille, our brave Countess 
has more than once heard talk of Boehmer, of his Necklace, and 
threatened death by water ; in the course of gossiping and tattling, 
this topic from time to time emerges ; is commented upon with 
empty laughter, — as if there lay no farther meaning in it. To the 
common eye there is indeed none : but to the eye of genius ? In 
some moment of inspiration, the question rises on our brave 
Lamotte : Were not of all extant Forces, the cognate one that 
would unite with Eminence Rohan's? Great moment, light- 

’Mrc.nVr.t , ililSOiiit I* 
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beaming, fire-flaslaing; like birth of Minerva; like all moments of 
Creation I Fancy how pulse and breath flutter, almost stop, in the 
greatness : the great not Divine Idea, the great Diabolic Idea, is 
too big for her. — Thought (how often must we repeat it ?) rules the 
world. Fire and, in a less degree, Frost; Earth and Sea (for what 
is your swiftest ship, or steamship, but a Thought — embodied in 
wood?); Eeformed Parliaments, rise and ruin of Nations^ — sale of 
Diamonds : all things obey Thought. Countess de Saint-Eemi cle 
Lamotte, by power of Thought, is now a made woman. With force 
of genius she represses, crushes deep down, her Undivine Idea; 
bends all her faculty to realise it. Prepare thyself, Eeader, for 
a series of the most surprising Dramatic Eepresentations ever 
exhibited on any stage. 

We hear tell of Dramatists, and scenic illusion how 'natural/ 
how illusive it was : if the spectator, for some half-moment, can 
half-deceive himself into the belief that it was real, he departs 
cloixhly content. With all which, and much more of the like, I 
have no quarrel. But what must he thought of the Female 
Dramatist who, for eighteen long months, can exhibit the heauti- 
fulest Fata-morgana to a plush Cardinal, wide awake, with fifty 
years on his head ; and so lap him in her scenic illusion that he 
never doubts hut it is all firm earth, and the pasteboard Coulisse- 
trees are producing Hesperides apples ? Could Madame de Lamotte, 
then, have written a Hamlet ? I conjecture, not. More goes to 
the writing of a Hamlet than completest ‘ imitation ' of all characters 
'and things in this Earth; there goes, before and beyond all, the 
rarest undeo^stancling of these, insight into their hidden essences 
and harmonies. Erasmus’s Ape, as is known in Literary History, 
sat by while its Master was shaving, and ' imitated ’ every point 
of the process ; but its own foolish beard grew never the smoother. 

As in looking at a finished Drama, it were nowise meet that the 
spectator first of all got behind the scenes, and saw the burnt-corks, 
brayed-resin, thunder-barrels, and withered hunger-bitten men and 
women, of which such heroic work was made; so here with the 
reader. A peep into the side-scenes shall he granted him. from 
time to time. But, on the whole, repress, 0 reader, that too 
insatiable scientific curiosity of thine ; let thy msthetie feeling first 
have play; and witness what a Prospero’s-grotto poor Eminence 
Eohan is led into, to be pleased he knows not why. 

Survey first what we might call the stage-lights, orchestra, 
fifeneral structure of the theatre, mood and condition of the audience. 
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The theatre is the World, with its restless business and madness; 
near at hand rise the royal Domes of Versailles, mystery around 
them, and as background the memory of a thousand years. By 
the side of the River Seine walks, haggard, wasted, a Joalllier- 
Bijoutier de la Reine, with Necklace in his pocket. The audience 
is a drunk Christopher Sly in the fittest humour. A fixed-idea, 
driving him headlong over steep places, like that of the Gadarenes' 
Swine, has produced a deceptibility, as of desperation, that will 
clutch at straws. Understand one other word : Cagliostro is pro- 
phesying to him 1 The Quack of Quacks has now for years had 
him in leading. Transmitting / predictions in cipher; ’ questioning, 
before Hieroglyphic Screens, Columbs in a state of innocence, for 
elixirs of life, and philosopher s stone ; unveiling, in fuliginous 
clear-obscure, an imaginaiy majesty of Nature; he isolates him 
more and more from all unpossessed men. Was it not enough that 
poor Rohan had 'become a dissolute, somnolent-violent, ever- 
vapoury Mud-volcano; but black Egyptian magic must be laid on 
him 1 

If perhaps, too, our Countess de Lamotte, with her blandish- 
ments — ? For though not beautiful, sbe * has a certain piquancy ' 
ct cetera! — Enough, his poor Eminence sits in the fittest place, in 
the fittest mood: a newly-awakened Christopher Sly; and with 
his ^ small ale ’ too beside him. Touch, only, the lights with 
firetipt rod ; and let the orchestra, soft-warbling, strike up their 
fara-lara fiddle-diddle-dee ! 



CHAPTER YII 


MARIE-ANTOINETTE. 

Such a soft-warbling faraJara was it to his Eminence, when, in 
early January of the year 1784, our Countess first, mysteriously, 
and under seal of sworn secrecy, hinted to him that, with her 
winning tongue and great talent as Anecdotic Historian, she had 
worked a passage to the ear of Queen*s Majesty itself.^ Gods! 
dost thoio bring with thee airs from Heaven? Is thy face yet 
radiant with some reflex of that Brightness beyond bright ? — Men 
with fixed-idea are not as other men. To listen to a plain varnished 
tale, such as your Dramatist can fashion to ponder the words ; to 
snuff them up, as Ephraim did the east-wind, and grow flatulent 
and drunk with them : what else could poor Eminence do ? His 
poor somnolent, so swift-rocked soul feels a new element infused 
into it; turbid resinous light, wide-coruscating, glares over the 
waste of his imagination. Is he interested in the mysterious 
tidings? Hope has seized them; there is in the world nothing 
else that interests him. 

The secret friendship of Queens is not a thing to be let sleep : 
ever new Palace Interviews occur; — yet in deepest privacy; for 
how should her Majesty awaken so many tongues of Principalities 
and Nobilities, male and female, that spitefully watch her ? Above 
all, however, 'on the 2d of February,’ that day of ^the Procession 
of blue Ribands,’ ^ much was spoken of : somewdiat, too, of Mon- 
seigneur de Rohan! — Poor Monseigneur, hadst thou three long 
ears, thou’dst hear her. 

But will she not, perhaps, in some future priceless Interview, 
speak a good word for thee? Thyself shalt speak it, happy 
Eminence; at least, write it: our tutelary Countess will be the 
hearer! — On the 21st of March goes off that long exculpatory 

1 Compare Rohan’s Mimoires po%r (there are four of them), in the Affaire 
Collier^ with Lamotte’s four. They go on in the way of controversy, of 
argument and response. 

^ Lamotte’s Mmoires Justijicatifs (London, 1788), 
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imploratory Letter: it is the first Letter that went off from 
Cardinal to Queen; to be followed, in time, by 'above two hundred 
others ; ' which are graciously answered by verbal Messages, nay at 
length by Eoyal Autographs on gilt paper, — the whole delivered 
by our tutelary Countess.^ The tutelary Countess comes and 
goes, fetching and carrying ; with the gravity of a Eoman Augur^ 
inspects those extraordinary chicken-bowels, and draws prognostics 
from them. Things are in fair train : the Dauphiness took some 
offence at Monseigneur, but the Queen has nigh forgotten it. No 
inexorable Queen ; ah no ! So good, so free, light-hearted ; only 
sore beset with malicious Polignacs and others; — at times, also, 
short of money. 

Marie-Antoinette, as the reader w^ell knows, has been much 
blamed for ^vant of Etiquette. Even now, when the other accusa- 
tions against her have sunk down to oblivion and the Father of 
Lies, this of wanting Etiquette survives her; — in the Castle of 
Ham, at this hour,^ M. de Polignac and Company may be WTinging 
their hands, not without an oblique glance at her for bringing 
them thither. She indeed discarded Etiquette; once, when her 
carriage broke down, she even entered a hackney-coach. She 
would walk, too, at Trianon, in mere straw-hat, and perhaps muslin 
gown ! Hence, the Knot of Etiquette being loosed, the Frame of 
Society broke up ; and those astonishing ' Horrors of the French 
Revolution' supervened. On what •* Damocles’ hairs must the 
judgment-sword hang over this distracted Earth ! 

. Thus, however, it was that Tenterden Steeple brought, an influx 
of the Atlantic on us, and so Goodwin Sands. Thus too, might it 
be that because Father Noah took the liberty of, say, rinsing out 
his wdne-vat, his Ark was floated off, and a world drowned. — 
Beautiful Highborn that wert so , foully hurled low I For, if thy 
Being came to thee out of old Hapsburg Dynasties, came it not 
also (like my own) out of Heaven? S%int lachryvim rencm, et 
mcntciii onortalia tcmgimt Oh, is there a man’s heart that thinks, 
without pity, of those long months and years of slow- wasting 
ignominy ; — of thy Birth, soft-cradled in Imperial Schdnbrimn, the 
winds of heaven not to visit thy face too roughly, thy foot to 
light on softness, thy eye on splendour; and then of thy Death, or 

3 See Georgel : see Laniotte’s Memoir es; in her Appendix of ' Documents’ 
to that volnine certain of these Letters are given. 
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hundred Deaths, to which the Guillotine and Fonquier Tinviile's 
judgment-har was but the merciful end ? Look ihcrCj 0 man bom 
of woman ! The bloom of that fair face is wasted, the hair is gray 
with care; the brightness of those eyes is quenched, their lids 
hang drooping, the face is stony pale as of one living in death. 
Mean weeds, which her own hand has mended,^ attire the Queen 
of the World. The death-hurdle, where thou sittest pale motion- 
less, which only curses environ, has to stop : a people, drunk with 
vengeance, will drink it again in full draught, looking at thee 
there. Far as the eye reaches, a multitudinous sea of maniac 
heads; the air deaf with their triumph-yell I The Living-dead 
must shudder with yet one other pang; her startled blood yet 
again suffuses with the hue of agony that pale face, which she 
hides with her hands. There is, then, no heart to say, God pity 
thee? 0, think not of these; think of Him whom thou wor- 
shippest, the Crucified, — who also treading the wine-press alone, 
fronted sorrow still deeper; and triumphed over it, and nuide it 
holy ; and built of it a ' Sanctuary of Sorrow,* for thee and all the 
wretched I Thy path of thorns is nigh ended. One long last look 
at the Tuileries, where thy step was once so light, — where thy 
children shall not dwell. The head is on the block ; the axe rushes 
— Dumb lies the World; that * wild-yelling World, and all its 
madness, is behind thee. 

Beautiful Highborn that wert so foully hurled low ! Best yet in 
thy innocent gracefully heedless seclusion, unintruded on by me, 
while rude hands have not yet desecrated it. Bo the curtains, 
that shroud-in (if for the last time on this Earth) a Royal Life, 
still sacred to me. Thy fault, in the French Revolution, was that 
thou wert the Symbol of the Sin and Misery of a thousand years ; 
that with Saint-Bartholomews and Jacqueries, with Gabelles and 
Dragoiiades and Parcs-aux-cerfs, the heart of mankind was filled 
full, — and foamed over, into all-involving madness. To no Napoleon, 
to no Cromwell wert thou wedded : such sit not in the highest 
rank, of themselves ; are raised on high by the shaking and con- 
founding of all the ranks I As poor peasants, how happy, worthy 
had ye two been ! But by evil destmy ye were made a King and 
Queen of ; and so both once more — are become an astonishment 
and a by-word to all dmes. 

^ Weber, Memoires micmiani Mark-AntoimUQ (London, 1809 ), tome hi. 
notes, p. 106 . , , 


CHAPTER VIIL 

THE TWO FIXED-IPEAS Witt OTITE. 

Countess de Lamotte, then, had penetrated into the con- 
fidence of the Queen ? Those gilt-paper Autographs were actually 
written by the Queen?” Reader, forget not to repress that too 
insatiable scientific curiosity of thine! What I know is, that a 
certain Villette-de-Retaux, with military whiskers, denizen of 
Rascaldom, comrade there of Monsieur le Comte, is skilful in 
imitating hands. Certain it is also, that Madame la Comtesse has 
penetrated to the Trianon — Doorkeeper’s. Nay, as Campan herself 
must admit, she has met, ‘at a Man-midwife’s in Versailles;’ with 
worthy Queen’ s-valet Lesclaux, — or Desclos, for there is no 
uniformity in it. With these, or the like of these, she in the 
back-parlour of the Palace itself (if late enough), may pick a 
merrythought, sip the foam from a glass of Champagne. No 
farther seek her honours to disclose, for the present ; or anatomi- 
cally dissect, as we said, those extraordinary chicken-bowels, from 
which she, and she alone, can read Decrees of Fate, and also realise 
them. 

Sceptic, seest thou his Eminence waiting there, in the moon- 
light, hovering to and fro on the back terrace, till she come out — 
from the ineffable Interview ? ^ He is close muffled ; walks rest- 
lessly observant ; shy also, and courting the shade. She comes : 
up closer with thy capote, 0 Eminence, down with thy broadbrim ; 
for she has an escort ! ’Tis but the good Monsieur Queen’s-valet 
Lesclaux : and now he is sent back again, as no longer needful. 
Mark him. Monseigneur, nevertheless; thou wilt see him yet 
another time. Monseigneur marks little: his heart is in the 
ineffable Interview, in the gilt-paper Autograph alone. — Queen’s- 
valet Lesclaux ? Methinks, he has much the stature of Villette, 
denizen of Rascaldom ! Impossible I 


1 See Georgel. 
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om* Countess managed with Cagliostro ? Cagliostro, gone 
from Strasburg, is as yet far distant, winging liis way through dim 
Space ; will not be here for months : only his ^ predictions in cipher " 
are here. Here or there, however, Cagliostro, to our Countess, can 
be useful. At a glance, the eye of genius has descried him to 
be a bottomless slough of falsity, vanity, gulosity and thick-eyed 
stupidity: of foulest material, but of fattest; — fit compost for the 
Plant she is rearing. Him who has deceived all Europe she can 
undertake to deceive. His Columbs, demonic Masonries, Egyptian 
Elixirs, what is “all this to the light-giggling exclusively practical 
Lamotte? It runs off from her, as all speculation, good, bad and in- 
different, has always done, ' like water from one in wax-cloth dress." 
With the lips meanwhile she can honour it; Oil of Flattery, the best 
patent antifriction known, subdues all irregularities wdiatsoever. 

On Cagliostro, again, on bis side, a certain uneasy feeling might, 
for moments, intrude itself ; the raven loves not ravens. But what 
can he do ? Nay, she is partly playing Ms game : can he not spill 
her full cup yet, at the right season, and pack her out of doors? 
Oftenest, in their joyous orgies, this light fascinating Countess, 
— who perhaps has a design on Ms heart, seems to him but one 
other of those light Fa;pilio%cs, '^\\o have fluttered round him in 
all climates ; whom with grim muzzle he has snapt by the 
thousand. 

Thus, what with light fascinating Countess, what with Quack of 
Quacks, poor Eminence de Rohan lies safe; his mud-volcano 
placidly simmering in thick Egyptian haze : withdrawn from all 
the world. Moving figures, as of men, he sees; takes not the 
trouble to look at. Court-cousins rally him ; are ans-wered in 
silence ; or, if it go too far, in mud-explosions terrifico-absurd. 
Court-cousins and all mankind are unreal shadows merely; Queen’s 
favour the only substance. 

Nevertheless, the World, on its side too, has an existence; lies 
not idle in these days. It has got its Yersailles Treaty signed, long 
months ago; and the plenipotentiaries all home again, for votes 
of thanks. Paris, London and other great Cities and small, are 
working, intriguing; dying, being born. There, in the Rue Taranne, 
for instance, the once noisy Denis Diderot has fallen silent enough. 
Here also, in Bolt Court, old Samuel Johnson, like- an over-^vearied 
Giant, must lie down, and slumber without dream ; — the rattling 
of carriages and wains, and, all the world’s din and business, rolling 
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by, as ever, from of old. — Sieur Boelihier, however, has not yet 
drowned himself in the Seine ; only walks haggard, wasted, pur* 
posing to do it. 

New^s (by the merest accident in the world) reach Sieur Boehraer 
of Madame’s new favour with her Majesty! Men will do much 
before they drown. Sieur Boehmer s Necklace is on Madame’s 
table, his guttural-nasal rhetoric in her ear: he will abate many a 
pound and penny of the first just price ; he will give cheerfully a 
Thousand Louis-d’or, as cadeaUj to the generous Scion- of-Royalty 
that shall persuade her Majesty. The man’s importunities grow 
quite annoying to our Countess ; who, in her glib -way, satirically 
prattles, how she has been bored, — to Monseigneur, among others. 

Dozing on down cushions,, far inwards, with soft ministering 
Hebes, and luxurious appliances ; with ranked Heyducs, and a 
VedetaiUe innumerable, that shut-out the prose- world and its 
discord : thus lies Monseigneur, in enchanted dream. Can he, even 
in sleep, forget his tutelary Countess, and her service ? By the 
delicatest presents he alleviates her distresses, most undeserved. 
Nay, once or twice, gilt Autographs from a Queen, — with whom ho 
is evidently rising to unknown heights in favour, — have done Mon- 
seigneur the honour to make him her Majesty’s Grand Almoner, 
when the case was pressing. Monseigneur, we say, has had the 
honour to disburse charitable cash, on her Majesty’s behalf, to this 
or the other distressed deserving object : say only to the length of 
a few thousand pounds, advanced from his own funds ; — her Majesty 
being at the moment so poor, and charity a thing that will not wait. 
Always Madame, good, foolish, gadding creature, takes charge of 
delivering the money. — Madame can descend from her attics, in 
the Belle Image ; and feel the smiles of Nature and Fortune, a 
little ; so bounteous has the Queen’s Majesty been.^ 

To Monseigneur the power of money over highest female hearts 
had never been incredible. Presents have, many times, worked 
^venders. But then, 0 Heavens, loliat present ? Scarcely were the 
Cloud-Compeller himself, all coined into new Louis-d’or, worthy to 
alight in such a lap. Loans, charitable disbursements, however, as 
wm see, are permissible; these, by defect of payment, may become 
presents. In the vortex of his Eminence’s day-dreams, lumbering 
multiform slowly round, this of importunate Boehmer and his 
Necklace, from time to time, turns uj). Is the Queen’s Majesty at 
2 Georgel ; Bohan’s four Mdmoires pour ; Lamotte’s four. 
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heart desirous of it; but again, at the moment, too poor? Our 
tutelary Countess answers vaguely, mysteriously ; — confesses at last, 
under oath of secrecy, her own private suspicion that the Queen 
wants this same Necklace, of all things; but dare not, for a stingy 
husband, buy it. She, the Countess de Lamotte, will look farther 
into the matter; and, if aught serviceable to his Eminence can bo 
suggested, will in a good way suggest it, in the proper quarter. 

Walk warily, Countess de Lamotte; for now, with thickening 
breath, thou approachest the moment of moments ! Principalities 
and Powers, Parlement, Grand Chamhrc and Tourmlle, with all 
their whips and gibbet-wheels ; the very Crack of Doom hangs over 
thee, if thou trip. Forward, with nerve of iron, on shoes of felt; 
like a Ti'easii re-digger, in silence, looking neither to the right nor 
left, — where yawn abysses deep as the Pool, and all Pandemonium 
hovers, eager to rend thee into rags I 


CHAPTER IX. 


PAKK OF VEBSAILLES. 

Ob will the reader incline rather, taking the other and sunny- 
side of the matter, to enter that Lamottic-Circean theatrical estab- 
lishment of Monseigneur de Rohan ; and see there how, under the 
best of Dramaturgists, Melodrama with sweeping pall flits past him; 
while the enchanted Diamond fruit is gradually ripening, to fall by 
a shake ? 

The 28th of July, of this same momentous 1784, has come ; and 
with it the most rapturous tumult in the heart of Monseigneur. 
Ineffable expectancy stirs~up his whole soul, with the much that 
lies therein, from its lowest foundations: borne on wild seas to 
Armida Islands, yet as is fit, through Horror dim-hovering round, 
he tumultuously rocks. To the Chi^teau, to the Park 1 This night 
the Queen will meet thee, the Queen herself : so far has our tutelary 
Countess brought it. What can ministerial impediments, Polignac 
intrigues, avail against the favour, nay — Heaven and Earth! — 
perhaps the tenderness of a Queen? She vanishes from amid 
their mesh-work of Etiquette and Cabal; descends from her celestial 
Zodiac, to thee a shepherd of Latmos. Alas, a white-bearded pursy 
shepherd, fat and scant of breath ! Who can account for the taste 
of females ? But thou, burnish-up thy whole faculties of gallantry, 
thy fifty-years experience of the sex ; this night, or never ! — In 
such unutterable meditations does Monseigneur restlessly spend 
the day; and long for darkness, yet dread it. 

Darkness has at length come. The perpendicular rows of Hey- 
ducs, in that Palais or Hotel de Strasbourg, are all cast horizontal, 
prostrate in sleep ; the very Concierge resupine, with open mouth, 
audibly drinks-in nepenthe ; when Monseigneur, ' in blue greatcoat, 
with slouched hat/ issues softly, with his henchman Planta of the 
Orisons, to the Park of Versailles. Planta tnust loiter invisible in 
the distance ; Slouclied-hat will wait here, among the leafy thickets; 
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till oiir tutelary Countess, 'in black domino/ announce tbe moment, 
■which surely must be near. 

The night is of the darkest for the season; no Moon; warm, 
slumbering July, in motionless clouds, drops fatness over the 
Earth. The very stars from the Zenith see not Monseigneur ; see 
only his and the world's cloud-covering, fringed with twilight in 
the far North. Midnight, telling itself forth from these shadowy 
Palace Domes ? All the steeples of Versailles, the villages around, 
with metal tongue, and huge Paris itself cliill-droning, answer 
drowsily, Yes I Sleep rules this Hemisphere of the World. From 
Arctic to Antarctic, the Life of our Earth lies all, in long swaths, 
or rows (like those rows of Heyducs and snoring- Concierge), suc- 
cessively mown down, from vertical to horizontal, by Sleep 1 Bather 
curious to consider. 

The flowers are all asleep in Little Trianon, the roses folded-in 
for the night ; but -the Rose of Roses still -wakes. 0 wondrous 
Earth I 0 doubly wondrous Park of Versailles, wuth Little 
and Great Trianon, — and a scarce-breathing Monseigneur I Ye 
Hydraulics of Lenotre, that also slumber, wuth stop-cocks, in your 
deep leaden chambers, babble not of him, when ye arise. Ye 
odorous balm-shrubs, huge spectral Cedars, thou sacred Boscage of 
Hornbeam, ye dim Pavilions of the Peerless, whisper not I Moon, 
lie silent, hidden in thy vacant cave; no star look dowm: let 
neither Heaven nor Hell peep through the blanket of the Night, 
to cry, Hold, Hold ! — The Black Domino ? Ha ! Yes ! — With 
stouter step than might have been expected, Monseigneur is under 
way ; the Black Domino had only to whisper, low and eager : " In 
the Hornbeam Arbour 1 ” And now, Cardinal, 0 now 1 — Yes, there 
hovers the white Celestial ; ' in white robe of linon momlieU' liner 
than moonshine ; a Juno by her bearing : there, in that bosket I 
Monseigneiir,clown on thy knees; never can red breeches be better 
wasted. 0, he would kiss the royal shoe-tie, or its shadow if there 
were one : not words ; only broken gaspings, murmuring prostra- 
tions, eloquently speak his meaning. But, ah, behold ! Our 
tutelary Black Domino, in haste," with vehement whisper ; “ On 
vient!’ The white Juno drops a fairest Rose, with these ever- 
memorable words, " Vous sem^ ee q%ic cela veut dire, You know what 
that means ; ” vanishes in the thickets, the Black Domino hurrying 
her with eager whisper of " Vite, mU - Away, away ! for the sound 
of footsteps (doubtless from Madame and Madame d’ Artois, unwel- 
come sisters that they are 1) is approaching fast. Monseigneur 
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picks-iip liis Eose ; runs as for the King’s plate, almost overturns 
poor Planta, whose laugh assures him that all is safe.^ 

0 Ixion de Eohan, happiest mortal of this world, since the first 
Ixion, of deathless memory, — who nevertheless, in that cloud- 
embrace, begat strange Centaurs! Thou art Prime Minister of 
France without perad venture : is not this the Eose of Eoyaltj, 
worthy to become ottar of I'oses, and yield perfume forever ? How 
tlicnb, of all people, wilt contrive to govern France, in these very 
peculiar times — But that is little to the matter. There, doubtless, 
is thy Eose (which, methinks, it were well to have a Box or 
Casket made for) : nay, was there not in the dulcet of thy Juno’s 

Vous savez'' a kind of trepidation, a quaver, — as of still deeper 
meanings 1 

Eeader, there is hitherto no item of this miracle that is not 
historically proved and true . — In distracted black-magical phan- 
tasmagory, adumbrations of yet higher and highest Dalliances ^ 
hover stupendous in the background : whereof your Georgels, and 
Campans, and other official characters can take no notice ! There, 
in distracted black-magical phantasmagory, let these hover. The 
truth of them for us is that they do so hover. The truth of them 
in itself is known only to three persons : Dame self-styled Countess 
de Lamotte; the Devil; and Philippe Egalite, — who furnished 
money and facts for the Lamotte Memoirs, and, before guillotine- 
ment, begat the present King of the French, 

Enough that Ixion de Eohan, lapsed almost into deliquium, by 
such sober certainty of waking bliss, is the happiest of all men ; 
and his tutelary Countess the dearest of all women, save one only. 
On the 25th of August (so strong still are those villanous Drawing- 
room cabals) he goes, weeping, but submissive, by order of a gilt 
Autograph, home to Saverne ; till farther dignities can be matured 
for him. He carries his Rose, now considerably faded, in a Casket 
of fit price ; may, if he so please, perpetuate it as poU^oiorri. He 

1 Compare Georgel, Lamotte’s MSmoires Jmtificatifs^ and the Memoires pour 
of the various parties, especially Gay d’Oiiva’s. Georgel places the scene in 
the year 1785 ; quite wrong. Lamotto’s * royal Autographs ’ (as given in the 
Appendix to Memoires Jiistificatifs) seem to he misdated as to the day of the 
month. There is endless confusion of dates. 

2 Lamotte’s Memoires Justificatifs ; Ms. Songs in the Affaire du Collieri &c. 
&c. Nothing can exceed the brutality of these things (unfit for Print or Pen) ; 
which nevertheless found believers, — ^increase of believers, in the public exas- 
peration ; and did the Queen, say all her historians, incalculable damage. 
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names a favourite walk in liis Archiepiscopal pleasure-grounds, 
Promenade de la Rose; there let Mm court digestion, and loyally 
somnamhulate till called for. 

I notice it as a coincidence in chronology, that, few days after 
this date, the Demoiselle (or even, for the last month, Baroness) 
Gay d’Oliva began to find Countess de Lamotte 'not at home,' in 
her fine Paris hotel, in her fine Charonne country-house; and 
went no more, with Villette, and such pleasant dinner-guests, and 
her, to see Beaumarchais' Ilariage de Figaro^ running its hundred 
nights. 

s Gay d’OIiva’s First Memoirepoxir^ p. 37, 



CHAPTER X. 


BEHINB THE SCENES, 

« The Queen 1 ’’ Good reader, tJwu surely art not a Partridge 
the Schoolmaster, or a Monseigneur de Rohan, to mistake the stage 
for a reality !— “ But who this Demoiselle d’Oliva was ? ” Reader, 
let us remark rather how the labours of our Dramaturgic Countess 

are increasing. „ 

New actors I see on the scene; not one of whom shall guess 
what the other is doing ; or, indeed, know rightly what himself is 
doing. For example, cannot Messieurs de Lamotte and ViUette, 
of Rascaldom, like Nisus and Euryalus, take a midnight walk of 
contemplation, with ‘footsteps of Madame and Madame d’ Artois’ 
(since all footsteps are much the same), without offence to any 
one ? A Queen’s Similitude can believe that a Queen s Self, for 
frolic’s sake, is looking at her through the_ thickets a terrestrial 
Cardinal can kiss with devotion a celestial Queens slipper, or 
Queen’s Similitude’s slipper,— and no one but a Black Domino the 
wiser. All these shall follow each his precalculated course; for 
their inward mechanism is known, and fit wires hook themselves 
on this. To Two only is a clear belief vouchsafed . to Monseigneur, 
a clear belief founded on stupidity ; to the great creative Drama- 
turgist sitting at the heart of the whole mystery, a clear belief 
founded on completest insight. Great creative Dramaturgist! 
How like Schiller, ‘by union of the Possible with the Necessarily- 
‘ existing, she brings out the’— Eighty thousand Pounds! Don 
Aranda, with his triple-sealed missives and hoodwinked secretaries, 
bragged iustly that he cut-down the Jesuits in one day; but here, 
without ministerial salary, or King’s favour, or any help beyond 
her own black domino, labours a greater than he. How she ad- 
vances, stealthily, steadfastly, with Argus eye and ever-ready brain ; 

with nerve of iron, on shoes of felt ! 0 worthy to have intrigued 

1 See Lamotte ; see Gay d’Oliva. 
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for Jesuitdom, for Pojdgs Tiam; — to have been Pope Joan thyself, 
in those old days; and as Arachne of Arachnes, sat in the centre 
of that stupendous spider-web, which, reacliing from Goa to 
Acapulco, and from Heaven to Plell, overnetted the thoughts and 
souls of men! — Of which spider-web stray tatters, in favourable 
dewy mornings, even yet become visible. 

The Demoiselle d’Oliva ? She is a Parisian Demoiselle of tliree- 
and-twenty, tall, blond, and beautiful from unjust guardians, and 
an evil world, she has had somewhat to suffer. 

‘In this month of June 1784,' says the Demoiselle herself, in 
her (judicial) Autobiography, occupied a small apartment in the 
‘ Hue du J our, Quartier St. Eustache, I was not far from the 
^ Garden of the Palais-Royal ; I had made it my usual promenade.' 
For, indeed, the real God's-truth is, I was a Parisian unfortunate- 
female, with moderate custom ; and one must go where his market 
lies. ‘I frequently passed three or four hours of the afternoon 

* there, with some women of my acquaintance, and a little child of 
^ four years old, whom I was fond of, whom his parents willingly 
trusted with me. I even went thither alone, except for him, 
^ when other company failed. 

‘ One afternoon, in the month of July following, I was at the 

* Palais-Royal : my whole company, at the moment, w^as the child 
‘I speak of. A tail young man, walking alone, passes sevex-al 
' times before me. He was a man I had never seen. He looks 
‘at me ; he looks fixedly at me. I observe even that always, as 
‘ he comes near, he slackens his pace, as if to survey me more at 
‘ leisure. A chair stood vacant ; two or three feet from mine. 
‘He seats himself there. 

‘ Till this instant, the sight of the young man, his walks, bis 
^ approaches, his repeated gazings, had made no impression on me. 
‘But now .when he was sitting so close by, I could not avoid 
‘ noticing him. His eyes ceased not to wander over all iny person. 

2 I was tlien presented ‘to two Ladies, one of whom ^vas remarkable for the 
richness of her shape : she had blue eyes and chestnut hair ’ (Bette d’Etienville’s 
Second Memoive pour ; in the Suite de V Affaire du Collier). This is she whom 
Bette, and Bette’s Advocate, intended the world to take for Gay d’Oliva. ‘ The 
^ other is of xiilddle size: dark eyes, chestnut hair, white complexion: the 
« sound of her voice is agreeable ; she speaks perfectly well, and with no less 
♦faculty than vivacity:’ this one is meant for Lamotte. Oliva’s real 
‘name was Essigny ; the Oliva (Olisva, anagram of Vauois) was given her 
by Lamotte along with the title of Baro^ieBs (Ms, Note, Affaire du cklier). 
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^ His air becomes earnest, gra.ve. An unquiet curiosity appears to 
" agitate bim. He seems to measure my figure, to seize by turns 
'all parts of my physiognomy.’— He finds me (but whispers not a 
syllable of it) tolerably like, both in person and profile; for even 
the Abbe Georgel says, I was a helle oourtisaoie, 

'It is time to name this young man; he was the Sieur de 
'Lamotte, styling himself Comte de Lamotte.’ Who doubts it? 
lie praises 'my feeble charms;’ expresses a wish to 'pay his 
'addresses to me.’ I, being a lone spinster, know not what to say; 
think it best in the meanwhile to retire. Vain precaution I 'I 
' see him all on a sudden appear in my apartment ’ ! 

On his ' ninth visit ’ (for he was always civility itself), he talks 
of introducing a great Court-lady, by whose means I may even do 
her Majesty some little secret-service, — the reward of which will 
be unspeakable. In the dusk of the evening, silks mysteriously 
rustle: enter the creative Dramaturgist, Dame styled Countess de 
Lamotte; and so — the too intrusive scientific reader has now, for 
his punishment, got on the wrong-side of that loveliest Trans- 
parency; finds nothing but grease-pots, and vapour of expiring 
wicks! 

The Demoiselle Gay d’ Oliva may once more sit, or stand, in the 
Palais-Royal, with such custom as will come. In due time, she 
shall again, but with breath of Terror, be blown upon ; and blown 
out of France to Brussels. 



CHAPTER XL 


THE KECKLACE IS SOLD. 

Autumn, witli its gray moaning winds and coating of red strewn 
leaves, invites Courtiers to enjoy the charms of Nature; and all 
business of moment stands still. Countess de Lamotte, while 
everything is so stagnant, and even Boehmer has locked“Up his 
NecHace and his hopes for the season, can drive, with her Count 
and Euryalus Villette, down to native Bar-sur-Aube ; and there (in 
virtue of a Queen's bounty) show the envious a Scion-oLEoyalty 
regrafted; and make them yellower looking on it. A well- 
varnished chariot, with the Arms of Yalois duly painted in bend- 
sinister; a house gallantly furnished, bodies gallantly attired, — 
secure them the favourablest reception from all manner of men. 
The very Due de Penthievre (Egalite s father-in-law) welcomes our 
Lamotte, with that urbanity characteristic of his high station and 
the old school. Worth, indeed, makes the man, or woman; but 
‘leather’ of gig-straps, and ‘prunella’ of gig-lining, first makes 
it go. 

The great creative Dramaturgist has thus let down her drop- 
scene ; and only, with a Letter or two to Saverne, or even a visit 
thither (for it is but a day’s drive from Bar), keeps up a due 
modicum of intermediate instrumental music. She needs some 
pause, in good sooth, to collect herself a little ; for the last act and 
grand Catastrophe is at hand. Two fixed-ideas, Cardinal’s and 
J eweller’s, a negative and a positive, have felt each other ; stimu- 
lated now by new hoj)e, are rapidly revolving round each other, 
and approximating; like two flames, are stretching-out long 
fire-tongues to join and be one’, 

Boehmer, on his side, is ready with the readiest ; as indeed he 
has been these four long years. The Countess, it is true, will have 
neither part nor lot in that foolish Gadeau of his, or in the whole 
foolish Necklace business: this she has, in plain words, and even 
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not without asperity, due to a bore of such magnitude, given him 
to know. From her nevertheless, by cunning inference, and the 
merest accident in the world, the sly Joaillier-Bijoutier has gleaned 
thus "much, that Monseigneur de Eohan is the man. — ^Enough ! 
Enough I Madame shall be no more troubled. Rest there, in 
hope, thou Necklace of the Devil; but, 0 Monseigneur, be thy 
return speedy ! 

Alas, the man lives not that would be speedier than Mon- 
seigneur, if he durst. But as yet no gilt Autograph invites him, 
permits him ; the few gilt Autographs are all negatory, procras- 
tinating. Cabals of Court ; forever cabals I Nay if it be not for 
some Necklace, or other such crotchet or necessity, who knows hut 
he may mmr be recalled (so fickle is womankind) ; hut forgotten, 
and left to rot here, like his Rose, into pot-'po'icrri ? Our tutelary 
Countess, too, is shyer in this matter thap we ever saw her- 
Nevertheless, by intense skilful cross-questioning, he has extorted 
somewhat; sees partly, how it stands. The Queen’s Majesty will 
have her Necklace ; for when, in such case, had not woman her 
way ? The Queen’s Majesty can even pay for it — by instalments; 
but then the stingy husband ! Once for all, she will not be seen 
in the business. Now, therefore, Were it, or were it not, per- 
missible to mortal to transact it secretly in her stead ? That is 
the question. If to mortal, then to Monseigneur. Our Countess 
has even ventured to hint afar off at Monseigneur (kind Countess I) 
in the proper quarter; but his discretion in regard to money- 
matters is doubted. Discretion ? And I on the Promenade de la 
Bose ? — Explode not, 0 Eminence i Trust will spring of trial; thy 
hour is coming.. 

The Lamottes meanwhile have left their farewell card with all 
the respectable classes of Bar-sur-Aube ; our Dramaturgist stands 
again behind the scenes at Paris. How is it, 0 Monseigneur, that 
she is still so shy with thee, in this matter of the Necklace; that 
she leaves the loveloim Latmian shepherd to droop, here in lone 
Saverne, like weeping-ash, in naked winter, on his Promenade of 
the Rose, with vague commonplace responses that his hour is 
coming? — By Heaven and Earth! at last, in late January, it is 
come. Behold it, this new gilt Autograph : ^ To Paris, on a small 
business of delicacy, which our Countess will explain,’ — which I 
already know ! To Paris 1 Horses ; postillions ; beefeaters ! — And 
so his resuscitated Eminence, all wrapt in furs, in the pleasantest. 
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frost (Abbe Georgel sayS;, tm lean froicl de Janvier), over clear- 
jingling liigliways rolls rapidly,— borne on the bosom of Dreams. ^ 

0 Dame, de Lamotte, has the enchanted Diamond fruit ripened, 
then ? Hast thou ffimi it the little shake, big with unutterable 

fate ? — I ? can the Dame justly retort : Who saw me in it ? 

The reader, therefore, has still Three scenic Exhibitions to look at, 
by our great Dramaturgist; then the Fourth and last, — by another 
■Author.."' ■■ 

To us, reflecting how oftenest the true moving force in human ^ 
things works hidden underground, it seems small marvel that this 
month of January 1785, wherein our Countess so little courts the 
eye of the vulgar historian, should nevertheless have been the 
busiest of all for her ; especially the latter half thereof. 

Wisely eschewing matters of Business (which she could never in 
her life understand), our Countess will personally take no charge 
of that bargain-making; leaves it all to her Majesty and the gilt 
Autographs. Assiduous Boehmer nevertheless is in frequent close 
conference with Monseigneur: the Paris Palais de Strasbourg, shut ■ 
to the rest of men, sees the Joaillier-Bijoutier, with eager pfScial 
aspect, come and go. The grand difHcuity is — must we say it ? — 
her Majesty’s wilful whimsicality, unacquaintance with Business. 

She positively will not write a gilt Autograph, wuthormng his 
Eminence to make the bargain; but writes rather, in a pettish 
manner, that the thing is of no consequence, and can be given up I 
Thus must the poor Countess dash to and fro, like a weaver s 
shuttle, between Paris and Versailles ; wear her horses and nerves 
to pieces ; nay, sometimes in the hottest haste, wait many hours 
within call of the Palace, considering what can be done (with none 
but Yillette to bear her company), — till the Queen’s whim pass. 

At length, after fuiious-driving and conferences enough, on the 
29th of January a middle course is hit on. Cautious Boehmer 
shall write out, on finest paper, his terms; which are really rather 
fair: Sixteen hundred thousand livres; to be paid in five equal 
instalments; the first this day six months; the other four from 
three months to three months; this is what Court-Jewellers, Boeh- 
mer and Bassange, on the one part, and Prince Cardinal Com- 
mendator Louis de Bohan, on the other part, will stand to ; witness 
their hands. Which written sheet of finest paper our poor Countess 
must again take charge of, again dash-off with to Versailles ; and 
therefrom, after trouble unspeakable (shared in only by the faithful 
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Villette, of KascaldoiTi), return with it, bearing this most precious 
marginal note, 'Bon — MarU'-AntoineUe de Frcmcey in the Auto- 
graph-hand 1 Happy Cardinal ! this thoio shalt keep in the inner- 
most of all thy repositories. Boehmer meanwhile, secret as Death, 
shall tell no man that he has sold his Necklace; or if much pressed 
for an actual sight of the same, confess that it is sold to the 
Favourite Sultana of the Grand Turk for the time beingd 

Thus, then, do the smoking Lamotte horses afc length get rubbed 
down, and feel the taste of oats, after midnight ; the Lamotte 
Countess can also gradually sink into needful slumber, perhaps 
not unbroken by dreams. On the morrow the bargain shall be 
concluded ; next day the Necklace be delivered, on Monseigneur s 
receipt. 

Will the reader, therefore, be pleased to glance at the following 
two Life-Pictures, Real-Phantasmagories, or whatever we may call 
them: they are the two first of those Three scenic real-poetic 
Exhibitions, brought about by our Dramaturgist : short Exhibitions, 
but essential ones^ 

1 Campan. 



CHAPTER XII. 


raE NECKLACE TAHISHES. 

It is tlie first day of February; that grand day of Delivery. 
The Sieur Boehmer is in the Court of the Palais de Strasbourg ; 
his look mysteiious-oflScial, and though much emaciated, radiant 
with enthusiasm, The Seine has missed him; though lean, he 
will fatten again, and live through new enterprises. 

Singular, were we not used to it: the name '"Boehmer,” as it 
passes upwards and inwards, lowers all halberts of Heyducs in per- 
pendicular rows : the historical eye beholds him, bowing low, with 
plenteous smiles, in the plush Saloon of Audience. Will it please 
Monseigneur, then, to do the of Necklaces the honour 

of looking at it? A piece of Art, which the Universe cannot 
parallel, shall be parted with (Necessity compels Court-Jewellers) 
at that ruinously low sum. They, the Court- Jewellers, shall have 
much ado to weather it ; but their work, at least, will find a fit 
Wearer, and go down to jnster posterity. Monseigneur will merely 
have the condescension to sign this Receipt of Delivery: all the 
rest, her Highness the Sultana of the Sublime Porte has settled it. 

- — Here the Court-Jeweller, with his joyous though now much- 
emaciated face, ventures on a faint knowing smile ; to which, in 
the lofty dissolute-serene of Monseigneux’s, some twinkle of per- 
mission could not but respond. — This is the First of those Three 
real-poetic Exhibitions, brought about by our Dramaturgist, — 
with perfect success. 

It was said, long afterwards, that Monseigneur should have 
known, and even that Boehmer should have known, her High- 
ness the Sultana's marginal-note, her * Might — Marw-Antoinette of 
France^ to be a forgery and a mockery : tbe ‘ of France ' was fatal 
to it. Easy talking, easy criticising ! But how are two enchanted 
men to know ; two men with a fixed-idea each, a negative and a 
positive, rushing together to neutralise each other in rapture ? — 
Enough, Monseigneur has the ne-jgVm-nltm of Necklaces, conquered 
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hj man's valour and woman's wit ; and rolls off with it, in mysteri- 
ous speed, to Versailles, — triumphant as a Jason with his Golden 
Fleece. 

The Second grand scenic Exhibition by our Dramaturgic 
Countess occurs in her own apartment at Versailles, so early as 
the following night. It is a commodious apartment, with alcove ; 
and the alcove has a glass door.^ Monseigneur enters, — with a 
follower bearing a mysterious Casket, who carefully deposits it, 
and then respectfully withdraws. It is the Necklace itself in all 
its glory 1 Our tutelary Countess, and Monseigneur, and we, can 
at leisure admire the queenly Talisman; congratulate ourselves 
that the painful conquest of it is achieved. 

But, hist I A knock, mild but deeisive, as from one knocking 
with authority I Monseigneur and we retire to our alcove ; there, 
from behind our glass screen, obsery e what passes. Who comes ? 
The door flung open: de par la Beim! Behold him, Monseigneur: 
he enters with grave, respectful, yet official air; worthy Mon- 
sieur Queen's-valet Lesclaux, the same who escorted our tutelary 
Countess, that moonlight night, from the back apartments of 
Versailles. Said we not, thou wouldst see Kim once more? — 
Methinks, again, spite of his Queen's-uniform, he has much the 
features of Villette of Eascaldom !— Rascaldom or Valetdom (for to 
the blind all colours are the same), he has, with his grave, respect- 
ful, yet official air, received the Casket, and its priceless contents; 
with fit injunction, with fit engagements ; and retires bowing low. 

Thus softly, silently, like a very Dream, flits away our solid 
Necklace — through the Horn Gate of Dreams I 

^ Georgel, &c;» 


CHAPTER XIIL 


SCENE THIRD; BY DAME BE EAMOTTE. 

Now too, in these same days (as lie can afterwards prove hy 
afiidavit of Landlords) arrives Count Gagliostro himself, from 
Lyons! No longer by predictions in cipher; but by his living- 
voice, often in rapt communion with the unseen world, 'with 
Caraffeand four candles;’ by his greasy prophetic bull-dog face, 
said to be the 'most perfect quack-face of the eighteenth century/ 
can we assure ourselves that all is well; that all will turn 'to the 
glory of Monseigneur, to the good of France, and of mankind,’^ 
and of Egyptian masonry. 'Tokay flows like water;" our charm- 
ing Countess, with her piquancy of face, is sprightlier than ever; 
enlivens with the brightest sallies, with the adroitest flatteries to 
all, those suppers of the gods. 0 Nights, 0 Suppers — too good to 
last ! Nay, now also occurs another and Third scenic Exhibition, 
fitted by its radiance to dispel from Monseigneur s soul the last 
trace of care. 

Why the Queen does not, even yet, openly receive me at Court ? 
Patience, Monseigneur 1 Thou little knowest those too-intricate 
cabals ; and how she still but works at them silently, with royal 
suppressed fury, like a royal lioness only delivering herself from 
the hunters toils. Meanw^^hile, is not thy work done? The 
Necklace, she rejoices over it; beholds, many times in secret, 
her Juno-neck mirrored hack the lovelier for it, — as our tutelar 
Countess can testify. Come tomorrow to the CEiUdc-Bceuf ; there 
see with eyes, in high noon, as already in deep midnight thou hast 
seen, whether in her royal heart there were delay. 

Let ns stand, then, with Monseigneur, in that CEU-de-Bmuf, in 
the Versailles Palace Gallery; for all well-dressed persons are 
admitted; there the Loveliest, in pomp of royalty, will walk to 
mass. The world is all in pelisses and winter furs; cheerful, clear, 
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— witli noses tending to blue. A lively many-voiced hum plays 
fitful, hither and thither: of . sledge parties and Court parties; 
frosty state of the weather ; stability of M. de Calonne; Majesty's 
looks yesterday; — such hum as always, in these sacred Court- 
spaces, since Louis le Grand made and consecrated them, has, with 
more or less impetuosity, agitated our common Atmosphere. 

Ah, through that long high Gallery what Figures have passed 
■ — and vanished ! Louvois, — with the Great King, flashing fire- 
glances on the fugitive; in his red right hand a pair of tongs, 
•which pious Maintenon hardly holds back: Louvois, where art 
thou? Ye Mariclhcmx de France? Ye unmentionable-women of 
past generations? Here also was it that rolled and rushed the 
‘sound, absolutely like thunder,' ^ of Courtier hosts; in that dark 
hour when the signal-light in Louis the Fifteenth's chamber- 
window was blown out; and his ghastly infectious Corpse lay lone, 
forsaken on its tumbled death-lair, ‘in the hands of some poor 
women;' and the Courtier hosts rushed from the Deep-fallen to 
hail the New-risen! These too rushed, and passed; and their 
‘ sound, absolutely like thunder,' became silence. Figures ? Men ? 
They are fast-fleeting Shadows; fast chasing each other: it is not 
a Palace, but a Caravansera. — Monseigneur (with thy too-much 
Tokay overnight) ! cease puzzling : here thon art, this blessed 
February day ; — the Peerless, will she turn lightly that high head 
of hers, and glance aside into the CEil-de-Bmuf, in passing? 
Please Heaven, she will. To our tutelary Countess, at least, she 
promised it though, alas, so fickle is womankind ! — 

Hark! Clang of opening doors! She issues, like the Moon in 
silver brightness, down the Eastern steeps. LaB&mement! What 
a figure ! I (with the aid of glasses) discern her, O Fairest, Peer- 
less! Let the hum of minor discoursing hush itself wholly; and 
only one successive rolling peal of Vive la Reine, like the movable 
radiance of a train of fire-works, irradiate her path. — ^Ye immortals I 
She does, she beckons, turns her head this way ! — “ Does she not ? ” 
says Countess de Lamotte. — Versailles, the (Eil-de-Bmif, and all 
men and things are drowned in a Sea of Light ; Monseigneur 
and that high beckoning Head are alone, with each other in the 
Universe. 

0 Eminence, what a beatific vision ! Enjoy it, blest as the gods ; 
ruminate and reenjoy it, with full soul : it is the last provided for 
2 Campan. f See Georgel, 
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thee. Too soon, in the course of these six months, shall thy 
beatific vision, like Mirza’s vision, gradually melt away ; and only 
oxen and sheep be grazing in its place ;— and thou, as a doomed 
Nebuchadnezzar, be grazing with them. 

Does she not ? said the Countess de Damotte. That it is a 
habit of hers; that hardly a day passes her doing it: this 

the Countess de Lamotte did not say* 



CHAPTER XIV. 


THE NECKLACE CANNOT BE PAID. 

Heee, then, the specially Dramaturgic labours of Countess de 
Lamotte maybe said to terminate. The rest of her life is His- 
trionic merely, or Histrionic and Critical;^ as> indeed, what had all, 
the former part of it been but a Rypomsis, a more or less correct 
Playing of Parts? 0 ‘ Mrs. Facing-both- ways ’ (as old Bunyan 
said), what a talent hadst thou ! No Proteus ever took so many 
shapes, no Chameleon so often changed colour. One thing thou 
wert to Monseigneur; another thing to Cagliostro, and Villette of 
Rascaldom; a third thing to the World, in printed M^moires; a 
fourth thing to Philippe Egalite : aU things to all men I 

Let her, however, we say, but manage now to act her own parts, 
with proper Histrionic illusion ; and, by Critical glosses, give her 
past Dramaturgy the fit aspect, to Monsiegneur and others: this 
henceforth, and not new Dramaturgy, includes her whole task. 
Dramatic scenes, in plenty, will follow of themselves ; especially 
that Fourth and final Scene, spoken of above as by another Author, 
— by Destiny itself. 

For in the Lamotte Theatre, so different from our common 
Pasteboard one, the Play goes on, even when the Machinist has 
left it. Strange enough : those Air-images, which from her Magic- 
lantern she hung out on the empty bosom of Night, have clutched 
hold of this solid-seeming World (which some call the Material 
World, as if that made it more a Real one), and will tumble hither 
and thither the solidest masses there. Yes, reader, so goes it here 
below. What thou callest a Brainweb, or mere illusive Nothing, is 
it not a web of the Brain ; of the Spirit which inhabits the Brain ; 
and which, in this World (rather, as I think, to be named the 
Spiritual one), very naturally moves and tumbles hither and thither 
all things it meets with, in Heaven or in Earth I — So too, the 
Necklace, though we saw it vanish through the Horn Gate of 
Dreams, and in my opinion man shall never more behold it, — ^yet 
its activity ceases not, nor will. For no Act of a man, no Thing 
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(how much less the man himself!) is extinguished when it disap- 
pears : through considerahle times it still visibly works, though <lone 
and vanished; I have known a done thing work visibly Three 
Thousand Years and more : invisibly, unrecognised, all done things 
work through endless times and years. Such a Hypermagica] is 
this our poor old Real world; which some take upmi tlieni h) pro- 
nounce effete, prosaic I Friend, it is thyself that art all withered 
1123 into effete Prose, dead as ashes : know this (I advise thee) ; and 
seek passionately, with a passion little short of desi^eration, to have 
it remedied. 

Meanwhile, what will the feeling heart think to learn that 
Monseigneur cle Rohan, as we i^^rophesied, again exiierienees the 
fickleness of a Court; that, notwithstanding beatific visions at noon 
and midnight, the Queeffs Majesty, with the light ingratitude of 
her sex, flies off at a tangent ; and, far from ousting his detested and 
detesting rival, Minister Breteiiil, and openly delighting to honour 
Monseigneur, will hardly vouchsafe him a few gilt Autographs, 
and those few of the most capricious, suspicious, soul-coiifiising 
tenour ? What terrifico-absurd explosions, which scarcely Cagliostro, 
with Caraffe and four candles, can still ; how many dee23- weighed 
Humble Petitions, ExiDlanations, Expostulations, penned with fer- 
videst eloquence, with craftiest diplomacy, — all delivered by our 
tutelar Countess : in vain ! — 0 Cardinal, with what a huge iron 
mace, like Guy of Warwick’s, thou smitest Phvantasms in two, which 
close again, take shape again ; and only thrasbest the air 1 

One comfort, however, is that the Queen’s Majesty has committed 
herself. The Rose of Trianon, and what may pertain thereto, lies it 
not here ? That ' Bight — IfciTie-Antoinette of France,' too ; and the 
30th of July, first-instalment day, coming ? She shall be IrGught to 
terms, good Eminence 1 Order horses and beef-eaters for Saverne ; 
there, ceasing all written or oi^al communication, starve her into 
ca23itulating.^ It is the bright May month : his Eminence again 
somnambulates the Promenade de la Bose; but now with grim dry 
eyes; and, from time to time, terrifically stamping. 

But who is this that I see mounted on costliest horse and horse - 
gear; betting at Newmarket Races; though he can speak no 
English word, and only some Chevalier O’Niel, some Capuchin 
Maedermot, from Bar-sur-Aube, interprets his French into the 
Dialect of the Sister Island? Few days ago I observed him 
walking in Fleet-street, thoughtfully through Tem23le-Bar ; — in 

1 See Lamotte^ 
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deep treaty with Jeweller Jeffreys, with Jew^eller Grey ,2 for the 
sale of Diamonds: such a lot as one may boast of. A tall hand- 
some man; %vith ex-military whiskers; with a look of troubled 
gaiety and rascalism : you think it is the Sieur self-styled Count 
de Lamotte; nay the man himself confesses it ! The Diamonds 
were a present to his Countess, — from the still-bountiful Queen. 

Villette too, has he completed his sales at Amsterdam ? Him I 
shall by and by behold; not betting at Newmarket, but drinking 
wine and ardent spirits in the Taverns of Geneva. Ill-gotten 
wealth endures not; Rascaldom has no strong-box. Countess de 
Lamotte, for %vhat a set of cormorant scoundrels hast thou laboured, 
art thou still labouring 1 

Still labouring, we may say: for as the fatal 80th of July ap- 
proaches, what is to be looked for but universal Earthquake ; Mud- 
explosion that will blot-out the face of Nature ? Methinks, stood 
I in thy pattens. Dame de Lamotte, I would cut and run.— ' Run ! ” 
exclaims she, with a toss of indignant astonishment: “Calum- 
niated Innocence run?’' For it is singular how in some minds, 
which are mere bottomless ^chaotic whirlpools of gilt shreds,’ there 
is no deliberate Lying Avhatever ; and nothing is either believed 
or disbelieved, but only (with some transient suitable Histrionic 
emotion) spoken and heard. 

Had Dame de Lamotte a certain greatness of character, then ; at 
least, a strength of transcendent audacity, amounting to the bastard- 
heroic? Great, indubitably great, is her Dramaturgic and Histrionic 
talent ; but as for the rest, one must answer, with reluctance, No. 
Mrs. Facing-both-ways is a "Spark of vehement Life,’ but the 
farthest in the world from a brave woman : she did not, in any case, 
show the bravery of a woman ; did, in many cases, show the mere 
screaming trepidation of one. Her grand quality is rather to be 
reckoned negative: the " un tameableness ’ as of a fly; the "wax- 
cloth dress’ from which so much ran down like water. Small 
- sparrows, as I learn, have been trained to fire cannon ; but would 
make poor Artillery Officers in a Waterloo. Thou dost not call 
that Cork a strong swimmer ? Which nevertheless shoots, without 
hurt, the Falls of Niagara; defies the thunderbolt itself to sink it, 
for more than a moment. Without intellect, imagination, power of 
attention, or any spiritual faculty, how brave were one, — ^>vith fit 

2 Grey lived in No. 13 New Bond Street; Jeffreys in Piccadilly (Rohan’s 
Memoirepour: see also Coimt de Lamotte’s Narrative, in the Memoires Judi- 
ficatifs). Rohan says, "Jeffreys bought more than 10,000/. worth.’ 
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motive for it, sucTi as hunger ! How mucli might one dare, by 
the simplest of methods, by not thinking of it, not knowing it ! — 
Besides, is not Cagliostro, foolish Mustering Quack, still here ? Iso 
scapegoat had ever broader back. The Cardinal too, has he not 
money? Queen's Majesty, even in effigy, shall not he insulted; 
the Souhises, De Marsans, and high and puissant Cousins, must 
huddle the matter up: Calumniated Innocence, in the most 
universal of Earthquakes, will find so^ne crevice to whisk through, 
as she has so often done. 

But all this while how fares it with his Eminence, left soiiinam- 
bulating the Fromenade de la Rose ; and at times truculently, 
stamping ? Alas, ill, and ever worse. The starving method, sin- 
gular as it may seem, brings no capitulation; brings only, after 
a month's waiting, our tutelary Countess, with a gilt Autograph, 
indeed, and ^ all wrapt in silk threads, sealed where they cross,' — 
but which we read with curses.^ 

We must hack again to Paris; there pen new Expostulations j 
which our unwearied Countess will take charge of, but, alas, can 
get no answer to. However, is not the 30th of July coming? — 
Behold, on the 19th of that month, the shortest, most careless of 
Autographs : with some fifteen hundred pounds of real money in 
it, to pay the — interest of the first instalment; the principal, of 
some thirty thousand^ not being at the moment perfectly con- 
venient! Hungry Boehmer makes large eyes at this proposal; 
will accept the money, but only as part of payment ; the man 
is positive: a Court of Justice, if no other means, shall got him 
the remainder. What now is to he done ? 

Farmer-general Monsieur Saint- James, Gagliostro’s disciple, and 
wet with Tokay, will cheerfully advance the sum needed — for her 
Majesty's sake; thinks, however (with all his Tokay), it were 
, good to s^peah with her Majesty first. — I observe, meanwhile, the 
distracted hungry Boehmer driven hither and thither, not by his 
fixed-idea ; alas, no, but by the far more frightful ghost thereof, — 
since no payment is forthcoming. He stands, one day, speaking 
with a Queen's waiting- woman (Madame Campan herself), in ' a 
thunder-shower, which neither of them notice,' — so thunderstmck 
are they.^ What weather-symptoms for his Eminence I 

The 30th of July has come, hut no money; the 80th is gone, 
but no money. 0 Eminence, what a grim farewell of July is this 
® See Lamotte, ^ Campan, 
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of 1785 I The last July went out with airs from Heaven and 
Trianon Eoses. These August days, are they not worse than dogs’ 
days ; worthy to be blotted out from all Almanacs ? Boehmer and 
Bassange thou canst still see ; but only ^ return from them swear- 
ing/^ Hay, what new misery is this? Our tutelary Histrionic 
Countess enters, distraction in her eyes:® she has just been at 
Versailles; the Queen’s Majesty, with a levity of caprice which 
T,ve dare not trust ourselves to characterise, declares plainly that 
she will deny ever having got the Necklace; ever having had, 
with his Eminence, any transaction whatsoever I — Mud-explosion 
without parallel in volcanic annals. — The Palais de Strasbourg 
appears to be beset with spies; the Lamottes, for the Count too 
is here, are packing-up for Bar-sur-Aube. The Sieur Boehmer^ 
has he fallen insane? Or into communication with Minister 
Breteuil ? — 

And so, distractedly and distractively, to the sound of all 
Discords in Nature, opens that Fourth, final Scenic Exhibition, 
composed by Destiny. 


^ Lamotta 


p GeorgeL 


CHAPTER XV. 


SCENE FOURTH: BY DESTINY, 

It is Assumption-day, the 15th of August. Don thy pon- 
tificalia, Grand-Almoner ; crush-down these hideous temporalities 
out of sight. In any case, smooth thy countenance into some sort 
of lofty-dissolute serene : thou hast a tiling they call worshipping 
God to enact, thyself the first actor. 

The Grand-Almoner has done it. He is in Versailles (Eil<Ic- 
JBceicf Gallery; where male and female Peerage, and all Noble 
France in gala various and glorious as the rainbow, waits only the 
signal to begin worshipping : on the serene of his lofty-dissolute 
countenance there can nothing be read.^ By Heaven I he is sent 
for to the Royal Apartment ! 

He returns with the old lofty-dissolute look, inscrutably serene : 
has his turn for favour actually come, then ? Those fifteen long 
years of soul’s travail are to be rewarded by a birth ? — Monsieur 
le Baron de Breteuil issues ; great in his pride of place, in this the 
crowning moment of his life. With one radiant glance, Breteuil 
summons the Officer on Guard ; with another, fixes Monseigneur ; 

De par le Bo% MonseigneuT: you are arrested! At youT risk, 
Officer!" — Curtains as of pitch-black whirlwind envelop Mon- 
seigneur, whirl off with him, to outer darkness. Versailles Gallery 
explodes aghast; as if Guy Fawkes’s Plot had ‘biiTzt under it. 
"‘The Queen’s Majesty was weeping," whisper some. There will 
be no Assumption-service ; or such a one as was never celebrated 
since Assumption came in fashion. 

Europe, then, shall ring with it from side to side! — But wliy 
rides that Heyduc as if all the Devils drove him ? It is Mori- 

1 This is Bette d’Etienville’s description of him : ‘ A handsome man, of fifty ; 

‘ with high complexion ; hair white-gray, and the front of the head bald : 
^of high stature; carriage noble and easy, though burdened with a certain 
‘degree of corpulency ; who, I never doubted, was Monsieur de Rohan.’ (First 
Memoire poiir,) 
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seigneur’s Hejduc : Monseigneur spoke three words in German to 
him, at the door of his Versailles Hotel; even handed him a slip 
of writing, which, with borrowed Pencil, ' in his red square cap/ 
he had managed to prepare on the way thither.^ To Paris! To 
the Palais-Cardinal! The horse dies on reaching the stable; the 
Heyduc swoons on reaching the cabinet : but his slip of writing 
fell from his hand ; and I (says the Abb4 Georgel) was there. The 
red Portfolio, containing all the gilt Autographs, is burnt utterly, 
■with much else, before Breteuil can arrive for apposition of the 
seals ! — Whereby Europe, in ringing from side to side, must worry 
itself with guessing: and at this hour, on this paper, sees the 
matter in such an interesting clear-obscure. 

Soon Count Cagliostro and his Seraphic Countess go to join 
Monseigneur in State Prison. In few days follows Dame de 
Lamotte, from Bar-sur-Aube ; Demoiselle d’Oliva by and by, 
from Brussels; Villette-de-E.4taux, from his Swiss retirement in 
the taverns of Geneva. The Bastille opens its iron bosom to 
them all. 


2 George! 



CHAPTER LAST. 


MISSA EST. 

Thus, tlien, the Diamond Necklace having, on the one hand, 
vanished through the Horn Gate of Dreams, and so, under the 
pincers of Nisus Lamotte and Euryalus Villette, lost its sublunary 
individuality and being ; and, on the other hand, all that trafficked 
in it, sitting now safe under lock and key, that justice may take 
cognisance of them, — our engagement in regard to the 
on the point of terminating. That extraordinary ^ Proch du Gollier^ 
Necklace Trial,' spinning itself through Nine other ever-memor- 
able Months, to the astonishment of the hundred and eighty- 
seven assembled ParUmenturs, and of all Quidnuncs, Journalists, 
Anecdotists, Satirists, in both Hemispheres, is, in every sense, a 
‘Celebrated Trial,' and belongs to Publishers of such. How, by 
innumerable confrontations and expiscatory questions, through 
entanglements, doublings and windings that fatigue eye and soul, 
this most involute of Lies is finally winded off to the scandalous- 
ridiculous cinder-heart of it, let others relate. 

Meanwhile, during these Nine ever-memorable Months, till they 
terminate late at night precisely with the May of 1786,^ how many 
fugitive leaves, quizzical, imaginative, or at least mendacious, were 
flying about in Newspapers ; or stitched together as Pamphlets ; and 
what heaps of others were left creeping in Manuscript, -we shall 
not say; — having, indeed, no complete Collection of them, and what 
is more to the purpose, little to do with such Collection. Neverthe- 
less, searching for some fit Capital of the composite order, to adorn 
adequately the now finished singular Pillar of our Narrative, what 
can suit us better than the following, so far as we know, yet unedited, 

1 On the 31st of May 1786 sentence was pTonoiinced : about ten at night the 
Cardinal got out of the Bastille ; large mobs hurrahing round him,— out of 
spleen to the Court. (See Georgel.) 
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Occadoncd Discoime, hy Count AlemaTidro Cagliostro, Thmomaturgi^ty 
Frofnd and Arch-Quack; delmred in the Bastille: Year of 
Lucifer, 5789 ; of the Mahometan Hegira from Mecca, 1201 ; of the 
CagliosMc Hegira from Falermo,M- of the Vulgar Bra, 

'Fellow Scoundrels, — An unspeakable Intrigue, spun from the 
« soul of that Oirce-Megaera, by our voluntary or involuntary help, 

' has assembled us all, if not under one roof-tree, yet within one 
'grim iron-bound ring-wall. For an appointed number of months, 
‘in the ever-rolling flow of Time, we, being gathered from the four 
^ winds, did by Destiny work together in body corporate; and, 
‘joint labourers in a Transaction already famed over the Globe, 
‘obtain unity of Name, like the Argonauts of old, as Conguerors of 
‘ the Diamond Necklace, Erelong it is done (for ring-walls hold not 
'captive the free Scoundrel forever); and we disperse again, over 
‘ wide teiTestrial Space ; some of us, it may be, over the very 
' marches of Space. Our Act hangs indissoluble together ; floats 
' wondrous in the older and older memory of men : while we the 
‘little band of Scoundrels, who saw each other, now hover so far 
' asunder, to see each other no more, if not once more only on the 
‘ universal Doomsday, the Last of the Days 1 
' In such interesting moments, while %ve stand within the verge 
' of parting, and have not yet parted, methinks it were well here, in 
‘ these sequestered Spaces, to institute a few general reflections. ' 
‘ Me, as a public speaker, the Spirit of Masonry, of Philosophy 
'and Philanthropy, and even of Prophecy, blowing mysterious from 
‘the Land of Dreams, impels to do it. Give ear, O Fellow 
' Scoundrels, to what the Spirit utters ; treasure it in your hearts? 
'practise it in your lives. 

' Sitting here, penned-up in this which, with a slight metaphor, 

' I call the Central Cloaca of Nature, where a tyrannical De 
' Launay can forbid the bodily eye free vision, you with the mental 
'eye see but the better. This Central Cloaca, is it not rather a 
' Heart, into which, from all regions, mysterious conduits introduce 
' and forcibly inject whatsoever is choicest in the Scoimdrelism of 
' the Earth ; there to be absorbed, or again (by the other auricle) ' 
'ejected into new circulation ? Let the eye of the mind run 
'along this immeasurable venous-arterial system; and astound 
'itself with the magnificent extent of Scoundreldom ; the deep, I 
' may say unfathomable, significance of Scoundrelism. 

'Yes, brethren, wide as the Suns range is our Empire; wider 
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'than old Eome's in its palmiest era. I have in my time been. 
' far ; in frozen Muscovy, in hot Calabria, east, west, wheresoever 
'the sky overarches civilised man: and never hitherto saw I 
' myself an alien ; out of Scoundreldom I never was. Is it not 
'even said, from of old, by the opposite party: All men are 
' liars ” ? Do they not (and this nowise " in haste whimperingly 
' talk of " one just person (as they call him), and of the remaining 
* thousand save one that take part with us ? So decided is our 
'majority/ — (Applause.) 

' Of the Scarlet Woman, — yes, Monseigneur, without offence, — 
‘of the Scarlet Woman that sits on Seven Hills, and her Black 
'Jesuit Militia, out foraging from Pole to Pole, I speak not; for 
'the story is too trite : nay, the Militia itself, as I see, begins to 
' be disbanded, and invalided, for a second treachery ; treachery to 
‘herself! Nor yet of Governments; for a like reason. Ambas- 
‘sadors, said an English punster, lie abroad for their masters. 
'Their masters, we answer, lie at home for themselves. Not of all 
'this, nor of Courtship with its Lovers -vows, nor Courtiership, nor 
‘ Attorneyism, nor Public Oratory and Selling by Auction, do I 
'speak: I simply ask the gainsayer, Which is the particular trade, 
‘profession, mystery, calling, or pursuit of the Sons of Adam that 
'they successfully manage in the other way ? He cannot answer I 
' — No: Philosophy itself, both practical and even speculative, has 
' at length, after shamefulest groping, stumbled on the plain con- 
' elusion that Sham is indispensable to Reality, as Lying to Living; 
'that without Lying the whole business of the world, from swaying 
'of senates to selling of tapes, must explode into anarchic discords, 
'and so a speedy conclusion ensue. 

'But the grand problem, Fellow Scoundrels, as you well know, 

' is the marrying of Truth and Sham ; so that they become one 
' flesh, man and wife, and generate these three : Profit, Pudding, 
'and Respectability that always keeps her Gig. Wondrously, 
'indeed, do Truth and Delusion play into one another; Reality 
' rests on Dream. Truth is but the skin of the bottomless Untrue : 

‘ and ever, from time to time, the Untrue sheds it ; is clear again ; 

' and the superannuated True itself becomes a Fable. Thus do all 
'hostile things crumble back into our Empire; and of its increase 
' there is no end. 

' 0 brothers, to think of the Speech without meaning (which 
'is mostly ours), and of the Speech with contrary meaning (which 
‘ is wholly ours), manufactured by the organs of Mankind in one 
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^ solar day ! Or call it a day of Jubilee, when public Dinners are 
^ given, and Dinner-orations are delivered ; or say, a Neighbouring 
'Island in time of General Election! 0 ye immortal gods I The 
'mind is lost; can only admire great Nature’s plenteousness with 
' a kind of sacred wonder. 

' For tell me, What is the chief end of man ? " To glorify God,” 
' said the old Christian Sect, now happily extinct. " To eat and 
' find eatables by the readiest method,” answers sound Philosophy, 
'discarding whims. If the method readier than this of persuasive- 
' attraction is yet discovered,— point it out I — Brethren, I said the 
'old Christian Sect was happily extinct: as, indeed, in Eome 
' itself, there goes the wonderfulest traditionary Prophecy,® of that 
' Nazareth Christ coming back, and being crucified a second time 
Hliere; which truly I see not in the least how he could fail to be. 
'Nevertheless, that old Christian whim, of an actual living and 
'ruling God, and some sacred covenant binding all men in Him, 
'with much other mystic stuff, does, under new or old shape, 
' linger with a few. From these few keep yourselves forever 
'far ! They must even be left to their whim, which is not like to 
' prove infectious. 

'But neither are we, my Fellow Scoundrels, without our 
'Religion, our Worship; which, like the oldest, and all true 
‘ Worships, is one of Fear. The Christians have their Cross, the 
'Moslem their Crescent: but have not we too our — Gallows? 
'Yes, infinitely terrible is the Gallows; it bestrides with its 
' patibulary fork the Pit of bottomless Terror ! No Manicheans 
' are we ; our God is One. Great, exceeding great, I say, is the 
' Gallows ; of old, even from the beginning, in this world ; knowing 
'neither variableness nor decadence; forever, forever, over the 
'wreck of ages, and all civic and ecclesiastic convulsions, meal- 
' mobs, revolutions, the Gallows with front serenely terrible towers 
' aloft. Fellow Scoundrels, fear the Gallows, and have no other 
'fear 1 This is the Law and the Prophets. Fear every emanation 
‘'of the Gallows, And what is every buffet, with the fist, or even 
' with the tongue, of one having authority, but some such emana- 
' tion ? And what is Force of Public Opinion but the infinitude 
'7T such emanations, — rushing combined on you, like a mighty 
storm-wind ? Fear the Gallows, I say ! 0 when, with its long 
black arm, it has clutched a man, what avail him ail terrestrial 
'things? These pass away,- with horrid nameless dinning in his 
2 Qoethe mentions it (Italianiscke Beise), 
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‘ ears ; and the ill-starred Sconndrel pendulates Between Heaven 
‘ and Earth, a thing rejected of 6<?&— (Profound sensation.) 

‘ Such, so wide in compass, high, gallows-high in dignity, is the 
'Scoundrel Empire; and for depth, it is deeper than the Founda- 
'tions of the World. For what was Creation itself whoih% accord- 
' ing to the best Philosophers, but a Divulsion by the Time-Spikit 
' (or Devil so-called) ; a forceful Interruption, or breaking asunder, 
'of the old Quiescence of Eternity? It^vas Lucifer that fell, and 
'made this lordly World arise. Deep? It is bottomless-deep; the 
'very Thought, diving, bobs up from it bafrled. Is not this that 
'they call Vice of Lying the Adcmi-Kadmon, or primeval Ilude- 
' Element, old as Chaos mother s-womb of Death and Hell; where- 
'on their thin film of Virtue, Truth, and the like, poorly wavers — 
'for a day? All Virtue, what is it, even by their own showing, 
'but Vice transformed, — that is, manufactured, rendered artificial? 
'"Man’s Vices are the roots from which his Virtues grow out and 
'see the lightf’ says one: "Yes," add I, "and thanklessly steal 
'their nourishment!" Were it not for the nine hundred ninety 
'and nine unacknowledged, perhaps martyred and caluirmiated 
' Scoundrels, how were their single Just Person (with a miin-ain 
' on him !) so much as possible ?—0, it is high, high : these things 
'are too great for me ; Intellect, Imagination, flags her tired 
' wings; the soul lost, baffled — 

— Here Dame de Lamotte tittered audibly, and muttered 
d'Inde, which, being interpreted into the Scottish tongue, signifies 
BuhUy-Joch ! The Arch-Quack, whose eyes were turned inwards 
as in rapt contemplation, started at the titter and mutter : his eyes 
flashed outwards with dilated pupil; his nostrils opened wide; his 
very hair seemed to stir in its long twisted pigtails (his fashion 
of curl) ; and as Indignation is said to make Poetry, it here made 
Prophecy, or what sounded as such. With terrible, working features, 
and gesticulation not recommended in any Book of Gesture, the 
Arch-Quack, in voice supernally discordant, like Lions worrying 
Bulls of Bashan, began : 

' ' Sniff not, Dame de Lamotte ; tremble, thou foul Circe-Megaera ; 

'thy day of desolation is at hand! Behold ye the Sanhedrim of 
'Judges, with their fanners of written Parchment, loud-riistli"^" 
'as they winnow all her chaff and down-plumage, and she slant 
' there naked and mean ? — Villette, Oliva, do ye blab secrets ? Yl- 
‘have no pity of her extreme need; she none of yours. Is thy 
‘light-giggling, untamable heart at last heavy? Hark ye ! Shrieks 
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"of one cast out; whom they brand on both shoulders with iron 
" stamp ; the red-hot “ V/' thou Voleuse, hath it entered thy soul ? 
"Weep, Circe de Lamotte ; wail there in truckle-bed, and hysteric- 
" ally gnash thy teeth : nay do, smother thyself in thy door-mat 
"coverlid; thou hast found thy mates ; thou art in the Salpetrike! 
" — Weej), daughter of the high and puissant Sans-inexpressibles ! 
"Buzz of Parisian Gossipry is about thee ; but not to help thee: 
" no, to eat before thy time. What shall a King’s Court do with 
"thee, thou unclean thing, while thou yet livest? Escape! Flee 
"to utmost countries; bide there, if thou canst, thy mark of Cain ! 
" — In the Babylon of Fog-land! Ha 1 is that my London? See I 
"Judas Iscariot Egalite? Print, yea print abundantly the abomin- 
"ations of your two hearts : breath of rattlesnakes can bedim 
" the steel mirror, but only for a time. — And there 1 Ay, there at 
"last! Turn blest thou from the lofty leads, poverty-stricken, 0 
"thriftless daughter of the high and puissant, escaping bailiffs? 
"Descendest thou precipitate, in dead night, from window in the 
"third story; hurled forth by Bacchanals, to whom thy shrill 
‘tongue had grown unbearable?^ Yea, through the smoke of 
‘that new Babylon thou fallest headlong; one long scream of 
‘screams makes night hideous: thou liest there, shattered like 
" addle egg, "" nigh to the Temple of Flora ! ” 0 Lamotte, has thy 
^ Syi^ocrisia ended, then? Thy many characters were all acted. 

" Here at last thou actest not, hut art what thou seemest : a mangled 
" squelch of gore, confusion and abomination ; which men huddle 
" underground, with no burial-stone. Thou gallows-carrion ! ’ — 

— Plere the Prophet turned up his nose (the broadest of the 
eighteenth century), and opened wide his nostrils with such a great- 
ness of disgust, that all the audience, even Lamotte herself, sympa- 
thetically imitated him. — " 0 Dame de Lamotte ! Dame de Lamotte! 

" Now, when the circle of thy existence lies complete ; and my eye 
‘ glances over these two score and three years that wei'e lent thee, 

" to do evil as thou couldst ; and I beheld thee a bright-eyed little 
‘Tatterdemalion, begging and gathering sticks in the Bois de 
" Boulogne ; and also at length a squelched Putrefaction, here on 

‘ 0 3 The Ertglish Translator of Lamotte’s Life says,, she fell from the leads of 
t er house, nigh the Temple of Flora, endeavouring to escape seizure for debt ; 
md was taken up so much hurt that she died in consequence. Another 

■Report runs, that she was flung out of window, as in the Cagliostric text. 
One way or other, she did die on the 23d of August 1791 (BiograpMe Unir 
XXX. 287). Where the'‘ Temple of Flora ' was, or is, one knows not 
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* London pavements ; with, the headdressings and hungerings, the 
‘ gaddings and hysterical gigglings that came between , — wMt shall 
‘ I say was the meaning of thee at all ? — 

‘ Villette-de-Retaux I Have the catchpoles trepanned thee, by 
‘ sham of battle, in thy Tavern, from the sacred Republican soil ? 
•^It is thou that wert the hired Foi'ger of Handwritings? Tlioii 
^ wilt confess it ? Depart, unwhipt yet accursed. — Ha ! The dread 

* Symbol of our Faith ? Swings aloft, on the Castle of St, Angelo, 
^a Pendulous Mass, which I think I discern to be the body of 
' Villette 1 There let him end ; the sweet morsel of our Juggernaut. 

' Nay, weep not thou, disconsolate Oliva ; blear not thy briglit 
‘blue eyes, daughter of the shady Garden I Thee shall the San- 
‘ hedrim not harm : this Cloaca of Nature emits thee ; as notablest 
‘of unfortunate-females, thou shalt have choice of husbands not 
‘without capital; and accept one.^ Know this; for the vision of it 
‘is true. 

‘But the Anointed Majesty whom ye profaned ? Blow, spirit of 
‘ Egyptian Masonry, blow aside the thick curtains of Space I Lo 
‘you, her eyes are red with their first tears of pure bitterness; not 
‘with their last., Tirewoman Campan is choosing, from the Print- 
‘ shops of the Quais, the reputed-best among the hundred likenesses 
‘of Circe de Lamotte:^ a Queen shall consider if the basest of 
‘ women ever, by any accident, darkened daylight or candle-light 
‘for the highest. The Portrait answers: Never!' — (Sensation in 
the audience.) 

‘ — Ha ! What is this ? Angels, Uriel, Anachiel, and ye other 

^ See Georgel, and Yillette’s Memoirs. 

^ In the Affaire du Collier is this Ms. Note : ‘Gay d’Oliva, a common-girl of 

* the Palais-Royal, who was chosen to play a part in this Business, got married, 

‘ some years afterwards, to one Beansire, an Ex-Noble, formerly attached to the 
‘ D Artois Household. In 1790 he was Captain of the National Guard Company 
‘ of the Temple. He then retired to Choisy, and managed to be named Pro- 
‘ cureur of that Commune ; he finally employed himself in drawing-up Lists of 
‘ Proscription in the Luxembourg Prison, when he played the part of informer 
‘ (mouton). See Tableau des Prismis de Paris sous Robespierre.^ These details 
are correct. In the Mdmoires sur les Prisons (new Title of the Book just referred 
to), ii. 171, we find this : ‘The second Denouncer was Beausxre, an Ex-Noble, 
‘known under the old government for his intrigues. To give an idea of him, 

‘ it is enough to say that he married the D’Oliva,’ (&c., as in the Ms. Note already 
given. Finally is added : ‘ He was the main spy of Boyenval ; who, however, 

‘ said that he made use of him ; but that Fouquier-Tinville did not like him, 

and would have him guillotined in good time/ 

® See Oampm, 
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"five; Pentagon of Eejuvenescenco ; Power that destroyedest 
‘ Original Sin ; Earth, Heaven, and thou Outer Limbo which men 
‘name Helll Does the Empire of Imposture waver? Burst 
‘there, in starry sheen, updarting, Light-rays from out its dark 
‘ foundations ; as it rocks and heaves, not in travail-throes, but in 
‘death-throes? Yea, Light-rays, piercing, clear, that salute the 
‘ Heavens, — ^lo, they hindle it ; their starry clearness becomes as red 
‘ Hell-fire ! Imposture is in flames, Imposture is burnt up : one 
‘ Red-sea of Fire, wild-billowing enwraps the World ; with its fire- 
‘ tongue licks at the very Stars. Thrones are hurled into it, and 
‘Dubois Mitres, and Prebendal Stalls that drop fatness, and — hal 
‘what see I? — all the Gigs of Creation: all, all! Woe is me! 
‘ Never since Pharaoh's Chariots, in the Red-sea of water, was there 
‘ wreck of Wheel- vehicles like this in the sea of Fire. Desolate, as 
‘ ashes, as gases, shall they wander in the wind. 

‘Higher, higher yet flames the Fire-Sea; crackling with new 
‘ dislocated timber ; hissing with leather and prunella. The metal 
‘Images are molten; the marble Images become mortar-lime; the 
* stone Mountains sulkily explode. Respectability, with all her 
‘ collected Gigs inflamed for funeral pyre, wailing, leaves the Earth : 
‘not to return save under new Avatar. Imposture, how it burns, 
‘ through generations ; how it is burnt up — for a time. The World 
‘is black ashes; which, ah, when will they grow green? The 
‘ Images all run into amorphous Corinthian bi'ass ; all Dwellings of 
‘ men destroyed ; the very mountains peeled and riven, the valleys 
‘ black and dead : it is an empty World ! Woe to them that shall 

‘ be born then I A King, a Queen (ah me !) were hurled in ; did 

‘ rustle once ; flew aloft, crackling, like paper-scroll, Oliva s Hus- 
‘ band was hurled in ; Iscariot Egalit4 ; thou grim De Launay, with 
‘ thy grim Bastille ; whole kindreds and peoples ; five millions of 
‘ mutually destroying Men. For it is the End of the Dominion of 
‘ Imposture (which is Darkness and opaque Firedamp) ; and the 
‘ burning-up, with unquenchable fire, of all the Gigs that are in the 
‘ Earth 1 ' — Here the Prophet paused, fetching a deep sigh ; and the 
Cardinal uttered a kind of faint, tremulous Hem ! 

‘ Mourn not, 0 Monseigneur, spite of thy nephritic colic and 
‘ many infirmities. For thee mercifully it was not unto death.^ 0 

, 7 Rohan was elected of the Constituent Assembly ; and even got a compli- 
ment or two in it, as Court-victim, from here and there a man of weak judg- 
ment. He was one of the first who, recalcitrating against ‘ Civil Constitution of 
the Clergy ’ <Scc., took himself across the Rhine. 
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" llonseignexir (for thou hadst a touch of goodness), who w^ould not 
^ weep over thee, if he also laughed 1 Behold 1 The not too judicious 
^ Historian, that long years hence, amid remotest wildernesses, writes 
*thy Life, and names thee M%icl-wlccmo ; even he shall reflect that 
^iiwas thy Life this same; thy chance through whole Eter- 
'nity; which thou (poor gambler) hast expended so: and, even over 
"his hard heart, a breath of dewy pity for thee shall blow. — 0 
"Monseigneur, thou wert not all ignoble: thy Mud-volcano xvaS 
"but strength dislocated, fire misapplied. Thou wentest ravening 
"through the world; no Life-elixir or Stone of the Wise could 
"two (for w^ant of funds) discover: a foulest Circe undertook to 
" fatten thee ; and thou hadst to fill thy belly ■with the east wind. 
"And hurst? By the Masonry of Enoch, No I Behold, has not thy 
"Jesuit Familiar his Scouts dim-flying over the deep of human 
"things? Cleared art thou of crime, save that of fixed-idea; 
" weepest, a repentant exile, in the Mountains of Auvergne. Neither 
"shall the Red Fire-sea itself consume thee; only consume thy 
"Gig, and, instead of Gig (0 rich exchange!), restore thy Self. 
" Safe beyond the Rhine-stream, thou livest peaceful days ; savest 
"many from the fire, and anoiutest their smarting burns. Sleep 
" finally, in thy mother’s bosom, in a good old age !’ — The Cardinal 
gave a sort of guttural murmur, or gurgle, which ended in a 
long sigh. 

" 0 Horrors, as ye shall he called, again burst forth the Quack, 
" why have ye missed the Sieur de Larnotte ; why not of him, too, 
" made gallows-carrion ? Will spear, or swordstick, thrust at him 
" (or supposed to he thrust), through -window of hackney-coach, in 
"Piccadilly of the Babylon of Fog, where he jolts disconsolate, not 
" let out the imprisoned animal existence ? Is he poisoned, too ? ^ 

" Poison will not kill the Sieur Larnotte ; nor steel, nor massacres.^ 

® See Lamotte’s Narrative {Menwires Jmtifleatifs), 

® Larnotte, after his wife’s death, had returned to Paris ; and been arrested, 
— noi for building churches. The Sentence of the old Parlement against him, 
in regard to the Necklace Business, he gets annulled by the new Courts ; but 
is nevertheless "retained in conlinemeiit' {Moniteur Newspaper, 7tli August 
1792). He was still in Prison at the time the September Massacre broke out 
From Maton de la Varenne we cite the following grim passage : Maton is hi 
La Force Prison. 

" At one in the morning ’ (of Monday, 3 Sept 1792), writes Maton, " the grate 
"that led to our quarter was again opened. Four men in uniform, holding each 
" a naked sabre and blazing torch, mounted to our corridor ; a turnkey showing 
" the way ; and entered a room close on ours, to investigate a box, which they 
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^ Let liim drag liis utterly superfluous life to a second and a tliird 
' generation ; and even admit the not too judicious Historian to see 
" ills face before he die. 

‘But, lia!’ cried he, and stood wide-staring, horror-struck, as if 
some Cribhs fist had knocked the wind out of him: '0 horror of 
‘horrors! Is it not Myself I see? Koman Inquisition ! Long 
' months of cruel baiting I Life, of Gmsei02)6Mdsamo ! Cagliostro’s 
‘ Body still lying in St. Leo Castle, his Self fled — k^iUIut? By- 
‘standers wag their heads, and say: ''The Brow of Brass, behold 
‘how it has got all unlacquered; these Pinchbeck lips can lie 
‘ no more I ” Eheii I Oboo I '—And he burst into unstanchable 
blubbering of tears ; and sobbing out the moanfulest broken 
howl, sank down in swoon ; to be put to bed by Be Launay and 
others. 

Thus spoke (or thus might have spoken), and prophesied, the 
Arch-Quack Cagliostro : and truly much better than he ever else 
did: for not a jot or tittle of it (save only that of our promised 
Interview with Nestor de Lamotte, which looks unlikelier than 
ever, for we have not heard of him, dead or living, since 1826 ) — 
but has turned out to be literally true. As indeed, in all this 
History, one jot or tittle of untruth, that we could render true, is 
perhaps not discoverable ; much as the distrustful reader may have 
disbelieved. 

Here, then, our little labour ends. The Necklace was, and is no 
more: the stones of it again ‘circulate in Commerce,' some of 
them perhaps in Bundle's at this hour; and may give rise to what 
other Histories we know not. The Conquerors of it, every one 

‘ broke open. This done, they halted in the gallery ; and began interrogating 
‘ one Cuissa, to know where Lamotte was ; who, they said, under pretext of 
‘ finding a treasure, which they should share in, had swindled one of them out 
‘of 300 livres, having asked him to dinner for that purpose. The wretched 
^ Ciiissa, whom they had in their power, and who lost his life that night, 
‘answered, all trembling, that he remembered the fact well, but could not say 
‘ what had become of the prisoner. Eesolute to f nd this Lamotte and confront 
‘ him with Cnissa, they ascended into other rooms, and made farther rummag- 
‘ ing there ; but a^Dparently without effect, for I heard them say to one another : 

‘ “ Come, search among the corpses, then ; for, mm de JDieit ! we must know 
<what is become of him.”’ {Ma B^umction, par Maton de la Yarenne ; 
reprinted in the Histoire Farlementaire, xviii, 142.)— Lamotte lay in the 
Bicetre Prison ; but had got out, precisely in the nick of time,— and dived 
beyond soundings. 
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that trafficked in it, have they not all had their due, which was 
Death? 

This little Business, like a little cloud, bodied itself forth in 
skies clear to the unobservant: but with such hues of deep-tinted 
villany, dissoluteness and general delirium as, to the observant, 
betokened it electric; and wise men, a Goethe for example, boded 
Earthquakes, Has not the Earthquake come ? 
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[1837.] 

A PBOYERB says, ^ The house that is a-building looks not as the 
house that is built/ Environed with rubbish and mortar-heaps, 
with scafFold-poles, hodmen, dust-clouds, some rudiments only of 
the thing that is to be, can, to the most observant, disclose them- 
selves through the mean tumult of the thing that hitherto is. 
How true is this same with regard to all works and facts whatso- 
ever in our world ; emphatically true in regard to the highest fact 
and work which our world witnesses, — the Life of what we call an 
Original Man. Such a man is one not made altogether by the 
common pattern; one whose phases and goings-forth cannot be 
prophesied of, even approximately ; though, indeed, by their very 
newness and strangeness they most of all provoke prophecy. A 
man of this kind, while he lives on earth, is ‘ unfolding himself out 
of nothing into something,' surely under very complex conditions : 
he is drawing continually towards him, in continual succession and 
variation, the materials of his structure, nay his very plan of it, 
from the whole realm of Accident, you may say, and from the 
whole realm of Freewill : he is hwilding his life together in this 
manner ; a guess and a problem as yet, not to others only, but to 
himself. Hence such criticism by the bystanders ; loud no-know- 
ledge, loud mis-knowledge ! It is like the opening of the Fisher- 
man's Casket in the Arabian Tale, this beginning and growing-iip 
of a life : vague smoke wavering hither and thither ; some features 

1 Loxdox and Westminster Review, No. 8.— UemoM'es hiogra2:^hique$y 
litteraircs et jgolitiqiies de Mimheau; dcrits par lui~meme, par son Fcre^ son 
Onde et son Fils Adoptif (Memoir;?, biographical, literary and political, of 
Mirabeaii ; written by himself, by his Father, his Uncle and his Adopted Son), 
8 vols. 8vo. Paris, 1834-30. 
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of a Genie looming through ; of the ultimate shape of which no 
fisherman or man can judge. And yet, as we say, men do judge, 
and pass provisional sentence, being forced to it ; you can predict 
with what accuracy ! ‘ Look at the audience, in a theatre/ says 

one: 'the life of a man is there compressed within five-hours 
' duration ; is transacted on an open stage, with lighted lamps, and 
'what the fittest words and art of genius can do to make the spirit 
' of it clear yet listen, when the curtain falls, what a discerning 
'public will say of that!' And now, if the drama extended over 
threescore and ten years ; and were enacted, not with a view to 
clearness, but rather indeed with a view to concealment, often in 
the deepest attainable involution of obscurity ; and your discern- 
ing public, occupied otherwise, cast its eye on the business now 
here for a moment, and then there for a moment ? Woe to him, 
answer we, who has no court of appeal against the world’s judg- 
ment! He is a doomed man: doomed by conviction to hard 
penalties ; nay purchasing acquittal (too probably) by a still harder 
penalty, that of being a triviality, superficiality, self-advertiser,'"" 
and partial or total quack, which is the hardest penalty of all. 

But suppose farther, that the man,* as we said, was an original 
man ; that his life-drama would not and could not be measured by 
the three unities alone, but partly by a rule of its own too : still 
farther, that the transactions he had mingled in were great and 
world-dividing ; that of all his judges there were not one who had 
not something to love him for unduly, to hate him for unduly ! 
Alas, is it not precisely in this case, where the whole world is 
promptest to judge, that the whole world is likeliest to be wrong ; 
natural opacity being so doubly and trebly darkened by accidental 
difficulty and perversion ? The crabbed moralist had some show 
of reason who said : To judge of an original contempoi'ary man, 
you must, in general, reverse the world's judgment about him ; the 
world is not only wrong on that matter, but cannot on any such 
matter be right. 

One comfort is, that the world is ever working itself righter and 
righter on such matters ; that a continual revisal and rectification 
of the world’s first judgment on them is inevitably going on. For, 
after all, the world loves its original men, and can in nowise forget 
them ; not till after a long while ; sometimes not till after thou- 
sands of years. Forgetting them^ what, indeed, should it remember ? 
The world's wealth is its original then ; by these and their works 
it is a world and not a waste : the memory and record of what 
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MEiSr it bore — this is the sum of its strength, its sacred 'property 
forever,' whereby it upholds itself, and steers forward, better or 
worse, through the yet undiscovered deep of Time. All knowledge, 
all art, all beautiful or precious possession of existence, is, in the 
longrun, this, or connected with this. Science itself, is it not 
under one of its most interesting aspects, Biography; is it not 
the Record of the Work which an original man, still named by 
us, or not now named, was blessed by the heavens to do ? That 
Sphere -and-cylinder is the monument and abbreviated history of 
the man Archimedes;* not to be forgotten, probably, till the world 
itself vanish. Of Poets, and what they have done, and how the 
world loves them, let us, in these days, very singular in respect 
of that Art, say nothing, or next to nothing. The greatest modern 
of the poetic guild has already said: 'Nay, if thou wilt have it, 
'who but the poet first formed gods for us, brought them down to 
' us, raised us up to them ? ' 

Another remark, on a lower scale, not unworthy of notice, is by 
d'ean Paul : that ‘as in art, so in conduct, or what we call morals, 
‘before there can be an Aristotle with his critical canons, there 
' must be a Homer, many Homers with their heroic performances.' 
In plainer words, the original man is the true creator (or call him 
revealer) of Morals too : it is from his example that precepts enough 
are derived, and written down in books and systems : he properly 
is the thing ; all that follows after is but talk about the thing, 
better or worse interpretation of it, more or less wearisome and 
ineflfectual discourse of logic on it. A remark this of Jean Paul’s 
which, well meditated, may seem one of the most pregnant lately 
written on these matters. If any man had the ambition of building 
a new system of morals (not a promising enterprise, at this time of 
day), there is no remark known to us which might better serve him 
as a chief corner-stone, whereon to found, and to build, high 
enough, nothing doubting; — high, for instance as the Christian 
Gospel itself. And to whatever other heights man's destiny may 
yet carry him 1 Consider whether it was not, from the first, by 
example, or say rather by human exemplars, and such reverent 
imitation or abhorrent aversion and avoidance as these gave rise to, 
that man's duties were made indubitable to him ? Also, if it is 
not yet, in these last days, by very much the same means (example, 
precept, prohibition, 'force of public opinion,' and other forcings 
and inducings), that the like result is brought about ; and, from 
the Woolsack down to the Treadmill, from Almack's to Chalk 
Miso. m, ■ G 
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Farm and the west-end of Newgate, the incongruous whirlpool of 
life is forced and induced to whirl with some attempt at regularity? 
The two Mosaic Tables were of simple limited stone; no logic 
appended to them : we, in our days, are privileged with Logic, — 
Systems of Morals, Professors of Moral Philosophy, Theories of 
Moral Sentiment, Utilities, Symphathies, Moral Senses not a few ; 
useful for those that feel comfort in them. But to the observant 
eye, is it not still plain that the rale of mans life rests not very 
steadily on logic (rather carries logic unsteadily resting on it, as an 
excuse, an exposition, or ornamental solacement to oneself and 
others) ; that ever, as of old, the thing a man will do is the thing he 
feels commanded to do : of which command, again, the origin and 
reasonableness remains often as good as ^demonstrable by logic ; 
and, indeed, lies mainly in this, That it has been demonstrated 
otherwise and better ; by experiment, namely ; that an experimental 
(what we name original) man has already done it, and we have seen 
it to be good and reasonable, and now know it to be so once and 
forevermore? — Enough of this. 

He were a sanguine individual surely that should turn to the 
French Revolution for new rules of conduct, and creators or ex- 
emplars of morality, — except, indeed, exemplars of the gibbeted 
in-terroTem sort. A greater work, it is often said, was never done 
in the world's history by men so small. Twenty-five millions (say 
these severe critics) are hurled forth out of all thejr* old habitudes, 
arrangements, harnessings and garnitures, into the new, quite void 
arena and career of Sansmlottism ; there to show what originality is 
in them. F anfaronading and gesticulation, vehemence, eftervescence, 
heroic desperation, they do show in abundance ; but of what one 
can call originality, invention, natural stuff or character, amazingly 
little. Their heroic desperation, such as it was, we will honour and 
even venerate, as a new document (call it rather a renewal of that 
primeval ineffaceable document and charter) of the manhood of 
man. But, for the rest, there were Federations; there were Festi- 
vals of Fraternity, ' the Statue of Nature pouring water from her 
two mammelles' and the august Deputies all drinking of it from 
the same iron saucer; Weights and Measures were attempted to 
be changed ; the Months of the Year became Pluviose, Thermidor, 
Messidor (till Napoleon said, II fa%dm se d^hmTosser de ce Messidor, 
One must get this Messidor sent about its business) : also Mrs. 
Momoro and others rode prosperous, as Goddesses of Reason ; and 
then, these being mostly guillotined, Mahomet Robespierre did, 
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with bouquet in hand, and in new black breeches, in front of the 
Tuileries, pronounce the scraggiest of prophetic discourses on the 
Eire Supreme, and set fire to naiich emblematic pasteboard : — all 
this, and an immensity of such, the Twenty-five inillions did devise 
and accomplish; but (apart from their heroic desperation, which 
was no miracle either, beside that of the old Dutch, for instance) 
this, and the like of this, was almost all. Their arena of ScmsmUot- 
tism was the most original arena opened to man for above a thou- 
sand years ; and they, at bottom, were unexpectedly commonplace 
in it. 

Exaggerated commonplace, triviality run distracted, and a kind 
of universal 'Frenzy of John Dennis,’ is the figure they exhibit. 
The brave Forster, — sinking slowly of broken heart, in the midst 
of that volcanic chaos of the Reign of Terror, and clinging still to 
the cause, which, though now bloody and terrible, he believed to be 
the highest, and for which he had sacrificed all, country, kindred, 
fortune, friends and life, — ^^compares the Revolution, indeed, to ' an 
exj)losion and new creation of the world ; ’ but the actors in it, who 
went buzzing about him, to a ' hcmdvoll mllckm, handful of flies.’ ^ 
And yet, one may add, this same explosion of a world was their 
'work ; the work of these— flies ? The truth is, neither Forster nor 
any man can see a French Revolution ; it is like seeing the ocean : 
poor Charles Lamb complained that he could not see the multitu- 
dinous ocean at all, but only some insignificant fraction of it from 
the deck of the Margate hoy. It must be owned, however (urge 
these severe critics), that examples of rabid triviality do abound in 
the French Revolution, to a lamentable extent. Consider Maximilien 
Robespierre ; for the greater part of two years, what one may call 
Autocrat of France. A poor sea-green (verdatre) atrahiliar Formula 
of a man ; without head, without heart, or any grace, gift, or even 
vice beyond common, if it were not vanity, astucity, diseased rigour 
(which some count strength) as of a cramp : really a most poor 
sea-green individual in spectacles ; meant by Nature for a Methodist 
parson of the stricter sort, to doom men who departed from the 
written confession ; to chop fruitless shrill logic ; to contend, and 
suspect, and ineffectually wi'estle and wriggle ; and, on the whole, 
to love, or to know, or to be (properly speaking) Nothing -.-—this 
was he who, the sport of wracking winds, saw himself whirled aloft 
to command la premUre natimi de Vunivers^ and all men shouting 
long life to him: one of the most lamentable, tragic, sea-green 
2 Forster’s Brief e und Nachlass. 
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objects ever whirled aloft in that manner, in any country, to bis 
own swift destruction, and the world's long wonder 1 

So argue these severe critics of the French Revolution : with whom 
w^e argue not here ; but remark rather, what is more to the jDurpose, 
that the French Revolution did disclose original men : among the 
twenty-five millions, at least one or two units. Some reckon, in 
the present stage of the business, as many as three: Napoleon, 
Danton, Miraheau. Whether more will come to light, or of what 
sort, when the computation is quite liquidated, one cannot say: 
meanwhile let the world be thankful for these three; — as, indeed, 
the world is ; loving original men, without limit, were they never 
so questionable, well knowing how rare they are 1 To ixs, accord- 
ingly, it is rather interesting to observe how on these three also, 
questionable as they surely are, the old process is repeating itself ; 
how these also are getting known in their true likeness. A second 
generation, relieved in some measure from the spectral hallucina- 
tions, hysterical ophthalmia and natural panic-delirium of the first 
contemporary one, is gradually coming to discern and measure^ 
what its predecessor could only execrate and shriek over : for, as 
our Proverb said, the dust is sinking, the rubbish-heaps disappear; 
the built house, such as it is, and was appointed to be, stands 
visible, better or worse. 

Of Napoleon Bonaparte, what with so many bulletins, and such 
self-proclamation from artillery and battle-thunder, loud enough 
to ring through the deafest brain, in the remotest nook of this 
earth, and now, in consequence, with so many biographies, histories 
and historical arguments for and against, it may be said that he 
can now shift for himself; that his true figure is in a fair way of 
being ascertained. Doubtless it will be found one day what 
significance was in him; how (we quote from a New-England 
Book) ‘ the man was a divine missionary, though unconscious of 
* it ; and preached, through the cannon's throat, that great doctrine, 

‘ '' La carriere oiixerte aim talens, The tools to him that can handle 
^them,'' which is our ultimate Political Evangel, wherein alone 
'can Liberty lie. Madly enough he preached, it is true, as 
'enthusiasts and first missionaries are wont; with imperfect utter- 
' ance, amid much frothy rant ; yet as articulately perhaps as the 
' case admitted. Or call him, if you will, an American backwoods- 
' man, who had to fell unpenetrated forests, and battle with in- 
' numerable wolves, and did not entirely forbear strong liquor, 

' rioting and even theft ; whom, nevertheless, the peaceful sower 
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Svill follow, and, as lie cuts the boundless harvest, bless/ — From 
Hhe incarnate Moloch,’ which the word once was, onwards to this 
quiet version, there is a considerable progress. 

Still more interesting is it, not without a touch almost of pathos, 
to see how the rugged Term Films Danton begins likewise to 
emerge, from amid the blood-tinted obscurations and shadows of 
horrid cruelty, into calm light ; and seems now not an Anthro- 
po|)hagus, but partly a man. On the whole, the Earth feels it to 
be something to have a ' Son of Earth ; ’ any reality, rather than a 
hypocrisy and formula 1 With a man that went honestly to work 
with himself, and said and acted, in any sense, with the whole 
mind of him, there is always something to he done. Satan him- 
self, according to Dante, was a praiseworthy object, compared with 
jusU-milim angels (so over-numerous in times like ours) who 
' were neither faithful nor rebellious,’ but were for their little selves 
only : trimmers, moderates, plausible persons, who, in the Dantean 
Hell, are found doomed to this frightful penalty, that ' they have 
not the hope to die {non hem speranza di morte) '/ but sunk in 
torpid death-life, in mud and the plague of flies, they are to doze 
and dree forever, — ' hateful to God and to the Enemies of God : ’ 

^ Non ragionam di lor, ma guar da egxissaF 

If Bonaparte were the ' armed Soldier of Democracy,’ invincible 
while he continued true to that, then let us call this Danton the 
Enfant Perdu, and -zmenlisted Revolter and Titan of Democracy, 
which could not yet have soldiers or discipline, but was by the 
nature of it lawless. An Earth-born, we say, yet honestly horn of 
Earth ! In the Memoirs of Garat, and elsewhere, one sees these 
fire-eyes beam with earnest insight, fill with the water of tears ; 
the broad rude features speak wdthal of wild human sympathies; 
that Antmus’ bosom also held a heart. ^'It is not the alarm- 
cannon that you hear,” cries he to the terror-struck, when the 
Prussians were already at Verdun : ^"it is the pas de charge against 
our enemies.” Ee taudace-, ct encore de Va%iclaee, et tong ours de 
Vdudacc, To dare, and again to dare, and without limit to dare ! ” — 
there is nothing left but that. Poor ‘ Miraheau of the Sansculottes,’ 
what a mission ! And it could not be but done, — and it was done I 

But, indeed, may there not be, if well considered, more virtue in 
this feeling itself, once bursting earnest from the wild heart, than 
in -whole lives of immaculate Pharisees and Respectabilities, 
with their eye set on ‘character,’ and the letter of the 
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law : Qug mon nom soit fiitri, Let my name be bliglitecl, tlien ; 
let tlie Cause be glorious, and have victory T' By and by, as we 
predict, the Friend of Humanity, since so many Knife-grinders 
have no story to tell him, will find some sort of story in this 
Danton. A rough-hewn giant of a man, not anthropophagous 
entirely; whose ‘figures of speech/ and also of action, ‘are all 
oiffantic ; ' whose ‘ voice reverberates from the domes,’ and dashes 
Brunswick across the marches in a very wrecked condition. Always 
his total freedom from cant is one thing; even in his briberies, 
and sins as to money, there is a frankness, a kind of broad great- 
ness. Sincerity, a great rude sincerity of insight and of purpose, 
dwelt ill the man, which quality is the root of all: ai man wdio 
could see through many things, and would stop at very few things ; 
who marched and fought impetuously forward, in the question- 
ablest element ; and now bears the penalty, in a name 'blighted,’ 
yet, as we say, visibly clearing itself. Once cleared, why should 
not this name too have significance for men? The wild history 
is a tragedy, as all human histories are. Brawny Dantons, still tf 
the present hour, rend the glebe, as simple brawuiy Farmers, and 
reap peaceable harvests, at Arcis-sur-Aube ; and iliis Danton — 1 
It is an ^im-hymed tragedy; very bloody, fuliginous (after the 
manner of the elder dramatists) ; yet full of tragic elements ; not 
undeserving natural pity and fear. In quiet times, perhaps still 
at a great distance, the happier onlooker may stretch out the hand, 
across dim centuries, to him, and say : “ Ill-starred brother, how 
thou foughtest with wild lion-strength, and yet not with sti'ength 
mongli, and flamed st aloft, and wert trodden down of sin and 
misery; — behold, thou also wert a man!” It is said there lies 
a Biography of Danton written, in Paris, at this moment : but tlie 
editor waits till the ‘ force of public opinion ’ ebb a little. Let 
him publish, with utmost convenient despatch, and say what he 
knows, if he do know it : the lives of remarkable men are always 
worth understanding instead of misunderstanding; and public 
opinion must positively adjust itself the best way it can. 

But without doubt the far most interesting, best-gifted of this 
questionable trio is not the Mirabeau of the Sansciilotte£ 5 , but the 
Mirabeau himself: a man of much finer nature than either of the 
others; of a genius equal in strength, we will say, to Napoleon’s; 
hut a much humaner genius, almost a poetic one. With tvider 
sympathies of his own, ho appeals far more persuasively to the 
sympathies of men. 
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Of him too it is interesting to notice the progressive dawning, 
out of calumny, misrepresentation and confused darkness, into 
visibility and light; and how the world manifests its continued 
curiosity about him; and as book after book comes forth with new 
evidence, the matter is again taken up, the old judgment on it 
revised and anew revised ; whereby, in fine^ we can hope the right, 
or approximately right, sentence will be found; and so the ques- 
tion be left settled. It would seem this Mirabeau also is one 
whose memory the world will not, for a long while, let die. Very 
different from many a high memory, dead and deep-buried long 
since then! In his lifetime, even in the final effulgent part of 
it, this Mirabeau took upon him to write, with a sort of awe- 
struck feeling, to our Mr. Wilberforce ; and did not, that we can 
find, get the benefit of any answer. Pitt was prime minister, and 
then Fox, then again Pitt, and again Fox, in sweet vicissitude; 
and the noise of them, reverberating through Brookes s and the 
club-rooms, through tavern-dinners, electioneering hustings, leading- 
s' -articles, filled ail the earth; and it seemed as if those two (though 
which might be ivliich, you could not say) were the Ormuzd and 
Ahriman of political Nature ;. — and now ! 

Such difference is there, once more, between an original man, 
of never such questionable sort, and the most dexterous, cunningly- 
devised parliamentary mill. The difference is great; and one of 
those on which the future time makes largest contrast with the 
present. Nothing can be more important than the mill while it 
continues and grinds; important, above all, to those who have 
sacks about the hopper. But the grinding once done, how can the 
memory of it endure ? It is important now to no individual, not 
even to the individual with a sack. So that, this tumult well 
over, the memory of the original man, and of what small revelation 
he, as Son of Nature and brother-man, could make, does naturally 
rise on us : his memorable sayings, actings and sufferings, the very 
vices and crimes he fell into, are a kind of pabulum which all 
mortals claim their right to. 

Concerning Feuchctj Glicmssctrd^ Gmmoiirt, and, indeed, all the 
former Biographers of Mirabeau, there can little be said here, 
except that they abound with errors: the present ultimate 
Adoptif has never done picking faults with .them. Not as memorials 
of Mirabeau, but as memorials of the world's relation to him, of 
the world’s treatment of him, they may, a little longer, have some 
perceptible significance, . From poox' Peuchet (he was known in 
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the MoniUur once), and other the like labourers in the TinejarJ, 
you can justly demand thus much; and not justly much more. 

Etienne Dumont’s Sotcvenirs sur Mimlmu might not, at first 
sight, seem an advance towards true knowledge, but a movement 
the other way, and yet it was I’eally an advance. The book, for 
one thing, was hailed by a universal choral blast from all manner 
of reviews and periodical literatures that Europe, in all its speliabie 
dialects, had : whereby, at least, the minds of men were again 
drawn to the subject; and so, amid whatever hallucination, ancient 
or new-devised, some increase of insight was unavoidable. Besides, 
the book itself did somewhat. Numerous specialties about the 
great Frenchman, as read by the eyes of the little Genevese, were 
conveyed there; and could be deciphered, making allowances. 
Dumont is faithful, veridical ; within his own limits he has even 
a certain freedom, a picturesqueness and light clearness. It is 
true, the whim he had of looking at the great Mirabeau as a thing 
set in motion mainly by him (M. Dumont) and such as he, "was 
one of the most wonderful to be met with in psych 4 ;)logy. Nay, 
more wonderful still, how the reviewers, pretty generally, . some 
from whom better was expected, took up the same with aggrava- 
tions; and it seemed settled on all sides, that here again a 
pretender had been stripped, and the great made as little as the 
rest of us (much to our comfort); that, in fact, figuratively 
speaking, this enormous Mirabeau, the sound of whom went forth 
to all lands, was no other than an enormous trumpet, or coach- 
horn, of japanned tin, through which a dexterous little M. Dumont 
was blowing all the while, and making the noise ! Some men and 
reviewers have strange theories of man. Let any son of Adam, 
the shallowest now living, try honestly to scheme out, within liis 
head, an existence of this kind ; and say how veri-similar it looks 1 
A life and business actually conducted on such coach-horn prin- 
ciple, — we say not the life and business of a statesman and world- 
leader, but say of the poorest laceman and tape-seller, — ^were one 
of the chief miracles hitherto on record. 0, M. Dumont I But 
thus too, when old Sir Christopher struck down the last stone in 
the Dome of St. Paul’s, was it he that carried up the stone ? No; 
it was a certain strong-backed man, never mentioned (covered 
with envious or unenvious oblivion), — ^probably of the Sister Island. 

Let us add, however, more plainly, that M. Dumont was less to 
blame here than his reviewers were. The good Dumont accurately 
records what ingenious journey-work and fetcbing-and-carrying he 
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did for liis Mirabeau ; interspersing many an anecdote, whicli tbe 
world is veiy glad of; extenuating nothing, we do hope, nor ex- 
aggerating anything : this is what he did, and had a clear right and 
call to do. And what if it failed, not altogether, yet in some 
measure if it did fail, to strike him, that he still properly was but a 
Dumont ? Nay, that the gift this Mirabeau had of enlisting such 
respectable Dumonts to do hodwork and even skilful handiwork for 
him ; and of ruling them and bidding them by the look of his eye ; 
and of making them cheerfully fetch-and -carry for him, and serve 
him as loyal subjects, with a kind of chivalry and willingness, — 
that this gift was precisely the kinghood of the man, and did itself 
stamp him as a leader among men 1 Let no man blame M. Dumont 
(as some have too harshly done); his error is of oversight, and 
venial; his worth to us is indisputable. On the other hand, let all 
men blame such public instructors and periodical individuals as 
drew that inference and life-theory for him, and brayed it forth in 
that loud manner; or rather, on the wLole, do not blame, but 
pardon, and pass by on the other side. Such things are an ordained 
trial of public patience, which perhaps is the better for discipline; 
and seldom, or rather never, do any lasting, injury. 

Close following on Dumont’s ReminiBcmces came this Biography 
by M. Lucas Montigny, ^Adopted Son;^ the first volume in 1834 
the rest at short intervals; and lies complete now in Eight con- 
siderable Volumes octavo : concerning which we are now to speak, 
— unhappily, in the disparaging sense. In fact it is impossible for 
any man to say unmixed good of M. Lucas’s work. That he, as 
Adopted Son, has lent himself so resolutely to the washing of his 
hero white, and even to the white-washing of him where the natural 
colour was black, be this no blame to him ; or even, if you will, be 
it praise. If a man’s Adopted Son may not write the best book he 
can for him, then who may ? But the fatal circumstance is, that 
M. Lucas Montigny has not written a hook at all ; but has merely 
clipped and cut-out, and cast together the materials for a book, 
which other men are still wanted to write. On the whole, M. 
Montigny rather surprises one. For the reader probably knows, 
what all the world whispers to.itself, that when 'Mirabeau, in 1783, 
adopted this infant horn the year before,’ he had the best of all 
conceivable obligations to adopt him ; having, by his own act {non- 
notarial), summoned him to appear in this World. And now con- 
sider both what Shakspeare’s Edmund, what Poet Savage, and 
suclilike, have bragged ; and also that the Mirabeaus, from time 
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immemorial, had (like a certain British kindred known to ns) ^ pro- 
duced many a blackguard, but not one blockhead'! We almost 
discredit that statement, which all the world whispers to itself; or, 
if crediting it, pause over the ruins of families. The Haarlem canal 
is not flatter than M. Montigny’s genius. He wants the talent 
which seems born with all Frenchmen, that of presenting uhat 
knowledge he has in the most knowable form. One of the sulkiest 
men, too : doubtless a valuable man ; whom it were so pleasant for 
us to praise, if we could. May he be happy in a private station, 
and never write more ; — except for the Bureaux de Prefecture, with 
tolerably handsome official apj)ointments, which is far better ! 

His biographical work is a monstrous quarry, or mound of shot- 
rubbish, in eight strata, hiding valuable matter, -which he that 
seeks will find. Valuable, we say; for the Adojked Son having 
access, nay welcome and friendly entreaty, to family papers, to all 
manner of archives, secret records ; and working therein long years, 
with a filial unwearied ness, has made himself piously at home in 
all corners of the matter. He might, with the same spirit (as we ^ 
always iipbraidingly think), so easily have made us at home too 1 
But no : he brings to light things new and old ; now precious illus- 
trative private documents, now the poorest public heaps of mere 
pamphleteer and parliamentary matter, so attainable elsewhere, 
often so omissible were it not to be attained ; and jumbles and 
tumbles the whole together with such reckless clumsiness, -with such 
endless copiousness (having wagons enough), as gives the reader 
many a pang. The very pains bestowed on it are often perverse ; 
the whole is become so hard, heavy; unworkable, excejDt in tlie 
sweat of one's brow I Or call it a mine, — artificial-natural silver 
mine. Threads of beautiful silver ore lie scattered, wdiich you 
must dig for, and sift: suddenly, when your thread or vein is at 
the richest, it vanishes (as is the way with mines) in thick masses 
of agglomerate and pudding-stone, no man can guess whithei\ This 
is not as it should be ; and yet unfortunately it could be no other 
The long had book is so much easier to do than the brief good one ; 
and a poor bookseller has no way of measuring and paying but by 
the ell, cubic or superficial. The very weaver comes and says, not 

I have woven so many ells of stuff,” but “ so many ells of such 
stuff:" satin and Cashmere-shawl stuff, — or, if it be so, duffle and 
coal-sacking, and even cobweb stuff. 

Undoubtedly the Adopted Son's will was good. Ought we not 
to rejoice greatly in the possession of these same silver-veins; and 
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take them in the buried mineral state, or in any state ; too thank- 
ful to have them now indestructible, now that they are printed ? 
Let the world, we say, be thankful to M. Montigny, and yet know 
what it is they are thanking him for. No Life of Mirahemi is to 
be found in these Volumes, but the amplest materials for writing 
a Were the Eight Volumes well ^^r^ and smelted down 

into One Volume, such as might be made, that one were the 
volume ! Nay it seems an enterprise of such uses, and ^vithal so 
feasible, that some day it is as good as sure to be done, and again 
done, and finally well done. 

The present reviewer, restricted to a mere article, purposes, 
nevertheless, to sift and extract somewhat. He has bored (so to 
speak) and run mine-shafts through the book in various directions, 
and knows pretty well what is in it, though indeed not so well 
where to find the same, having unfortunately (as reviewers are 
wont) 'mislaid our paper of references'! Wherefore, if the best 
extracts be not presented, let not M. Lucas suffer. By one means 
and another, some sketch of Mirabeau's history; what befell him 
successively in this World, and what steps he successively took in 
consequence; and how he and it, working together, made the 
thing we call Mirabeau’s Life, — -may be brought out ; extremely 
imperfect, yet truer, one can hope, than the Biographical Diction- 
aries and ordinary voice of rumour give it. Whether, and if so, 
where and how, the current estimate of Mirabeau is to be rectified, 
fortified, or in any important point overset and expunged, will 
hereby come to light, almost of itself, as we proceed. Indeed, it is 
very singular, considering the emphatic judgments daily uttered, 
in print and speech, about this man, what Egyptian obscurity rests 
over the mere facts of his external history; the right knowledge of 
which, one would fancy, must be the preliminary of any judgment, 
however faint. But thus, as we always urge, are such judgments 
generally passed : vague ^IcbiseUa, decrees of the common people ; 
made up of innumerable loud empty ayes and loud empty noes ; 
which are without meaning, and have only sound and currency : 
]pleliscita needing so much revisal ! — To the work, however. 

One of the most valuable elements in these Eight chaotic 
Volumes of M. Montigny is the knowledge he communicates of 
Mirabeau’s father ; of his kindred and family, contemporary and 
anterior. The father, we in general knew, was Victor Eiquetti, 
Marquis de Mirabeau, called and calling himself the Friend of 
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Mm; a title, for tlie rest, which bodes him no good in these days 
of ours. Accordingly one heard it added with little surprise, that 
this Friend of Men was the enemy of almost every man he had to 
do with; beginning at his own hearth, ending at the utmost circle 
of his acquaintance; and only beyond that, feeling himself free to 
love men. "The old hypocrite !” cry many,— not we. Alas, it is 
so much easier to love men while they exist only on paper, or 
quite flexible and eo,mpliant in your imagination, than to love 
Jack and Kit who stand there in the body, hungry, untoward ; 
jostling you, barring you, with angular- elbows, with appetites’ 
irascibilities and a stupid will of their own ! There is no doubt 
but old Marquis Mnabeau found it extremely difficult to get on 
with his brethren of mankind; and proved a crabbed, sulphurous, 
choleric old gentleman many a sad time : nevertheless, there is 
much to be set right in that matter; and M. Lucas, if one can 
carefully follow him, has managed to do it. Had M. Lucas but 
seen good to print these private letters, family documents, and 
more of them (for he 'could make thirty octavo volumes’),’ in a- 
separate state ; in mere chronological order, with some small com- ' 
mentary of annotation; and to leave all the rest alone >— As it is 
one must search and sift. Happily the old Marquis himself, in 
periods of leisure, or forced leisure, whereof he had many drew up 
certain 'unpublished memoirs’ of his father and progenitors • out 
of which memoirs young Mirabeau also in forced leisure (still more 
forced, in the Castle of If !) redacted one Memoir, of a very read- 
able sort: by the light of this latter, so far as it will last, we walk 
with convenience. 


The Mirabeaus were Eiquettis by surname, which is a slio-ht 
corruption of the Italian Amghetti. They came from Florence- 
cast out of It in some Guelph-Ghibelline quarrel, such as were 
common there and then, in tlie year 1267 . Stormy times then 
as now ! The chronologist can remark that Bante Alighieri was a 
little boy, of some two years, that morning the Arrighettis bad to 
go, and men bad to say, “They are gone, these villains! Thev 
are gone, these martyrs!” the little boy listening with interest 
Let the boy become a man, and he too shall have to go ; and prove 
erne A dim and what a world this is; and have his poet 
nature not killed, for it would not kill, but darkened into Old- 
Hebrew sternness, and sent onwards to. Hades and Eternitv for a ■ 
home to Itself. As Dame Quickly said in the Dream-" Thos^ 
were rare times. Mr. Eigmarole I ’’-“ Pretty much like our owl ’’ 
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answered lie. — In this manner did the Arrighettis (doubtless in 
grim Longobardic ire) scale the Alps; and become Tramontane 
French Riquettis ; and produce,— among other things, the present 
Article in this Eeview. 

It was hinted above that these Eiquettis were a notable kindred ; 
as indeed there is great likelihood, if we knew it rightly, the 
kindred and fathers of most notable men are. The Vaucluse 
fountain, that gushes out as a river, may well have run some 
space underground in that character, before it found vent. Hay 
perhaps it is not always, or often, the intrinsically greatest of a 
family-line that becomes the noted one, but only the best-favoured 
of fortune. So rich here, as elsewhere, is Nature, the mighty 
Mother; and scatters from a single Oak-tree, as provender for 
pigs, what would plant the whole Planet into an oak-forest ! For 
truly, if there were not a mzcte force in her, where were she with 
the speaking and exhibiting one ? If under that frothy superficies 
of baggarts, babblers and high-sounding, richly- decorated person- 
ages, that strut and fret, and preach in all times Quavi ijarvd 
sapientid regatur, there lay not some substratum of silently heroic 
men; working as men; with man's energy, enduring and en- 
deavouring ; invincible, who whisper not even to themselves how 
energetic they are ? 

The Eiquetti family was, in some measure, defined already by 
analogy to that British one ; as a family totally exempt from 
blockheads, but a little liable to produce blackguards. It took 
root in Provence, and bore strong southern fruit there : a restless, 
stormy line of men ; with the wild blood running in them, and as 
if there had been a doom hung over them (' like the line of Atreus/ 
Mirabeau used to say); which really there was, the wild blood 
itself being doom enough. How long they had stormed in Florence 
and elsewhere, these Eiquettis, history knows not; but for the 
space of those five centuries, in Provence, they were never without 
a man to stand Eiquetti-like on the earth. Men sharp of speech, 
prompt of stroke ; men quick to discern, fierce to resolve ; head- 
long, headstrong, strong every way; who often found the civic 
race-course too strait for them, and kicked against the pricks; 
doing this thing or the other, which the world had to animadvert 
upon, in various dialects, and find ‘ clean against rule.' 

One Eiquetti (in performance of some vow at sea, as the tradition 
goes) chained two mountains together : ‘ the iron chain is still to 
‘ be seen at Moustier ; — it sketches from one mountain to the 
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' Other, and in the middle of it there is a large star with five rays : ’ 
the supposed date is 1390. Fancy the smiths at work on this 
business! The town of Moustier is in the Basses- Alpes of 
Provence : whether the Riquetti chain creaks there to this hour, 
and lazily swags in the winds, with its /star of five rays' in the 
centre, and offers an uncertain perch to the sparrow, we know not. 
Or perhaps it was cut down in the Eevolution time, when there 
rose such a hatred of noblesse, such a famine for iron ; and made 
into pikes ? The Adopted Son, so minute generally, ought to have 
mentioned, but does not. — That there was building of hospitals, 
endowing of convents, Cliartreux, Eecollets, down even to Jesuits ; 
still more, that there was hari-ying and fighting, needs not be 
mentioned: except only that all this went on with uncommon 
emphasis among the Riquettis. What quarrel could there be and 
a Riquetti not in it? They fought much : with an eye to profit, 
to redress of disprofit; probably too for the art's sake. 

What proved still more rational, they got footing in Marseilles 
as trading nobles (a kind of French Venice in those days), and 
took with great diligence to commerce. The family biographers 
are careful to say that it was in the Venetian style, however, and 
not ignoble. In which sense, indeed, one of their sharp-spoken 
ancestors, on a certain bishop's unceremoniously styling him ‘ Jean 
de Riquetti, Merchant of Marseilles,' made ready answer : I am, 
or was, merchant of police here " (first consul, an office for nobles 
only), “as my Lord Bishop is merchant of holy-water:" let his 
Reverence take that. At all events, the ready-spoken proved 
first-rate traders; acquired their hastide, or mansion (white, on 
one of those green hills behind Marseilles), endless warehouses * 
acquired the lands first of this, then of that ; the lands, Village, 
and Castle of Mirabeaii on the banks of the Durance; resiDectable 
Castle of Mirabeau, ' standing on its scarped rock, in the gorge of 
two valleys, swept by the north wind,' — very brown and melancholy- 
looking now 1 What is extremely advantageous, the old Marquis 
says, they had a singular talent for choosing wives; and always 
chose discreet valiant women ; whereby the lineage was the better 
kept up. One grandmother, whom the Marquis himself might all 
but remember, was wont to say, alluding to the degeneracy of the 
age: “You are men? You are but manikins [sias hoimiacliomts, 
“in Proven 5 al); we women in our time carried pistols 
“ girdles, and could use them too." Or fancy the Dame Mir/^ 
sailing stately towards the church-font; another dame strik^^ 
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to take precedence of her; the Dame Mirabeau despatching this 
latter with a box on the ear and these words: ‘"Here, as 

in the army, the baggage goes last!” Thus did the Eiquettis 
grow, and were strong; and did exploits in their narrow arena, 
waiting for a wider one. 

When it came to coiirtiership, and your field of preferment was 
the Versailles CEil-de-Boeuf, and a Grand Monarqiie walking en- 
circled with scarlet woinen and adulators there, the course of the 
Mirabeaus grew still more complicated. They had the career of 
arms open, better or worse : but that was not the only one, not the 
main one; gold apples seemed to rain on other careers, — on that 
career lead bullets mostly. Observe how a Bruno, Count de 
Mirabeau, comports himself : — like a rhinoceros yoked in carriage- 
gear; his fierce forest-horn set to dangle a plume of fleurs-clG-lis. 
‘ One day he had chased a Milg mmi (it is a sort of troublesome 
‘usher at Versailles) into the very cabinet of the King, who tliere- 
‘ upon ordered the Duke de la Eeuillade to put Mirabeau under 
^arrest. Mirabeau refused to obey; he “would not be punished 
‘for chastising the insolence of a valet; for the rest, would go to 
‘the di%GT Aio Toi (king’s dinner), who might then give his order 
‘ himself.^’ He came accordingly ; the King asked the Duke why 
‘he had not executed the order? The Duke was obliged to say 
‘ how it stood ; the King, with a goodness equal to his greatness^ 
‘ then said, “ It is not of today that we know him to be mad ; one 
‘ must not ruin him,” ’ — and the rhinoceros Bruno journeyed on. 

But again, on the day when they w^ere ‘inaugurating the 
‘pedestrian statue of King Louis in the Place des Victoires (a 
‘ masterpiece of adulation),’ the same Mhabeau, ‘ passing along the 
‘Pont Neufwith the Guards, raised his spontoon to his shoulder 
‘ before Henry the Fourth’s statue, and saluting first, bawled out, 
‘“Friends, we will salute this one; he deserves it as well as some, 
" Mes amis^ sahtons cdui-ci ; il en mut Hen unautrer ' — Thus do 
they, the wild Riquettis, in a state of courtiership. Not other- 
wise, according to the proverb, do wild bulls, unexpectedly finding 
themselves in crockery-shops. 0 Riquetti kindred, into what 
centuries and circumstances art thou come down 1 

< Directly prior to our old Marquis himself, the Riquetti kindred 
had as near as possible gone out. Jean Antoine, afterwards named 
Silverstock (Col d' Argent), had, in the earlier part of his life, been 
what he used to call hilled , — of seven-and-twenty wounds in one 
hour. Haughtier, juster, more choleric man need not be sought 
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for in biography. He flung gahellemen and excisemen into the 
river Durance (though otherwise a most dignified methodic man j, 
when their claims Avere not 'clear; he ejected, by the like brief 
process, all manner of attorneys from his villages and properties ; 
he planted vineyards, solaced peasants. He rode through France 
repeatedly (as the old men still remembered), with the gallantest 
train of outriders, on return from the wars; intimidating inn- 
keepers and all the world, into mute prostration, into unerring 
promptitude, by the mere light of his eye; — withal drinking 
rather deep, yet never seen affected by it. He was a tall, straigiit 
man (of six feet and upwards), in mind as in body: Yendomes 
'right arm' in all campaigns. Yendome once presented him to 
Louis the Great, with compliments to that effect, which the 
splenetic Eiquetti quite spoiled. Erecting his hilled head, which 
needed the silver stock now to keep it straight, he said: “Yes, 
"Sire; and had I left my fighting, and come up to court, and 
" bribed some eatin (scarlet woman 1), I might have had my pro- 
“ motion and fewer wounds today ! " The Grand King, every -inch 
a king, instantaneously spoke of something else. 

But the reader should have first seen that same killing ; how’' 
twenty-seven of those unprofitable wounds were come by in one 
fell lot. The Battle of Casano has grown very obscure to most 
of us; and indeed Prince Eugene and Yendome themselves grow 
dimmer and dimmer, as men and battles must: but, curiously 
enough, this small fraction of it has brightened up again to a point 
of history, for the time being : 

' My grandfather had foreseen that manoeuvre ’ (it is Alirahean, the 
Count, not the Marquis, that reports : Prince Eugene has carried a certain 
bridge which the grandfather had charge of) ; ‘ but he did not, as has since- 
happened at Malplaquet and Fontenoy, commit the blunder of attacking 
right in the teeth a column of such weight as that. He lets them 
advance, hurried-on by their own impetuosity and by the pressure of 
their rearward ; and now seeing them pretty well engaged, lie raised his 
troop (it was lying fiat on the ground), and rushing on, himself at the 
head of them, takes the enemy in flank, cuts them in two, dashes them 
back, chases them over the bridge again, which they Iiad to repass in 
great disorder and haste. Things brought to their old state, he resumes 
his post on the crown of the bridge, shelters his troop as before, wliich, 
having performed all this service under the sure deadly fire of the enemy’s 
double lines from over the stream, had suffered a good deal. M. de 
Yenddme coming up, full gallop, to the attack, finds it already finished, 
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tlie wliole line flat on the earth, only the tall figure of the colonel stand- 
ing erect I He orders him to do like the rest, not to have himself shot 
till the time came. His faithful servant cries to him, ^'Hever would I 
expose myself without need; I am bound to be here, but you, Mon- 
seigneur, are hound not. I answer to you for the post ; but take yourself 
out of it, or I give it up.” The Prince (Tend6me) then orders him, in 
the king’s name, to come down. Go to, the king and you : I am at 
my work ; go you and do yours.” The good generous Prince yielded. 
The post was entirely untenable. 

‘A little afterwards my grandfather had his right arm shattexed. He 
formed a sort of sling for it of his pocket-handkerchief, and kept his 
place; for there was a new attack getting ready. The right moment 
once come, he seizes an axe in his left hand, repeats the same manoeuvre 
as before; again repulses the enemy, again drives him hack over the 
bridge. But it was here that ill-fortune lay in wait for him. At the 
very moment while he was recalling and ranging his troop, a bullet 
struck him in the throat ; cut asunder the tendons, the jugular vein. 
He sank on the bridge ; the troop broke and fled. M. de Montolieu, 
"^Hnight of Malta, his relative, was wounded beside him : he tore-up his 
mwn shirt, and those of several others, to stanch the blood, hut fainted 
himself by his own hurt. An old sergeant, named Laprairie, begged 
|he aide-major of the regiment, one Guadin, a Gascon, to help and carry 
jiini ofl the bridge. Guadin refused, saying he was dead. The good 
-Haprairie could only cast a camp-kettle over his colonel’s head, and then 
irun. The enemy trampled over him in torrents to profit by the dis- 
order; the cavalry at full speed, close in the rear of the foot. M. de 
jV"end6me, seeing his line broken, the enemy forming on this side the 
stream, and consequently the bridge lost, exclaimed, ^‘Ah! Miraheau 

decul^ then ; ” a eulogy forever dear and memorable to us.’ 


i Plow nearly, at this moment, it was all over with the Mirabeaus ; 
tiow, but for the cast of an insignificant camp-kettle, there had 
not only been no Article Mirabecm in this Review, but no French 
Revolution, or a very different one; and all Europe had found 
itself in far other latitudes at this hour, any one who has a tarn 
for such things may easily reflect. Nay, without great difficulty lie 
ma}!^ reflect farther, that not only the French Revolution and this 
A-rticle, but all revolutions, articles and achievements wliatsoever, 
the greatest and the smallest, which this world ever beheld, have 
not once, but often, in their course of genesis, depended on the veriest 
trifles, castings of camp-kettles, turnings of straws; except only 
that we do not see that course of theirs. So inscrutable is genetic 
history; impracticable tbe theoiy of causation, and transcends ail 
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calculus of man’s devising I Thou thyself, 0 Reader (who art 
an achievement of importance), over what hairsbreadtli bridges of 
Accident, through yawning perils; and the man-devouring gulf 
of Centuries, hast thou got safe hither, — from Adam all the "way ! 

Be this as it can, Col cV Argent came alive again, by ' miracle 
of surgery;’ and, holding his head up by means of a silver stocdc, 
walked this earth many long days, with respectability, with fiery 
intrepidity and spleen; did many notable things: among others, 
produced, in dignified wedlock, Mirabeau the Friend of Men ; wdio 
again produced Mirabeau the Swallower of Formulas; from which 
latter, and the wondrous blazing funeral-pyre he made for him- 
self, there finally goes forth a light, whereby those old Eiquetti 
destinies, and many a strange old hidden thing, become noticeable. 

But perhaps in the whole Eiquetti kindred there is not a 
stranger figure than this very Friend of Men ; at whom, in tlie 
order of time, we have now arrived. That Eiquetti who chained 
the mountains together, and hung up the star with five rays to 
sway and boh there, was but a type of him. - Strong, tough as the"®* 
oak-root, and as gnarled and unwedgeable ; no fibre of him running\ 
straight with the other; a block for Destiny to beat on, for the 
world to gaze at, with ineffectual wonder ! Really a most notable 
questionable, hateable, lovable old Marquis. How little, amid 
such jingling triviality of Literature, Philosopliie and the preten- 
tious cackle of innumerable Baron Grimms, with their corre- 
spondence and self-proclamation, one could fancy that France held 
in it such a Nature-product as the Friend of Men ! Wljy, there 
is substance enough in this one Marquis to fit-out whole armies o:' 
Philosophes, were it properly attenuated. So many poor Thomases’; 
perorate and have iloges, poor Morellets speculate, Marrnontels 
moralise in rose-pink manner, Diderots become possessed of encyclu- 
pedical heads, and lean Carons de Beaumarchais fly abroad on the 
wings of Figaros; and this brave old Marquis has been hid under- 
a bushel I He was a Writer, too ; and had talents for it (certain 
of the talents), such as few Frenchmen have had since the days of 
Montaigne. It skilled not : he, being unwedgeable, has remained 
in antiquarian cabinets ; the others, splitting-up so readily, are the 
ware you find on all market-stalls, much prized (say as hrimstohe 
Lucifers, ‘ Uglit-hnngevs ’ so-called) by the generality. Such is the 
world’s way. And yet complain not ; this rich, unwedgeable oldL 
Marquis, have we not him too at last, and can keep him all the 
longer than the Thomases ? 
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P Tlie great Mirabeaii used to say always that liis father had the 
greater gifts of the two; which surely is saying something. Not 
that you can subscribe to it in the full sense, but that in a very 
wide sense you can. So far as mere speculative head goes, 
Mirabeau is probably right. Looking at the old Marquis as a 
speculative thinker and utterer of his thought, and with what 
rich colouring of originality he gives it forth, you pronounce him 
to be superior, or even say supreme in his time ; for the genius 
almost rises to the poetic. Do our readers know the 
/ German Jean Paul, and his style of thought? Singular to say, 
the old Marquis has a quality in him resembling afar off that of 
Paul ; and actually works it out in his French manner, far as the 
French manner can. Nevertheless intellect is not of the specu- 
lative head only; the great end of intellect surely is, that it make 
one see something : for which latter result the -whole man must 
cooperate. In the old Marquis there dwells Avithal a crahbedness, 
stiff cross-grained humour, a latent fury and fuliginosity, very 
■’ervef ting ; which stiff crabbedness, with its pride, obstinacy, 
affectation, what else is it at bottom but want of strength ? • The 
real quantity of our insight, — how justly and thoroughly we shall 
comprehend the nature of a thing, especially of a human thing,— 
depends on our patience, our fairness, lovingness, what strength 
soever we have : intellect comes from the whole man, as it is the 
light that enlightens the whole man. In this true sense, the younger 
Mirabeau, with that great flashing eyesight of his, that broad, fear- 
less freedom of nature he had, was very clearly the superior man. 

At bottom, perhaps, the main definition you could give of old 
Marquis Mirabeau is, that he was of the Pedant species. Stiff as 
brass, in all senses ; unsympathising, uncomplying ; of an, endless, 
unfathomable pride, which cloaks but does nowise extinguish an 
endless vanity and need of shining: stately, euphuistic mannerism 
enveloping the thought, the morality, the whole being of the man. 
A solemn, high-stalking man ; with such a fund of indignation in 
him, or of latent indignation ; of contumacity, irrefragability ; — 
who (after long experiment) accordingly looks forth on mankind 
mid this world of theirs with some dull-snuffling word of forgiveness, 
of contemptuous acquittal; or oftenest with clenched lips (nostrils 
slightly dilated), in expressive silence. Here is pedantry ; but then 
pedantry under the most interesting new circumstances ; and withal 
carried to such a pitch as becomes sublime, one might almost say 
transcendental. 
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Consider, indeed, wlietlier Marquis Mirabeau could be a pedant, 
as your common Scaiigei's and Scioppiuses are ! His arena is not ^ 
a closet with Greek manuscripts,but the wide -world and Bkiendsliip 
to Humanity. Does not tbe blood of all the Mirabeaus circulate 
in his honourable veins ? He too would do somewhat to raise higher 
that high lioiise; and yet, alas, it is plain to him that the house is 
sinking; that much is sinking. The Mirabeaus, and above all utliers 
this Mirabeau, are fallen on evil times. It lias not escaped tlie old 
Marquis how Nobility is now decayed, nearly minoiis; based no 
longer on heroic nobleness of conduct and effort, but on sycophancy, 
formality, adroitness; on Parchments, Tailor's Trimmings, Prunella 
and Coach-leather: on which latter basis, unless his whole insiglit 
into Heavens ways with Earth have misled him, no institution in 
this god-governed world can pretend to continue. Alas, and the 
priest has now no tongue but for plate-licking; and the tax-gatlierer 
squeezes; and the strumpetoeracy sits at its ease in high-cushioned 
lordliness, under baldachins and cloth- of-gold : till now at last, J 
w’^hat with one fiction, what with another (and veridical 
dishonouring all manner of fictions, and refusing to pay realities^ 
for them), it has come so far that the Twenty-five millions, long 
scai'ce of knowledge, of virtue, happiness, cash, are now ftillen scarce 
of food to eat; and do not, with that natural ferocity of theirs 
which Nature has still left them, feel the disposition to die starved ; 
and all things are nodding towards chaos, and no man layeth it 
to heart ! One man exists who might perhaps stay or avert tlie 
catastrophe, were he called to the helm : the Marquis Mirabeau. 

His high ancient blood, his heroic love of truth, his strength of a 
heart, his loyalty and profound insight (for you cannot hear him « 
speak without detecting the man of genius), this, with the ^^ppalling^^,^' 
predicament things have come to, might give him claims. From 
time to time, at long intervals, such a thought does flit, portentous, 
through the brain of the Marquis. But ah 1 in these scandalous 
days, how shall the proudest of the Mirabeaus fall prostrate before 
a Pompadour? Can the Friend of Men hoist, with good hope, as 
his battle-standard, the furbelow of an unmentionable Avoman? 

No; not hanging by the apron-strings of such a one Avill this 
Mirabeau rise to the premiership; but summoned by France in 
her day of need, in her day of vision, or else not at all. France 
does not summon; the else goes its road. 

Marquis Mirabeau tried Literature too, as we said ; and with n 
inconsiderable talent; nay, with first-rate talents in. some sort: but 
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neitlier did this prosper. His Ecce sigmcm, in such era of downfall 
and all-darkening ruin, was Political Economy ; and a certain man, 
whom he called Hhe Master/ — that is, Dr. Quesnay. Round this 
Master (whom the Marquis succeeded as Master himself) he and 
some other idolaters did idolatrously gather : to publish books and 
tracts, periodical literature, proclamation by word and deed, — if so 
were, the world’s dull ear might be opened to salvation. The 
world’s dull ear continued shut. In vain preached this apostle and 
that other, simultaneously or in Meliboean sequence, in literature, 
periodical and stationary ; in vain preached Marquis Mirabeau in 
his Ami des Soimms, number after number, through long volumes, 
— though really in a most eloquent manner. Marquis Mirabeau 
had the indisputablest ideas; but then his style! In very truth, 
it is the strangest of styles, though one of the richest : a style full 
of originality, picturesqueness, sunny vigour; but all cased and 
slated over, threefold, in metaphor and trope; distracted into 
tortuosities, dislocations; starting-out into crotchets, cramp turns, 
'~quaintnesses, and hidden satire; which the French head had no 
ear for. Strong meat, too tough for babes ! The Friend of Men 
found warm partisans, widely scattered over this Earth ; and had 
censer-fumes transmitted him from marquises, nay from kings and 
principalities, over seas and alpine chains ’ of mountains ; whereby 
the pride and latent indignation of the man were only fostered : 
but at home, with the million all jigging each after its suitable 
scrannel-pipe, he could see himself make no way, — if it were not 
“^way towards being a monstrosity, and thing men wanted 'to see 
not the right thing 1 

Neither through the press, then, is there progress towards the 
premiership ? The staggering state of French statesmen must even 
stagger whither it is hound. A light Public froths itself into 
tempest about Palissot and his comedy of Lgs Pliilosoplies , — about 
Gluck-Piccini Music ; neglecting the call of Ruin ; and hard must 
come to hard. Thou, 0 Friend of Men, clench thy lips together, 
and wait ; silent as the old rocks. Our Friend of Men did so, or 
better ; not w^anting to himself, the lion-hearted old Marquis 1 
For his latent indignation has a certain devoutness in it ; is a kind 
of holy indignation. The Marquis, though he knows the Em^clo- 
pddie, has not forgotten the higher Sacred Books, or that there is a 
God in this world, — very different from the French Eire Sup^ime. 
He even professes, or tries to profess, a kind of diluted Catholicism, 
in his own way, and thus turn an eye towards heaven ; very 
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singular in his attitude here too. Thus it would appear tins world 
is a mad imbroglio, which no Friend of Men can set right : it shall 
go wrong, then, in God's name; and the staggering state of all 
things stagger whither it cam To deep, fearful depths, — not to 
bottomless ones ! 

But in the Family Circle ? There surely a man, and friend of 
men, is supreme; and, ruling with wise autocracy, may make 
something of it. Alas, in the family circle it went not better, but 
worse 1 The Mirabeaus had once a talent for choosing wives : had 
it deserted them in this instance, then, wdjeii most needed ? We 


say not so: we say only that Madame la Marquise had hum an 
freewill in her too; that all the young Mirabeaus were likely to 
have human freewill in great plenty; that within doors as without 
the Devil is busy. Most unsuccessful is the Marquis as ruler of 
men: his family kingdom, for the most part, little otherwise than 


in a state of mutiny. A sceptre as of •Rhadainaiithus will sway 
and drill that household into perfection of Harrison Clockwork; 
and cannot do it. The royal ukase goes forth in its calm irrefxa-^ 
gable justice; meets hesitation, disobedience open or concealed. 
Reprimand is followed by remonstrance; harsh coming tluuider 
mutters, growl answering growl. With unaffectedly astonished eye 
the Marquis appeals to Destiny and Heaven; explodes, since he 
needs must then, in red lightning of paternal authority. How it 
went, or who by forethought might be to blame, one knows not; 
for the Fils Acloptif, hemined-in by still extant relations, is ex- 
tremely reticent on these points : a certain Dame de Pailly, * from 
Switzerland, very beautiful and very artful,' glides half-seen through 
the Mirabeau household (the Marquis's Orthodoxy, as we saidi 
being but of the diluted kind) : there are eavesdroppers, confiden- 
tial servants ; there are Pride, Anger, Uncharitableness, Sitblime 
Pedantry, and the Devil always busy* Such a figure as Pailly, of 
herself, bodes good to no one. 

Enough, there are Lawsuits, Lettres de Gaclid; on all hands pciiu 
forte et Lawsuits, long drawn out, before gaping Farlcments, 

between man and wife : to the scandal of an unrighteous world 
how much more of a righteous Marquis, minded once to be an 
example to it 1 Lettres de Cachet , to the number, as some count, of 
fifty-four, first and last, for the use of a single Marquis : at times 
the whole Mirabeau fireside is seen empty, except Pailly and 
Marquis ; each individual sitting in his separate Stronghouse, there 
to bethink himself. Stiff are your tempers, ye young Mirabeaus 
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not stiffer than mine the old one's ! What pangs it lias cost the 
fond paternal heart to go through all this Brutus duty, the Marquis 
knows, and Heaven. ■ In a less degree, what pangs it may cost the 
filial heart to go under (or undergo) the same! The former set of 
pangs he, aided by Heaven, crushes-down into his soul suppressively, 
as beseems a man and Mirabeau : the latter set, — are they not 
self-sought pangs ; medicinal ; which will cease of their own accord, 
when the unparalleled filial impiety pleases to cease ? For the 
rest, looking at such a world and such a family, at these prison- 
houses, mountains of divorce-papers, and the staggering state of 
French statesmen, a Friend of Men may pretty naturally ask 
himself, Am not I a strong old Marquis, then, -whom all this has 
not driven into Bedlam, — not into hypochondria, dyspepsia even ? 
The Heavens are bounteous, and make the back equal to the 
burden. 

Out of all which circumstances, and of such struggle against 
them, there has come forth this Marquis de Mirabeau, shaped (it 
was the shape he could arrive at) into one of the most singular 
Sublime Pedants that ever stepped the soil of France. Solemn 
moral rigour, as of some antique Presbyterian Ruling Elder: 
heavy breadth, dull heat, choler and pride as of an old ‘Bozzy of 
Auchinleck;' then a high-flowm euphuistic courtesy, the airiest 
mincing ways, suitable to your French Seigneur I How the two 
divine missions, for both seem to him divine, of Riquetti and Man 
of Genius or World-schoolmaster, blend themselves; and philo- 
sophism, chivalrous euphuism, presbyterian ruling-eldeiism, all in 
such strength, have met, to give the world assurance of a man ! 
There never entered the brain of Hogarth, or of rare old Ben, 
such a piece of Humour (high meeting with low, and laughter 
with tears) as, in this brave old Riquetti, Nature has presented us 
ready-made. 

For withal there is such genius in him ; rich depth of character ; 
indestructible cheerfulness and health breaking out, in spite of 
these divorce-papers, ever and anon, — like strong sunlight in 
thundery weather. We have heard of the ^strife of Fate with 
Free-will ' producing Greek Tragedies, but never heard it till now 
produce such astonishing comico-tragical French Farces. Blessed 
old Marquis, — or else accursed I He is there, with his broad bull- 
brow; with the huge cheekbones; those deep eyes, glazed as in 
weariness ; the lower visage puckered into a simpering graciosity, 
which would pass itself off for a kind of smile. What to do with 
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him? Welcome, thou tough old Marquis, with thy better and 
thy worse ! There is stuff in thee (very different from moonsliine 
and formula) ; and stuff is stuff, were it never so crabbed. 

Besides the old Marquis de Mirabeau, there is a Brotlier, the 
Bailli cle Mirabeau: a man who, serving as Knight of Malta., 
governing in Guadaloupe, fighting and doing hard sea-duty, has 
sown his wild oats long since; and settled down here, in the old 
‘Castle of Mirabeau on its sheer rock" (for the Marquis usually 
lives at Bignon, another estate within reach of Paris), into one of 
the worthiest quiet uncles and house-friends. It is very beautiful, 
this mild strength, mild clearness and justice of the brave Bailli, 
in contrast with his brother's nodosity ; whom he comforts, defends, 
admonishes, even rebukes; and on the -whole reverences, both as 
head Eiquetti and as World-schoolmaster, beyond all living men. 
The frank true love of these two brothers is the fairest feature 
in Miraheaudom ; indeed the only feature which is always lair. 
Letters pass continually : in letter and extract we here, from time 
to time, witness (in these Eight chaotic Volumes) the various per^ 
sonages speak their dialogue, unfold their farce-tragedy. The Fils 
admits mankind into this strange household; though 
stingily, uncomfortably, and all in darkness, save for his own 
capricious dark-lantern. Seen or half-seen, it is a stage ; as the 
whole world is. What with personages, what with destinies, no 
stranger house-drama was enacting on the Earth at that time. 

Tinder such auspices, which were not yet ripened into events 
and fatalities, but yet were inevitably ripening towards such, did 
Gabriel Honore, at the Mansion of Bignon, between Sens and 
Nemours, on the 9th day of March 1749, first see the light. He 
was the fifth child; the second male child; yet born heir, the first 
having died in the cradle. A magnificent ‘ enormous ’ fellow, as 
the gossips had to admit, almost with terror : the head especially 
great; ‘two grinders" in it, already shot! — Eough-liewn truly, 
yet with bulk, with limbs, vigour bidding fair to do honour to the 
line. The paternal Marquis, to whom they said, '' N' ay ez pets 
fmr, Don't be frightened,” gazed joyful, we can fancy, and not 
fearful, on this product of his ; the stiff pedant features relaxing 
into a veritable smile. Smile, 0 paternal Marquis: the future 
indeed ‘veils son*ow and joy," one knows not in what proportion; 
hut here is a new Eiquetti, whom the gods send ; with the nidi- 
ments in him, thou wouldst guess, of a very Hercules, fit for 
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Twelve Labours, wbicb surely are themselves the best joys. Look 
at the oaf, how he sprawls. No stranger Riquetti ever sprawled 
under our Sun: it is as if^ in this thy man-child. Destiny had 
swept together all the wildnesses and strengths of the Eiquetti 
lineage, and flung him forth as her finale in that kind. Not with- 
out a vocation I He is the last of the Eiquettis; and shall do 
work long memorable among mortals. 

Truly, looking now into the matter, we might say, in spite of 
the gossips, that on this whole Planet, in those years, there was 
hardly born such a man-child as this same, in the 'Mansion- 
house of Bignon, not far from Paris,' whom they named Gabriel 
Honore. Nowhere, we say, came there a stouter or braver into 
this Earth; whither they come marching by the legion and the 
myriad, out of Eternity and Night !— Except, indeed, what is 
notable enough, one other that arrived some few months later, at 
the town of Erankfort-on-Mayn, and got christened Johann Wolf* 
gang Goethe. Then again, in some ten years more, there came 
another still liker Gabriel Honore in his brawny ways. It was 
into a mean hut that this one came, an infirm hut (which the 
wind blew down at the time), in the shire of Ayr, in Scotland: 
him they named Eolert Burns. These, in that epoch, were the 
Well-born of the World; by whom the world’s history ■was to be 
carried on. Ah, could the well-born of the world be always rightly 
bred, rightly entreated there, what a world were it ! But it is not so ; 
it is the reverse of so. And then few, like that Frankfort one, can 
peaceably vanquish the world, with its black imbroglios; and shine 
above it, in serene help to it, like a sun I The most can but 
Titanically vanquish it, or be vanquished by it : hence, instead of 
light (stillest and strongest of things) we have but lightning; 
red fire, and oftentimes conflagrations, which are very woful. 

Be that as it might, Marquis Mirabeau determined to give his 
son, and heir of all the Eiquettis, such an education as no Eiquetti 
had yet been privileged with. Being a world- schoolmaster (and 
indeed a Martinus Scrihlerus, as we here find, more ways than 
one), this was not strange in him ; but the results were very lament- 
able. Considering the matter now, at this impartial distance, 
you are lost in wonder at the good Marquis ; know not whether to 
laugh at him, or weep over him ; and on the whole are bound to 
do both. A more sufficient joroduct of Natui’e than this ' enormous 
Gabriel,' as we said, need not have been wished for : ' beating his 
nurse/ but then loving her, and loving the whole world j of large 
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desire, truly, but desire towards all things, the highest and the 
lowest: in other words, a large mass of life in him, a large man 
waiting there I Does he not rummage (thorough cub, now ten- 
fold rougher by the effect of small-pox) in all places, seeldng 
something to know; dive down to the most unheard-of recesses for 
papers to read ? Does he not, spontaneously, give his hat to a 
peasant-boy whose head-gear \vas defective ? He -writes the most 
sagacious things in his fifth year, extempore, at table; setting 
forth what 'Monsieur Mo% ilr. Me/ is bound to do. A rough 
strong genuine soul, of the frankest open temper; full of loving 
fire and strength; looking out so brisk with his clear hazel eyes, 
with his brisk sturdy bulk, what might not fair breeding liavo 
done for him ! On so many occasions, one feels as if he needed 
nothing in the world but to be well let alone. 

But no; the scientific paternal hand must interfere, at every 
turn, to assist Nature ; the young lion's- whelp has to grow up all 
bestrapped, beniuzzled in the most extraordinary manner : shall 
wax and unfold himself by theory of education, by square and rule, 
— going punctual, all the way, like Harrison Clock-work, according 
to the theoretic program ; or else — ! 0 Marquis, World-schoolmaster, 
what theory of education is this? No lioiis-whelp or yoiinj 
Miraheau will go like clockwork, but far otherwise. ‘He that 
spareth the rod hateth the child ; ' that on its side is true : and 
yet Nature too is strong: ‘Nature will come running back, though 
tliou expel her with a fork ! ' In one point of view there is nothing 
more Hogarthjian comic than this long Peter Peebles ganging ]}Ua 
of ‘ Marquis Mirabeau mrsus Nature and others ; ' yet in a deeper 
point of view it is hut too serious. Candid history will say, that^ 
whatsoever of worst it was in the power of art to do against tli:’' 
young Gabriel Honore, was done. Not with unkind intentions 
nay, with intentions which, at least, began in kindness. How 
much better was Burns's education (though this too went on under 
the grimmest pressures), on the wild hill-side, by the brave peasant's 
hearth, with no theory of education at all, but poverty, toil, tempest 
and the handles of the plough I 

At bottom, the Marquis's wish and purpose was not complex, 
but simple. That Gabriel Honord de Eiquetti shall become the 
very same man that Victor de Eiquetti is ; perfect as he is perfect 
this will satisfy the fond father's heart, and nothing short of this. 
Better examplar, truly, were hard to find ; and yet, 0 Victor"^ 
Eiquetti, poor Gabriel, on his side, wishes to be Gabriel and not 
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Victor ! Stiffer loving Pedant never had a more elastic loving 
Pupil Offences (of mere elasticity, mere natural spring] ng-up, for 
most part) accumulate by addition ; Madame Pailly and the con- 
fidential servants, on this as on all matters, are busy. The house- 
hold itself is darkening, the mistress of it gone ; the Lawsuits, and 
by and by Divorce-Lawsuits, have began. Worse will grow worse, 
and ever worse, till Rhadamanthus Scriblenis Marquis de Mirabeau, 
S'waying vainly the sceptre of order, see himself environed by a 
■waste chaos as of Bedlam. Stiff is he ; elastic, and yet still loving, 
reverent, is his son and pupil Thus cruelty, and yearnings that 
must be suppressed ; indignant revolt, and hot tears of penitence, 
alternate, in the strangest way, between the two; and for long 
years our young Abides has, by Destiny, his own Demon and 
Juno de Pailly, Labours enough imposed on him. 

But, to judge wiiat a task was set this poor paternal Marquis, 
let us listen to the following successive utterances from him ; 

‘ which he emits, in letter after letter, mostly into the ear of his 
brother the good Bailll Cluck, cluck,— is it not as the sound of 
an agitated parent-fowl, now in terror, now in anger, at the brood 
it has brought out ? 

^ This creature promises to be a very pretty subject.^ ‘ Talent in 
plenty, and cleverness, hut more faults still inherent in the substance of 
him/ ^ Only just come into life, and the extravasation {extravasemmt) 
of the tiling already visible ! A spirit cross-grained, fantastic, iracund, 
in compatible, tending towards evil before knowing it, or being capable 
of it.' ^ A high heart under the jacket of a hoy ; it has a strange instinct 
of pride this creature; noble withal; the embryo of a shaggy-headed 
bully and killcow, that would swallow all the world, and is not twelve 
years old yet.’ ‘A type, profoundly inconceivable, of baseness, sheer 
dull grossness {platitude ahsolue), and the quality of your dirty, rough- 
crusted caterpillar, that will never uncrust itself or fiy.’ ^ An intelligence, 
a memory, a capacity, that strike you, that astonish, that frighten you.’ 
^ A nothing bedizened with crotchets. May fling dust in the eyes of 
silly women, but will never be the fourth part of a man, if by good luck 
he be anything.’ ‘ One whom you may call ill-born, this elder lad of 
mine ; who bodes, at least hitherto, as if he could become nothing but a 
madman : almost invincibly maniac, with all the vile qualities of the 
maternal stock over and above. As he has a great many masters, and 
all, from the confessor to the comrade, are so many reporters for me, I 
see the nature of the beast, and don’t think we shall ever do any good 
with him.’ 
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Ill a word, offences (of elasticity or expansivity) liave accinnii- 
lated to such height in the lad’s fifteenth year, that iliere is a 
determination, taken, on the part of Ehadamanthus Scribleriis,, to 
pack him out of doors, one way or the other. After various 
plannings, the plan of one Abbe Ohoquenard’s Board ing-scho<jl 
is fallen upon: the rebellious Expansive shall to Paris; there, 
under ferula and short-commons, contract himself and consider. 
Farther, as the name Mirabeau is honourable and right honour- 
able, he shall not have the honour of it ; never again, but be called 
Pierre Buffik'e, till his ways decidedly alter. This Pierre Piimere 
was the name of an estate of his mother’s in the Limousin : sad 
fuel of those smoking lawsuits which at length blazed out as 
divorce-lawsuits. Wearing this melancholy nickname of Peter 
Bufifi&re, as a perpetual badge, had poor Gabriel Honord to go 
about for a number of years ; like a misbehaved soldier with his 
eyebrows shaven off; alas, only a fifteen-years recruit yet, too 
young for that 1 

Nevertheless, named or shorn of his name, Peter or GabxiseV^he^ 
youth himself was still there. At Choquenard’s Boarding-school, 
as always afterwards in life, he carries with him, he unfolds and 
employs, the qualities which Nature gave, wdiich no shearing or 
shaving of art and mistreatment could take away. The Fih 
Adoptif gives a grand list of studies followed, acquisitions made : 
ancient languages (^and we have a thousand proofs of his inde- 
fatigable tenacity in this respect'); modern languages, English, 
Italian, German, Spanish; then 'passionate study of mathematics; ' 
design, pictorial and geometrical ; music, so as to read it at sight, 
nay to compose in it ; singing, to a high degree ; ' equitation, 
fencing, dancing, swimming and tennis if only the half of which 
were true, can we say that Pierre BufiSere spent his time ill ? 

What is more precisely certain, the disgraced Buffiere worked 
his way very soon into the good affections of all and sundry, in 
this House of Discipline, who came in contact with him; school- 
fellows, teachers, the Abbe Ohoquenard himself. For, said the 
paternal Marquis, he has the tongue of the Old Serpent I In fact, 
it is very notable how poor BuflSke, Comte de Mirabeau, revolu- 
tionary King Riquetti, or whatever else they might call him, let 
him come, under what discommendation he might, into any circle 
of men, was sure to make them his erelong. To the last, no man 
could look into him with his own eyes, and , continue to hate Jaiarfl 
He could talk men over, then ? Yes, O Header : and he could cect 
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men over: for, at bottom, that was it. The large open soul of 
the man, purposing deliberately no paltry, unkindly or dishonest 
thing towards any creature, was felt to be withal a Irotliers soul. 
" Defaced by black drossy obscurations very many ; but yet shinin 
out, lustrous, warm; in its troublous effulgence, great! That 
man be loved the better by men the nearer they come to him: is 
not this the fact of all facts ? To know what extent of prudential 
diplomacy (good, indifferent and even bad) a man has, ask public 
opinion, journalistic rumour, or at most the persons he dines with : 
to know what of real worth is in him, ask infinitely deeper and 
farther ; ask, first of all, those who have tried by experiment ; who, 
were they the foolishest people, can answer pertinently here if 
anywhere. 'Those at a distance esteem of me a little worse than 
I ; those near at hand a little better than I ; ' so said the good Sir 
Thomas Browne ; so will all men say who have much to say on that. 

The Choquenard Military Boarding-school having, if not fulfilled 
its function, yet ceased to be a house of penance, and failed of its 
function. Marquis Mirabeau determined to try the Army. ISTay, it 
would seem, the wicked mother has been privily sending him 
money; which he, the traitor, has accepted! To the army, there- 
fore. And so Pierre Buflfim'e has a basnet on his big head ; the 
shaggy pock-pitted visage looks martially from under horse-hair 
and clear metal ; he dresses rank, with tight bridle-hand and drawn 
falchion, in the town of Saintes, as a bold volunteer dragoon. His 
age was but eighteen as yet and some months. 

The people of Saintes grew to like him amazingly ; would even 
/have lent him money to any extent.' ITis Colonel, one De 
Lambert, proved to be a martinet, of sharj) sour temper* the 
shaggy visage of Buffiere, radiant through its seaminess with' 
several things, had not altogether the happiness to content him. 
Furthermore there was an Arclicr (Bailiff) at Saintes, wdio had a 
daugliter : she, foolish minx, liked the Buffiere visage letter even 
than the Coloners ! For one can fancy what a pleader Buffiere was, 
in this great cause; with the tongue of the Old Serpent. It was 
his first amourette ; plainly triumphant ; the beginning of a quite 
unheard-of career in that kind. The aggrieved Colonel emitted 
'satires' through the mess-rooms; this bold volunteer dragoon was 
mot the man to give him worse than he brought : matters fell into 
^ very unsatisfactory state between them. To crown the whole, 
BiilSere went one evening (contrary to wont, now and always) to 
the gm’raing-table, and lost four lotds. Insubordination, gambling, 
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Archer’s daughter 1 Ehadamanthiis thunders from Bignon : Buf- 
doffs his basnet, flies covertly to Paris. Negotiation there 
now was ; confidential spy to Saitites ; correspondence, fulmination ; 
Dupont de Nemours as daysman between a Colonel and a Marquis, 
both in high wrath, — Buffim-e to pay the piper I Confidential spy 
takes evidence ; the whole atrocity comes to light : what wilt thou 
do, 0 Marquis, with this devirs-child of thine? Send him to 
Surinam; let the Tropical heats and rains tame the hot liver of 
him ! — so whispered paternal Brutus’-justice and Dame Pailly ; but 
milder thoughts prevailed. Ldtre de Cachet and the Isle of lihe 
shall be tried first. Thither fares poor Buffi ere; not with Archers 
daughters, but with Archers ; amid the dull rustle and autumnal 
brown of the falling leaves of 1768, his nineteenth autumn. It is 
his second Hercules’ Labour; the Choquenard Boarding-house was 
the first. Bemoaned by the loud Atlantic he shall sit there, in 
winter season, under ward of a Bailli d Aulan, governor of the 
place, and said to be a very Cerberus. 

At Ehe the old game is played : in few weeks, the Cerberus 
Bailli is Buffiere’s; baying, out of- all his throats, in Bufifike’s 
behalf! What ‘sorcery’ is this that the rebellious prodigy has 
in him, 0 Marquis ? Hypocrisy, cozenage, which no governor of 
strong places can resist? Nothing short of the hot swamps of 
Surinam will hold him quiet, then ? Happily there is fighting in 
Corsica; Paoli fighting on his last legs there; and Baron de 
Vaux wants fresh troops against him. Buffike, though he likes 
not the cause, will go thither gladly; and fight his very best : how 
happy if, by any fighting, he can conquer back his baptismal name, 
and some gleam of paternal tolerance 1 After much soliciting, his 
prayer is acceded to : Buffim*e, with the rank now of ‘ Sublieutenant 
of Foot, in the Legion of Lorraine,’ gets across the country to 
Toulon, in the month of April; and enters ‘on the j)lain which 
furrows itself without plough ’ (euphuistic for ocean) : ‘ God grant 
he may not liave to row tliere one day,’ — in red cap, as convict 
galley-slave ! Such is the paternal benediction and prayer ; which 
was realised. Nay, Buffiere, it would seem, before quitting Eochelle, 
indeed ‘ hardly yet two hours out of the fortress of Ehe,’ had fallen 
into a new atrocity, — his first duel ; a certain quondam messmate 
(discharged for swindling) having claimed acquaintance with him 
on the streets ; which claim Buffiere saw good to refuse ; and even 
to resist, when demanded at the sword’s point 1 The ‘ Corsi^’ 
Buccaneer, C'mc,’ thak he, is ! ' 
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The Corsican Buccaneer did, as usual, a giant s or two giants’ 
work in Corsica; fighting, writing, loving; t eight hours a-day of 
study;' and gained golden opinions from all of men and 

women. It was his own notion that Nature had meant him for a 
soldier; he felt so equable and at home in that business, — the 
wreck of discordant death-tumult, and roar of cannon, serving as a 
fine regulatory marching-music for him. Doubtless Nature meant 
him for a Man of Action ; as she means all great souls that have a 
strong body to dwell in: but Nature will adjust herself to much. 
In the course of twelve months^ in May 1770, Biifjfike gets back to 
Toulon; with much manuscript in his pocket; his head full of 
military and all other lore, ‘like a library turned topsy-turvy;' his 
character much risen, as we said, with every one. The bravo Bailli 
Mirabeau, though almost against principle, cannot refuse to see a 
chief nephew, as he passes so near the old Castle on the Durance : 
the good uncle is charmed with him ; finds, /under features terribly 
seamed and altered from what they were,' bodily and mentally all 
that is royal and strong, nay ‘ an expression of something refined, 
something gracious ; ’ declared him, after several days of incessant 
talk, to be the best fellow on earth if well dealt with, ‘who will 
shape into statesman, generalissimo, pope, what thou pleasest to 
desire r Or, shall we give poor Bnffiere’s testimonial in mess- 
room dialect ; in its native twanging vociferosity, and garnished 
with old oaths, — which, alas, have become for us almost old prayers 
now, — the vociferous Moustachio-figures whom they twanged 
through having all vanished so long since : “ MorlUu, Monde^tr 
VA1)M; dest garcooi cliaUemcnt vif ; metis cest un hon gmxon, qui 
a de resprit co^nme trois cent milk cliaUes; et parblen^ %in Imnme 
trh braver^ 

Moved by all manner of testimonials and entreaties from uncle 
and family, the rigid Marquis consents, not without difficulty, to 
see this anomalous Peter Buffiere of his ; and then, after solemn 
deliberation, even to un-Peter him, and give him back his name. 
It was in September that they met ; at Aiguesperse, in the Limou- 
sin near the Icmds of Pierre Bnffiere. Soft ruth comes stealing 
through the Rhadamanthine heart ; tremblings of faint hope even, 
which, however, must veil itself in austerity and rigidity. The 
Marquis writes : ‘ I perorate him very much ; ' observe ‘ my man, how 
‘ he droops his nose, and looks fixedly, a sign that he is reflecting ; or 
‘ whirls away his head, hiding a tear : serious, now mild, now severe, 
‘ we give it him alternately ; it is thus I manage the mouth of this 
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‘ fiery animal/ Had lie but read the E^TidmeTideSy the EconoTniqiics^ 
the Precis des EUmens ('the most laboured book I have done, 
though I wrote it in such health’); had he but got grounded in 
my Political Economy! Which, . ho wever, he does not take to 
with any heart. On the contrary, he unhappily finds it hollo%v^ 
pragmatical, a barren jingle of formulas ; pedantic even ; unnutri- 
tive as the east wind. Blasphemous words; which (or the like 
of them) any eavesdropper has but to report to ' the Master ’ 1 
— And yet, after all, is it not a brave Gabriel this rough-built 
young Hercules ; and has finished handsomely his Second Labour ? 
The head of the fellow is 'a wind-mill and fire-mill of ideas/ 
The War-ofSce makes him captain, and he .is passionate for 
following soldiership : but then, unluckily, your Alexander needs 
such tools ; a whole world for workshop 1 ' Where are the armies 

' and herring-shoals of men to come from ? Does he think I have 
'money/ snuffles the old Marquis, 'to get him up battles like 
Harlequin and Scaramouch ? ’ The fool I he shall settle down 
into rurality; first, however, though it is a risk, see a little of 
Paris. 

At Paris, through winter, the brave Gabriel carries all before 
him; shines in saloons, in the Versailles QEil-de-Boeuf ; dines with 
your Duke of Orleans (young Chartres, not yet become EgaXiU, 
hob-nobbing with him) ; dines with your Guemen6s, Broglies, and 
mere Grandeurs; and is invited to hunt. Even the old women 
are charmed with him, and rustle in their satins : such a light has 
not risen in the CEil-de-Boeuf for some while. Grant, 0 Marquis, 
that there are worse sad-dogs than this. The Marquis grants 
partially ; and yet, and yet ! Few things are notabler than these 
successive surveys by the old Marquis, critically scanning his 
young Count: 

' I am on my guard ; remembering how vivacity of head may deceive 
you as to a character of morass {de tourhe) : but, all considered, one must 
give him store of exercise ; what the devil else to do with such exuber- 
ance, intellectual and sanguineous % I know no woman hut the Empress 
of Ihissia with whom this man were good to marry yet.’ ' Hard to find a 
dog {drCle) that had more talent and action in the head of him than this ; 
ho would reduce the devil to terms.’ ' Thy nejfiie w Whirlwind (Z’ Oumgan) 
assists me; yesterday the valet Luce, who is a sort of privileged simpleton, 
said pleasantly, “ Confess, M. le Comte, a man’s body is very unhappy 
to carry a head like that.” ’ ' The terriMe gift of familiarity (as Pope 

Gregory called it) 1 He turns the great people here round his finger.’ 
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Or again j tliongli all this is some years afterwards : ^ They have never 
done telling me that he is easy to set a-rearing ; that yon cannot speak to 
him reproachfully but his eyes, his lips, his colour testify that all is 
giving loay ; on the other hand, the smallest word of tenderness will 
make him burst into tears, and he would fling himself into the Are for 
youd ^ I pass my life in cramming him {a le hourrer) with principles, 
with all that I know ; for this man, ever the same as to his fundamental 
properties, has done nothing by these long and solid studies but augment 
-the rubbish -heap in his head, which is a library turned topsy-turvy ; and 
then his talent for dazzling by superficials, for lie has snuffed-up all 
formulas^ and cannot substantiate anything.^ ‘ A wicker-basket, that lets 
all through; disorder born; credulous as a nurse; indiscreet; a liar’ 
(kind of white liar), ^ by exaggeration, affirmation, effirontery, without 
need, and merely to tell histories ; a confidence that dazzles you on every- 
thing ; cleverness and talent without limit. Eor the rest, the vices have 
infinitely less root in him than the virtues ; all is facility, impetuosity, 
ineffectuality (not for want of fire, but of plan) ; wrong-spun, ravelled 
(defaufiM) in character : a mind that meditates in the vague, and builds 
of soap-bells.’ ‘Spite of the bitter ugliness, the intercadent step, the 
trenchant breathless blown-up precipitation, and the look, or, to say 
better, the atrocious eyebrow of this man when he listens and reflects, 
something told me that it was all hut a scarecrow of old cloth, this 
ferocious outward garniture of his; that, at bottom, here was perhaps 
the man in all Erance least capable of deliberate wickedness,’ ‘ Pie and 
jay by instinct.’ ‘ Wholly reflex and revcrherance {tout de reflet et de 
rUerhere)) drawn to the right by his heart, to the left by his head, 
which he carries four paces from him.’ ‘ May become the Coryphaeus of 
the Time.’ ‘ A blink ard {myope) precipitancy, born with him, which 
kes him take the quagmire for firm earth — ’ 

■Cluck, cluck, — in the name of all the gods, what prodigy is this 
I have hatched? Web-footed, broad-billed; which will run and 
drown itself, if Mercy and the parent-fowl prevent not I 

How inexpressibly true, meanwhile, is this that the old klarquis 
says: ‘He has snuffed-up all formulas {il a Imme toutcs les 
formules)' and made away with them! Formulas, indeed, if we 
think of it, Formulas and Gabriel Honore bad been, and were to 
he, at death-feud from fiirst to last. What formula of this formalised 
(established) world had been a kind one to "Gab el? His soul 
could find no shelter in them, they were unbelie /able ; his body 
no solacement, they were tyrannical, unfair. If there were not 
pabulum and substance beyond formulas, and in spite of them, 
then woe to him 1 To this man formulas would yield no existence 

MiSO. IIL ^ 
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or habitation, if it were not in the Isle of Rlie and such places ; 
but threatened to choke the life out of him : either formulas or he 
must go to the wall; and so, after a tough fight, they, as it proves, 
will go. So cunningly thrifty is Destiny; and is quietly shaping 
her tools for the work they are to do, whilst she seems but spoiling 
and breaking them I For, consider, 0 Marquis, whether France 
herself will not by and by have to swallow a formula or two ? This 
sight thou lookest on from the baths of Mount d’Oi', does it not 
bode something of that kind ? A summer day in the year 1777 : 

« 0 Madame ! the narrations I %vouId give you, if I had not a score of. 
letters to answer, on dull sad business ! I -would paint to you the votive 
feast of this town, which took place on the 14th. The savages descending 
in torrents from the Mountains,— our people ordered not to stir out. The 
curate with surplice and stole; public justice in periwig ; mareehaussee, 
sabre in hand, guarding the place, before the bagpipes were permitted to 
begin. The dance interrupted, a quarter of an hour after, by battle ; the 
cries and fierce hissings of the children, of the infirm, and other on-- 
lookers, ogling it, tarring it on, as the mob does when dogs fight. 
Frightful men, or rather wild creatures of the forest, in coarse woollen 
jupes, and broad girths of leather studded with copper nails ; of gigantic 
stature, heightened by the high sabots; rising still higher on tip-toe, 
to look at the battle ; heating time to it ; rubbing their sides with 
their elbows: their face haggard, covered with their long greasy hair; 
top of the visage waxing pale, bottom of it twisting itself into the 
rudiments of a cruel laugh, a ferocious impatience. — And these people 
pay the taille I And you want to take from them their salt too ! And 
you know not what you strip bare, or, as you call it, govern ; what, 
with the heedless cowardly squirt of your pen, you will think you can., 
continue stripping with impunity forever, till the Catastrophe come'! 
Such sights recall deep thoughts to one, Poor Jean-Jaeques ! I said 
to myself : they that sent thee, and thy System, to copy music among 
such a People as these same, have confuted thy System but ill 1 But, 
on the other hand, these thoughts were consolatory for a man who has 
all his life preached the necessity of solacing the poor, of universal 
instruction; who has tried to show what such instruction and such 
solacement ought to be, if it would form a harrier (the sole possible 
barrier) between oppression and revolt ; the sole hut the infallible treater 
of peace between the high and the low ! Ah, Madame 1 this government 
by blind-man’s-buff, stumbling along too far, will end by the genebal 
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curious to think how the whole world might have gone so differ- 
ently, but for this very prophet? Had the young Mirabeau had 
a father as other men have ; or even no father at all I Consider 
him, in that case, rising by natural gradation, by the rank, the 
opportunity, the irrepressible buoyant faculties he had, step after 
step, to official place, — to the chief official place ; as in a time when 
Turgots, Neckers, and men of abilitjj were grown indispensable, 
he was sure to have done. By natural witchery he bewitches Marie- 
Antoinette; her most of all, with her quick susceptive instinct, her 
quick sense for whatever was great and noble, her quick hatred for 
whatever was but pedantic, Neckerish, Fayettish, and pretending 
to be great. King Louis is a nullity; happily then reduced to be 
one: there would then have been at the summit of France the 
one French Man who could have grappled with that great Ques- 
tion; who, yielding and refusing, managing, guiding, and, in short, 
seeing and daring what w^as to be done, had perhaps saved Finance 
her Revolution ; remaking her by peaceabler methods I But to 
the Supreme Powers it seemed not so. Once, after a thousand 
years, all nations were to see the great Conflagration and Self- 
combustion of a Nation, — and learn from it if they could. And 
now, for a Swallower of Formulas, was there a better schoolmaster 
in the world than this very Friend of Men ; a better education 
conceivable than this which Alcides-Mirabeau had? Trust in 
Heaven, good reader, for the fate of nations, for the fall of a sparrow. 

Gabrml Honore has acquitted himself so well in Paris, turning 
the gre^'tr people round his thumb, with that 'fond gaillard, basis 
of gaiety,' with that ‘ terTibU don de la familiariU ; ' with those 
ays he has. Neither, in the quite opposite Man-of- business 
department, when summer comes and rurality with it, is he found 
wanting. In the summer of the year, the old Friend of Men 
despatches him to the Limousin, to his own estate of Pierre 
Buffike, or Hs wife's own estate (under the law-balance about this 
time), to see whether anything can be done for men there. Much 
is to be done there; the Peasants, short of all things, even of 
victuals, here as everywhere, wear ' a settled soicffre-doiolcur (pain- 
' stricken) look, as if they reckoned that the pillage of men was an 
' inevitable ordinance of Heaven, to be put up with like the wind 
^ and the hail.' Here, in the solitude of the Limousin, Gabriel is 
s«ll Gabriel : he rides, he writes and runs ; eats out of the poor 
people's pots ; speaks to them, redresses them ; institutes a court 
of Villager ‘ imulhomnes, good men and true,' — once more carries 
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all before bim. Confess, 0 Ehadamanthine Marquis, we say 
again, that there are worse sad-dogs than this ! ' He is,’ confesses 

the Marquis, ‘the Demon of the Impossible, h cUmon de la chose 
imioossihU'^ Most true this also: impossible is a word not in his 
dictionary. Thus the same Gabriel Honore, long afterwards 
(as Dumont will witness), orders his secretary to do some miracle 
or other, miraculous within the time. The secretary answers, 
“ Monsieur, it is impossible.’^ — Impossible ? ” answers Gabriel : 
“ Ne me dites jctynctis ce bSte de mot^ Never name to me that block- 
head of a wordl” Eeally, one would say, a good fellow, w^ere 
he well dealt wdth, — though still broad-billed, and with latent 
tendencies to take the water. The following otherwise insignifi- 
cant Letter, addressed to the Bailli, seems to us worth copying. 
Is not his young Lordship, if still in the dandy-state and style -of- 
mockery, very handsome in it ; standing there in the snow ? It is 
of date December 1771, and far onwards on the road towards 
Mirabeau Castle : 


^ Fraetl hello scitisque repulsi diictores Danaum : here, dear uncle, is a 


beginning in good Latin, which means that I am broken with fatigue, 


not having, this whole week, slept more than sentinels do ; and sounding, 
at the same time, with the wheels of my vehicle, most of the ruts and 
jolts that lie between Paris and Marseilles. Puts deep and numerous. 
Moreover, my axle broke between Mucreau, Eoman4, Chambertin and 
Beaune ; the centre of four wine districts : what a geographical point, if 
I had had the wit to be a drunkard ! The mischief happened towards 


five in the evening ; my lackey had gone on before. There fell nothing 


at the time but melted snow; happily it afterwards took some con- 
sistency. The neighbourhood of Beaune made me hope to find genius 
in the natives of the country : I had need of good counsel ; the devil 
counselled me at first to swear, but that whim passed, and I fell by 
preference into the temptation of laughing; for a holy priest came 
jogging up, wrapt to the chin ; against the blessed visage of whom the 
sleet was beating, which made him cut so singular a face, that I think 
this was the thing drove me from swearing. The holy man inquired, 
seeing my chaise on its beam-ends, and one of the -wheels wanting, 
whether anything had befallen? I answered, there was nothing falling 
here hut snow.’^ “Ah,’' said he, ingeniously, “it is your chaise, then, 
that is broken.” I admired the sagacity of the man, and begged him to 
double his pace, with his horse’s permission (who -was also making a 
pleasant expression of countenance, as the snow beat on his nose) 


3 See La Fontaine t Gmitesj 1. iv. c. 15, 
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to Ido so good as give notice at. Chaigny tliat I was tliere. He assured 
me he would toll it to the postmistress herself, she being his cousin ; that 
she was a very amiable woman, married three years ago to one of the 

honestest men of the place, nephew to: the king’s procureur at : in 

fine, after giving me all the outs and ins of himself, the curate, of his 
cousin, his cousin’s husband, and I know not whom more, he was pleased 
to give the spurs to his horse, which thereupon gave a grunt, and went on» 

'I forgot to tell you that I had sent the postillion off to Mucreaii, 
which he knew the road to, for he went thither daily, he said, to have a 
glass; a thing I could well helieve, or even two glasses. The man was 
hut tipsified when he went ; happily, when he returned, which was very 
late, he was drunk. I walked sentry : several Beaune men passed, all of 
whom asked me, if anything had befallen 1 I answered one of them, that 
it was an experiment ; that I had been sent from Paris to see whether a 
chaise would run with one wheel ; mine had come so far, but I was going 
to write that two wheels were preferable. At this moment my worthy 
friend struck his shin against the other wheel ; clapped liis hand on the 
hurt place; swore, as I had near done; and then said, smiling, “Ah, 
Monsieur, there is the other wheel 1 ” “ The devil there is ! ” said I, as if 
astonished. Another, after examining long, with a very capable air, 
informed me, “dfa foi^ Monsieur 1 it is your essV'* (meaning essim^ or 
axle) “ that is broken.” ^ 

Mirabeau's errand to Provence, in this winter-season, was several- 
fold. To look after the Mirabeau estates; to domesticate himself 
among his people and peers in that region; — perhaps to choose a 
wife. Lately, as we saw, the old Marquis could think of none 
suitable, if it were not the Empress Catherine. But Gabriel has 
ripened astonishingly since that, under this sunshine of paternal 



tl^Ernpress, it were very well to marry, the Marquis now thinks, 
provided your bride had money. A bride, not with money, yet with 
connexions, expectations, is found; and by stormy eloquence (Mar- 
quis seconding) is carried : woe worth the hour ! Her portrait, by 
the seconding Marquis himself, is not very captivating: ^Marie- 
‘ Emilie de Covet, only daughter of the Marquis de Marignane, in 
* her eighteenth year then ; she had a very ordinary face, even a 
‘vulgar one at the first glance; brown, nay almost tawny {mcmri- 
‘ caud ) ; fine eyes, fine hair ; teeth not good, but a prettyish con- 
‘ tinual smile ; figure small, but agreeable, though leaning a little 
‘ to one side ; showed great spriglitliness of mind, ingenuous, adroit, 
‘ delicate, lively, sportful ; one of the most essentially pretty cha- 
^ racters.’ This brown, almost tawny little woman, much of a fool 
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too, MiraLeau gets to wife, on the 2 2d of June 1/72. With her, 
and with a pension of 3,000 francs from his father-in-law, and one 
of 6,000 from his own father (say 5001 in all), and rich expect- 
ancies, he shall sit down, in the bottom of Provence, by his own 
hired hearth, in the town of Aix, and bless Heaven. ^ ^ 

Candour will admit that this young Alexander, just beginning 
his twenty-fourth year, might grumble a little, seeing only one such 
world to conquer. However, he had his books, he had his hopes ; 
health, faculty; a Universe (whereof even the town of Aix formed 
part) all rich with fruit and forbidden-fruit round him; the un- 
speakable ^ seed-field of Time ^ wherein to sow : he said to himself, 
Go to, I will be wise. And yet human nature is frail. ^One can 
judge too, whether the old Marquis, now coming into decided law- 
suit with his wife, was of a humour to forgive peccadilloes. The 
terrible, hoarsely calm, Ehadamanthine way in which he expresses 
himself on this matter of the lawsuit to his brother, and enjoins 


silence from all mortals but him, might affect weak nerves; wheie- 
fore, contrary to purpose, we omit it. 0 just Marquis I In fact, the 
Kiquetti household at this time can do little for frail human nature ; 
except, perhaps, make it fall faster. The Riquetti household is 
getting scattered ; not always led asunder, but driven and huiled 
asunder: the tornado times for it have begun. One daughter is 
Madame du Saillant (still living), a judicious sister: another is 
Madame de Cabris, not so judicious ; for, indeed, her husband has 
lawsuits, — owing to ‘ defamatory couplets ^ proceeding from him ; 
she gets ^ insulted on the public promenade of Grasse,’ by a certain 
Baron de Villeneuve-Moans, whom some defamatory couplet had 
touched upon;— all the parties in the business being fools. Nay, 
poor woman, she by and by, we find, takes-up with preternuptial 
persons ; with a certain Brianson in epaulettes, described candidly, 
by the Mis Ado])tif, as ' a man who —is not fit to be described. 

A young heir-apparent of all the Mirabeaus is required to make 
some figure; especially in marrying himself. The present young 
heir-apparent has nothing to make a figure with but bare five- 
hundred a-year, and very considerable debts. Old Mirabeau is hard 
as the Mosaic rock, and no wand proves miraculous on him; for 
trousseaus, cadeaus, foot-washings, festivities and house-heatings, he 
does simply not yield one sou. The heir must himself yield them. 
He does so, and handsomely : but, alas, the five-hundred a-year, and 
very considerable debts ? Quit Aix and dinner-giving ; retire to ffie* 
old Chateau in the gorge of two valleys 1 Devised and done. But 
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now, a young Wife nsed to the delicacies of life, ought she not to 
have some suite of rooms done-up for her? Upholsterers hammer 
and furbish; with effect; not without bills. Then the very con- 
siderable Jew-debts ! Poor Mirabeau sees nothing for it, but to run 
to the father-in-law with tears in his eyes; and conjure him to 
make those 'rich expectations ' in some measure fruitions. Forty- 
thousand francs ; to such length will the father-in-law, moved by 
these tears, by this fire-eloquence, table ready-money ; provided old 
Marquis Mirabeau, who has some provisional reversionary interest 
in the thing, will grant quittance. Old Marquis Mirabeau, written 
to in the most impassioned persuasive manner, answers by a letter, 
of the sort they call Sealed {Lettre de Oachet), ordering the 

impassioned Persuasive, under his Majesty's hand and seal, to 
bundle into Coventry as we should say, into Manosque as the 
Sealed Letter says ! — Farewell, thou old Chateau, with thy up- 
holstered rooms, on thy sheer rock, by the angry-flowing Durance : 
welcome, thou miserable little borough of Manosque, since hither 
Fate drives us 1 In Manosque, too, a man can live, and read ; can 
write an Essai sur U Bespotisme (and have it printed in Switzerland, 
1774) ; full of fire and rough vigour, and still worth reading. 

The Essay on Despotism, with so little of the EpMmdrides and 
Quesnay in it, could find but a hard critic in the old Marquis j 
snuffling-out something (one fancies) about 'Eeflex and reverbe- 
rance;' formulas getting snuffed-up; rash hare-brain treating 
matters that require age and gravity ; — ^however, let it pass. Un- 
happily there came other offences. A certain gawk, named Chevalier 
de Gassaud, accustomed to visit in the house at Manosque, sees 
good to commence a kind of theoretic flirtation with the little brown 
Wife, which she theoretically sees good to return. Billet meets 
billet; glance follows glance, crescendo allegro; — till the Plusband 
opens his lips, volcano-like, with a proposal to kick Chevalier de 
Gassaud out of doors. Chevalier de Gassaud goes unkicked, but not 
without some explosion or dclat : there is like to be a duel ; only 
that Gassaud, knowing what a sword this Riquetti wears, will not 
fight; and his father has to plead and beg. Generous Count, kill 
not my poor son : alas, already this most lamentable explosion itself 
has broken-off the finest marriage-settlement, and now the family 
will not hear of him 1 The generous Count, so ph^aded with, not 
only flings the duel to the winds, but gallops off, forgetful of the 
Lettre de Cachet, half-desperate, to plead ^\dth the marriage-family ; 
to preach with them, and pray, till they have taken poor Gassaud 
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into favour again* Prosperous in this, for nothing can resist' such 
pleading, he may now ride home more leisurely, with the conscious- 
ness of a right action for once. 

As we hint, this ride of his lies beyond the limits fixed in the 
royal Sealed Letter; but no one surely will mind it, no one will 
report it. A beautiful summer evening : 0 poor Gabriel, it is the 
last peaceably-prosperous ride thou shalt have for long, — perhaps 
almost ever in the world ! For lo ! who is this that comes curricling 
through the level yellow sunlight ; like one of Respectability, keep- 
ing Ills gig ? By Day and Night ! it is that base Baron, de Vil- 
leneuve-Moans, who insulted Sister Cabris in the promenade of 
Grasse 1 Human nature, without time for reflection, is liable to err. 
The swift-rolling gig is already in contact with one, the horse rear- 
ing against your horse ; and you dismount, almost wdthout know- 
ing. Satisfaction which gentlemen expect, Monsieur ! No ? Do I 
hear rightly No? In that case, Monsieur — And this wild Gabriel 
(Jiorresco reforens /) clutches the respectable Villeneuve-Moans ; and 
horse-whips him there, not emblematically only, but practically, on 
the king’s highway : seen of some peasants 1 Here is a message for 
Rumour to blow abroad. ^ 

Rumour blows, — to Paris as elsewhither: for answ^er, on the 
26th of June 1774, there arrives a fresh Sealed Letter of more 
emphasis ; there arrive with it grim catchpoles and their chaise : 
the Swallower of Formulas, snatched away from his wife, from his 
child then dying, from his last shadow of a home, even an exiled 
home, is trundling towards Marseilles; towards the Castle of If, 
which frowns-out among the waters in the roadstead there I Girt 
with the blue Mediterranean ; within iron stanchions ; cut-off from 
pen, paper, and friends, and men, except the Cerberus of the place, 
who is charged to be very sharp with him, there shall he sit : such 
virtue is in a Sealed Letter; so has the grim old Marquis ordered 
it. Our gleam of sunshine, then, is darkening miserably down? 
Down, 0 thou poor Mirabeau, to thick midnight ! Surely Formulas 
are all-too cruel on thee : thou art getting really into war with 
Formulas (terriblest of wars); and thou, by God’s help aiid the 
Devil’s, wilt make away with them, — in the terriblest manner ! 
From this hour, we say, thick and thicker darkness settles round 
poor Gabriel; his life-path growing ever painfuler; alas, growing 
ever more devious, beset hj ignes fattd, and lights not of Heaven. 
Such Alcides’ Labours have seldom been allotted to any inan:w^ 
Check thy hot frenzy, thy hot , tears, poor Mirabeau; adjust 
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tByself as it may be ; for there is no help. Autumn becomes loud 
winter, revives into gentle spring: tlie waves beat round the 
Jastle of If, at the mouth of Marseilles harbour; girdling in the 
unhappiest man. No, not the unhappiest : poor Gabriel has such 
a 'fond gaillard, basis of joy and gaiety;’ there is a deep fiery life 
in him, which no blackness of destiny can quench. The Cerberus 
of If, M. Dall^re, relents, as all Oerberuses do with him; gives 
paper, gives sympathy and counsel. Nay letters have already 
been introduced ; * buttoned in some scoundrel’s gaiters,’ the old 
Marquis says! On Sister du Saillant’s kind letter there fall 
'tears;’ nevertheless you do not always weep. You do better; 
write a brave Gold' Argeoifs Memoirs (quoted-from above); occupy 
yourself with projects and effox^ts. Sometimes, alas, you do worse, 
though in the other direction,— where Canteen-keepers have pretty 
wives! A mere peccadillo this of the frail fair CantinUre (accoi-d- 
ing to the Fils Ado;ptif)\ of which too much was made at the 
time. — Nor are juster consolations wanting, sisters and brothers 
bidding you be of hope. Our readers have heard Count Mirabeau 
designated as 'the elder of my lads: ’ what if we now exhibited 
the younger for one moment ? The Maltese Chevalier de Mirabeau, 
a rough son of the sea in those days : he also is a sad dog, but has 
the advantage of not being the elder. He has started from Malta, 
from a sick-bed, and got hither to Max’seilles, in the dead of winter; 
the link of Nature drawing him, shaggy sea-monster as he is. 

^It was a rough wind; none of the boatmen would leave the quay 
vith me : I induced two of them, more by bullyings than by money ; 
’\ r thou knowesfc I have no money, aild am well furnished, thank God, 
with the gift of speaking or stuttering. I reach the Castle of If : gates 
closed ; and the Lieutenant, as M. Dall^gre "was not there, tells me quite 
sweetly that I must return as I came. " Not, if you please, till I have 
seen Gabriel.” " It is not allowed.” — " I will write to him.” " Not that 
either.” — "Then I will wait for M. DalI6gre.” ‘'Just so; hut for four- 
aiid-twenty hours, not more.” Whereupon I take my resolution ; I go to 
La Mouret’ (the Canteen-keeper’s pretty wife); 'we agree that so soon 
as the tattoo is heat, I shall see this poor devil. I get to him, in fact ; 
not like a ^aladin^ but like a pickpocket or a gallant, which thou wilt ; 
and we unbosom ourselves. They bad been afraid that he -would heat 
my head to the temperature of his own : Sister Cabris, they do him little 
justice ; I can assure thee that while he was telling me his story, and 
when my rage broke out in these words : Though still weakly, I have 
two arms, strong enough to break M. Vilieneuve-Moans’s, or his cowardly 
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persecuting brother's at least,” be said to me, Mon a?7iz, tlioii wilt ruin 
Its both.” And, I confess, this consideration alone, perhaps, hindered 
the execution of a project, which could not have profited, which nothing 
but the fermentation of a head such as mine could excuse/ ^ 

Reader, this tarry young Maltese Chevalier is the Vicomte de 
Mirabeau, or Younger Mirabeau; whom all men heard of in the 
Revolution time, — offcenest by the more familiar name of 
Tonnemo, or Barrel Mirabeau, from his bulk, and the quantity of 
drink he usually held. It is the same Barrel Mirabeau who, in 
the States-General, broke his sword, because the Noblesse gave in, 
and chivalry was now ended : for in politics he was directly the 
opposite of his elder brother ; and spoke considerably as a public 
man, making men laugh (for he was a wild surly fellow, with 
much wit in him and much liquor) then went indignantly across 
the Rhine, and drilled Emigrant Regiments : but as he sat one 
morning in his tent, sour of stomach doubtless and of heart, medi- 
tating in Tartarean humour on the turn things took, a certain^ 
captain or subaltern demands admittance on business; is refused; 
again demands, and then again, till the Colonel Viscount Barrel 
Mirabeau, blazing up into a mere burning brandy-barrel, clutches 
his sword, and tumbles out on this canaille of an intruder, — alas, 
on the canaille of an intruder’s sword’s-point (who drew with swift 
dexterity), and dies, and it is all done with him! That was the 
fifth act of Barrel Miraheau’s life-tragedy, unlike, and yet like, 
this first act in the Castle of If; and so the curtain fell, the News- 
papers calling it ' apoplexy ’ and ‘ alarming accident.’ 

Brother and Sisters, thedittle brown Wife, the Cerberus of If, 
all solicit for a penitent unfortunate sinner. The old Marquis’s 
ear is deaf as that of Destiny. Solely by way of variation, not of 
alleviation, the rather as the If Cerberus too has been bewitched, 
he has this sinner removed, in May next, after some nine-months 
space, to the Castle of Joux; an ‘old owhs nest, with a few 
invalids,’ among the Jura Mountains. Instead of melancholy 
main, let him now try the melancholy granites (still capped with 
snow at this season), with their mists and owlets; and on the 
whole adjust himself as if for permanence or continuance there; 
on a pension of 1,200 francs, fifty pounds a-year, since he could 
not do with five-hundred ! Poor Mirabeau ;— and poor Mirabeau’s 
Wife ? Reader, the foolish little brown woman tires of soliciting 

^ Vol. il p. 43. 
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"lier child being buried, her husband buried alive, and her little 
brown self being still above ground and under twenty, she takes to 
recreation, theoretic flirtation; ceases soliciting, begins successful 
forgetting. The marziage, cut asunder that day the catchpole 
chaise drew up at Manosque, will never come together again, in 
spite of efforts ; but flow onwards in two separate streams, to lose 
itself in the frightfulest sand-deserts. Husband and wife never 
more saw each other with eyes. 

Not far from the melancholy Castle of Joux lies the little 
melancholy borough of Pontarlier ; whither our Prisoner has leave, 
on his parole, to walk when he chooses. A melancholy little 
borough; yet in it is a certain Monnier Household; whereby 
hangs, and will hang, a tale. Of old M. Monnier, respectable 
legal President, now in his seventy-fifth year, we shall say less 
than of his wife, Sophie Monnier (once De Euffey, from Dijon, 
sprung fi’om legal Presidents there), who is still but short way out 
of her teens. Yet she has been married, or seemed io be manied, 
four years : one of the loveliest sad-heroic women of this or any 
district of country. What accursed freak of Fate brought January 
and May together here once again ? Alas, it is a custom there, 
good reader ! Thus the old Naturalist Buffon, who, at the age of 
sixty-three (what is called ‘the Saint-Martin's summer of incipient 
‘ dotage and new-myrtle garlands,' which visits some men), w^ent 
ransacking the country for a young wife, had very nearly got this 
identical Sophie; but did get another, known as Madame de 
Buffon, well known to Philip Egalit^ having turned out ill 
Sophie de Ruffey loved wise men, hut not at that extremely 
advanced period of life. However, the question for her is : Does 
she love a Convent better? Her mother and father are rigidly 
devout, and idgidly vain and poor; the poor giid, sad-heroic, is 
probably a kind of free-thinker. And now, old President Monnier 
‘ quarrelling with his daughter; ' and then coming over to Pontarlier 
with gold-bags, marriage-settlements, and the prospect of dying 
soon ? It is that same miserable tale, often sung against, often 
spoken against; very miserable indeed ! 

But fancy what an effect the fiery eloquence of a Mirabeau 
produced in this sombre Household : one's young girl-dreams in- 
carnated, most unexpectedly, in this wild-glowing mass of man- 
hood, though rather ugly ; old Monnier himself gieaming-up into 
a kind of vitality to hear him ! Or fancy whether a sad-heroic 
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face, glancing on yon \Yith a tHankfulness like to become glad- ■ 

heroic, were not ? Mirabeau felt, by known symptoms, that 

the sweetest, fatalest incantation was stealing over him, -which 
could lead only to the devil, for all parties interested. He wrote 
to his wife, entreating in the name of Heaven, that she would 
come to him : thereby might the ' sight of his duties ’ fortify him ; 
he meanwhile' would at least forbear Pontarlier. The wife ‘an- 
' swerecl by a few icy lines, indicating, in a covert way, that she 
^thought me not in my wits.’ He ceases forbearing Pontarlier; 
sweeter is it than the owTs nest : he returns thither, with sweeter 
and ever sweeter w^elcome ; and so — ! — 

Old Monnier saw nothing, or winked hard; — not so our old 
foolish Commandant of the Castle of Joux. He, though kind to 
his prisoner formerly, ‘had been making some pretensions to 
‘Sophie himself; he was but forty or five-and-forty years older 
‘than I; my ugliness was not greater than his; and I had the 
‘ advantage of being an honest man.’ Green-eyed Jealousy, in the 
shape of this old ugly Commandant, warns Monnier by letter; 
also, on some thin pretext, restricts Mirabeau henceforth to the 
four walls of Joux. Mirabeau flings back such restriction, in an 
indignant Letter to this green-eyed Commandant; indignantly 
steps over into Switzerland, which is but a few miles off ; — returns, 
however, in a day or two (it is dark January 1776), covertly to 
Pontarlier. There is an explosion, what they call klat, Sophie 
Monnier, sharply dealt with, resists ; avows her love for Gabriel 
Honore; asserts her right to love him, her purpom to continue 
.doing it. She is sent home to Dijon; Gabriel Honore covertly 
follows her thither. 

Explosions: what a continued series of explosions, — through 
winter, spring, summer! There are tears, devotional exercises, 
threatenings to commit suicide ; there are stolen interviews, perils, 
proud avow’-als and lowly concealments. He on Lis part ‘ volun- 
tarily constitutes himself prisoner;’ and does other haughty, 
vehement things; some Commandants behaving honourably, and 
some not : one Commandant (old Marquis Mirabeau of the Chateau 
of Bignon) getting ready his thunderbolts in the distance I ‘ I 
‘have been lucky enough to obtain Mont Saint-Michel, in ISTor- 
‘ mandy,’ says the old Marquis : ‘ I think that prison good, because 
‘there is first the Castle itself, then a ring- work all round -the 
‘ mountain; and, after that, a pretty long passage among the san( 

‘ where you need guides, to avoid being drowned in the quicksanct^*^ 
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,/Yes, it rises there, that Mountain of Saint-Micliel, and Mountain 
of Misery ; towering sheer up, like a bleak Pisgah with outlooks 
only into desolation, sand, salt-water and despair ^ Fly, thou poor 
Gabriel Honore I Thou poor Sophie, return to Pontaiiier ; for 
Convent-walls too are cruel ! 

Gabriel flies ; and indeed there fly with him Sister Cabris and 
her preternuptial epauletted Brianson, who are already in flight 
for their own behoof: into deep thickets and covered wa3'S, wide 
over the South-west of France. Marquis Mirabeau, thinking with 
a fond sorrow of Mont Saint-Michel and its quicksands, chooses 
the two best bloodhounds the Police of Paris has (Inspector 
Brugniere and another) ; and, unmuzzling them, cries : Hunt ! — 
Man being a venatory creature, and the Chase perennially interest- 
ing to him, we have thought it might be good to present certain 
broken glimpses of this man-hunt through the South-west of 
France; of which, by a singular felicity, some Narrative exists, 
in the shape of official reports, very ill-spelt and otherwise curious, 
wudtten down sectionally by the chief slot-hound himself, for 
transmittal to the chief huntsman eyeing it intently from the 
distance. It is not every day that there is such game afield as 
a Gabriel Honore, such a huntsman tallyhoing in the distance 
as old Marquis Mirabeau ; or that you have a hound who can, in 
never so bad spelling, tell you what his notions of the business are : 

< On arriving at Dijon, I went to see Madame la Pr&idente Rnfley, 
to gather new informations from her. Madame informed me that there 
was in the town a certain Chevalier de Macon, a half-pay officer, who 
•was the Sieur Mirabeau’s friend, his companion and confidant, and that 
if any one could get acquainted with liim ^ — ‘ Tlie Sieur Brugniere 
went therefore to lodge at this Macon’s inn ; finds means to get acquainted 
with him, affecting the same tastes, following him to fencing-rooms, 
billiard-tables and other such places.’ — 

^ Accordingly, on reaching Geneva, we learn that the Sieur Mirabeau 
did arrive there on the 5th of June. He left it for Thonon in Savoy; 
two women in men’s-clothes came asking for him, and they all went 
away together, by Chambery, and thence by Turin. At Thonon -we 
could not learn what road they had taken; so secret are they, and 
involve themselves in all manner of detours. After three days of in- 
credible fatigue, we discover the man that had driven them : it is back 
to Geneva that they are gone; we hasten hither again, and have good 
hope of finding them now.’ — Hope fallacious as before 1 

^ See Memo ires de Madame de Genlis, iii. 201, 
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is positively the prime necessity for all men, and all women and cliil-" 
dren, in these days, who would have their souls live, were it even 
feebly, and not die of the detestablest asphyxia, — as in carbonic 
vapour, the more horrible, for breathing of, the more clean it looks. 

That the Farlement of Besan^on indicted Mirabeau for rapt ct 
wl, abduction and robbery ; that they condemned him ^ in contu- 
macious absence/ and went the length of beheading a Paper EfSgy 
of him, was perhaps extremely suitable; — but not to be dwelt on 
here. Neither do we pry curiously into the garret-life in Hoilan 
and Amsterdam; being straitened for room. The wild man ar 
his beautiful sad-heroic woman lived out their romance of reality, 
as well as was to he expected. Hot tempers go not always softly 
together; neither did the course of true love, either in wedlock or 
in elopement, ever run smooth. Yet it did run, in this instance, 
copious, if not smooth ; with quarrel and reconcilement, tears and 
heart-effusion; 'sharp tropical squalls, and also the gorgeous 
effulgence and exuberance of general tropical weather. It was 
like a little Paphos islet in the middle of blackness; the very 
danger and despair that environed it made the islet blissful; — 
even as in virtue of death, life to the fretfulest becomes tolerable, 
becomes sweet, death being so nigh. At any hour, might not 
king’s exempt or other dread alguazil knock at our garret establish- 
ment, here ‘in the Kalbe^trand, Lequesne the tailor’s/ and 
dissolve it? Gabriel toils for Dutch booksellers; bearing their 
heavy load; translating WaUonh Philip Second; doing endless 
Gibeonite work : earning, however, his gold louis a-day, Sophie 
sews and scours beside him, with her soft fingers, not grudging it : 
in hard toils, in trembling joys begirt with terrors, with one terror,* 
that of being parted, — their days roll swiftly on. For eight 
tropical months! — ^Ah, at the end of some eight months (14th 
May 1777) enter the alguazil! *He is in the shape of Brugnike^ 
our old slot-hound of the South-west ; the swelling of his legs is 
fallen now; this time the human mind has been able to manage 
it He carries King s orders, High Mightiness’s sanctions ; sealed 
parchments. Gabriel Honor4 shall be carried this way, Sophie 
that; Sophie, like to be a mother, shall behold him no more* 
Desperation, even in the female character, can go no farther : £.he 
will kill herself that hour, as even the slot-hound believes, — had 
■ not the very slot-hound, in mercy, undertaken that they should 
have some means of correspondence ; that hope should not utterly 7 
be cut away With embracings and interjections, sobbings that. 
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-cjgnnot be Tittered, they tear themselves asunder, stony Paris now 
nigh : Mirabeau towards his prison of Vincennes ; Sophie to some 
milder Convent-parlour relegation, there to await what Fate, very 
minatory at this time, will see good to bring. 

Conceive the giant Mirabeau locked fast, then, in Doubting- 
castle of Vincennes; his hot soul surging-up, wildly breaking itself 
against cold obstruction ; the voice of his despair reverberated on 
him by dead stone walls. Fallen in the eyes of the world, the 
ambitious haughty man ; his fair life-hopes from without all spoiled 
and become foul ashes : and from within, — what he has done, 
what he has parted with and 'Z6?^done ! Deaf as Destiny is a 
Ehadamanthine father ; inaccessible even to the attempt at plead- 
ing. Heavy doors have slammed-to ; their bolts growling Woe to 
thee ! Great Paris sends eastward its daily multitudinous hum ; in 
the evening sun thou seest its w'^eathercocks glitter, its old grim 
towers and fuliginous life-breath all gilded: and thout — Neither 
evening nor morning, nor change of day nor season, brings deliver- 
aiTce. Forgotten of Earth; hot too hopefully remembered of 
Heaven ! No passionate Pater-Peccam can rhove an old Marquis ; 
deaf he as Destiny. Thou must sit there. — For forty-two months, 
by the great Zodiacal Horologe ! The heir of the Riquettis, sinful, 
and yet more sinned against, has worn-out his wardrobe ; complains 
that his clothes get looped and windowed, insufficient against the 
weather. His eye-sight is failing; the family disorder, nephritis^' 
afflicts him; the doctors declare horse-exercise essential to pre- 
serve life. Within the walls, then! answers the old Marquis. 
Count de Mirabeau ‘ rides in the garden of forty paces ; * with 
quick turns, hamperedly, overlooked by donjons and high stone 
barriers. 

And yet fancy not Mirabeau spent his time in mere wailing and 
raging. Far from that I — 

To whine, put finger the eye, and sob, 

Because he had ne^er another tub, 

was in no case Miraheau’s method, more than Diogenes’s. Other- 
such wild-glowing mass of life, which you might beat with Cyclops’ 
hammers (and, alas, not beat the dross out of), was not in Europe 
at that time. Call him not the strongest man then living; for 
.light, as we said, and not fire, is the strong thing: yet call him 
itrong too, very strong ; and for toughness, tenacity, vivaciousness 
nd a fond gaillard, call him toughest of all Raging passions, 
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ill-goyerned ; reckless tumult from within, merciless oppression 
from without ; ten men might have died of what this Gabriel 
Honore did not yet die of. Police-captain Lenoir allowed him, 
in mercy and according to engagement, to correspond with Sophie ; 
the condition was, that the letters should be seen by Lenoir, and 
be returned into his keeping. Mirabeau corresponded ; in fire and 
tears, copiously, not Werter-like, but Mirabeau-like. Then he 
had penitential petitions, Pater-Peccavis to write, to get presented 
and enforced ; for which end all manner of friends must be urged : 



correspondence enough. Besides, he could read, though very 
limitedly: he could even compose or compile; extracting, %ot in 
the manner of the bee, from the very Bible and Dom Calmet, a 
*BiUion Proticon,' which can be recommended to no woman or 
man. The pious Fils Adoptif drops a veil over his face at this 
scandal; and says lamentably that there is nothing to be said. 
As for the Correspondence with Sophie, it lay in Lenoir’s 
forgotten; but was found there by Manuel, Procureur of the 
Commune in 1792, when so many desks flew open, and by him- 
given to the world. A book which fair sensibility (rather in a 
private way) loves to weep over : not this reviewer, to any con- 
siderable extent ; not at all here, in his present strait for room. 
Good love-letters of their kind notwithstanding. 

But if anything can swell farther the tears of fair sensibility 
over Mirabeau s Correspondence of Vincennes, it must be this : the 
issue it ended in. After a space of years, these two lovers, wrenched 
asunder in Holland, and allowed to correspond that they might 
not poison themselves, met again: it was under cloud of night; 
in Sophie’s apartment, in the conntry ; Mirabeau, ' disguised as a 
porter,’ had come thither from a considerable distance. And they 
flew into each other s arms ; to weep their child dead, their long 
unspeakable woes? Not at all. They stood, arms stretched 
oratorically, calling one another to account for causes of jealousy; 
grew always louder, arms set a-kimbo; and parted quite loud, 
never to meet more on earth. In September 1789, Mirabeau had 
risen to be a world’s wonder : and Sophie, far from him, had sunk 
out of the world’s sight, respected only in the little town of Gien. 
On the 9th night of September, Mirabeau might be thundering in 
the Versailles Salle des Menus, to be reported of all Journals on 
the morrow ; and Sophie, twice disappointed of new marriage, the 
sad-heroic temper darkened now into perfect black, was reclining, 
self-tied to her sofa, with a pan of charcoal burning near ; to die 
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5,s the unhappy die. Said we not, ‘the course of true love never 
did run smooth * ? 

However, after two-and-forty months, and negotiations, and 
more intercessions than in Catholic countries wili free a soul out 
of Purgatory, Mirabeau is once more delivered from the strong 
place : not into his own home (home, wife and the whole Past are 
far parted from him); not into his father’s home; but forth;— 
hurled forth, to seek his fortune Ishmael-like in the wide hunting- 
field of the world. Consider him, 0 reader ; thou wilt find him very 
notable. A disgraced man, not a broken one; ruined outwardly, 
not ruined inwardly ; not yet, for there is no ruining of him on 
that side. Such a buoyancy of radical fire and fond gaillaQ'‘d]iQ 
has; with his dignity and vanity, levity, solidity, with his virtues 
and his vices, what a front he shows ! You would say, he hates 
not a jot, in these sad circumstances, of what he claimed from 
Fortune, but rather enlarges it: his proud soul, so galled, de- 
formed by manacles and bondage, flings away its prison-gear, 
baunds-forth to the figbt again, as if victory, after all, were certain. 
Post-horses to Pontarlier and the Besangon Parlement; that that 
‘ sentence by contumacy w’ be annulled, and the Pap 5 ^^ Effigy have 
its Head, stuck on again 1 The wild giant, said to be ‘ absent by 
contumacy,’ sits voluntarily in the Pontarlier Jail; thunders in 
pleadings which make Parlementeers quake, and all France listen ; 
aud the Head reunites itself to the Paper EfiSgy with apologies. 
Monnier and the De Ruffeys know who is the most impudent man 
alive : the world, with astonishment, who is one of the ablest. 

Even the old Marquis snuffles approval, though with qualifica- 
^ tion. Tough old man, he has lost his own world-famous Lawsuit 
and other lawsuits, with ruinous expenses : has seen his fortune 
and projects fail, and even & cacAeif turn-out not always 

satisfactory or sanatory : wherefore he summons his children about 
him; and, really in a very serene way, declares himself invalided, 
fit only for the chimney-nook now ; to sit patching his old mind 
together again (d relonter sa UU, d se remcdrepQce dpUee) : advice 
and countenance they, the deserving part of them, shall always 
enjoy; but lettres de cachet^ or other the like benefit and guidance, 
not any more. Right so, thou best of old Marquises! There he 
^ rests, then, like the still evening of a thundery day; thunders no 
more; but rays-forth many a curiously-tinted light-beam and 
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virtues, let it not be forgotten that he loved this old father warmly 
to the end; and forgave his cruelties, or forgot them in kind 
interpretation of them. 

For the Pontailier Paper EfiSgy, therefore, it is well : and yet a 
man lives not comfortably without money. Ah, were one's marriage 
not disrupted ; for the old father-in-law wdll soon die ; those rich 
expectations were then fruitions! The ablest, not the most 
shamefaced man in France, is off, next spring (1783), to Aix; 
stirring Parlement and Heaven and Earth there, to have his wife 
hack. How he worked; with what nobleness and courage (accord- 
ing to the Mk AdopUf)ygmxi^^ \VQY \. ! The sound of him is spread 
over France and over the world; English travellers, high foreign 
lordships, turning aside to Aix; and ‘multitudes gathered even on 
the roofs' to hear him, the Court-house being crammed to burst- 
ing I Demosthenic fire and pathos ; penitent husband calling for 
forgiveness and restitution re claquedents et im foil 

rays-forth the old Marquis from the chimney-nook ; ‘ a chatter- teeth 
and madman 1 ' The world and Parlement thought not that ; knew 
not what to think, if not that this was the questionablest able 
man they had ever heard ; and, alas, still farther, — that his cause 
was mit&mUe. No wife, then ; and no money 1 From this second 
attack on Fortune, Mirabeau returns foiled, and worse than, 
before; resourceless, for now the old Marquis too again eyes him 
askance. He must hunt Ishmael-Iike, as we said. Whatso- 
ever of wit or strength he has within himself will stand true to 
him; on that he can count; unfortunately on almost nothing but 
that, 

Miraheau's life for the next five years, which creeps troublous, 
obscure, through several of these Eight Volumes, will probably, in 
the One right Volume which they hold imprisoned, be delineated, 
briefly. It is the long-drawn practical improvement of the sermon 
already preached in Rh4 in If, in Joux, in Holland, in Vincennes 
and elsewhere. A giant man in the flower of his years, in the 
winter of liis j)rospects, has to see how he will reconcile these two 
contradictions. With giant energies and talents, with giant virtues 
even, he, burning to unfold himself, has got put into his hands, for 
implements and means to do it with, disgiuce, contumely, obstruc- 
tion ; character elevated only as Haman was ; purse full only of 
debt-summonses; household, home and possessions, as it were, 
sown with salt; Ruin's ploughshare furrowing too deeply himself 
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''and all tliat was liis. Under these, and not under other conditions, 
shall this man now live and struggle. 

Well might he ‘ weep ’ long afterwards (though not given to the 
melting mood), thinking over, with Dumont, how his life had been 
blasted, by himself, by others ; and was now so defaced and thunder- 
riven, no glory could make it whole again. Truly, as we often 
say, a weaker, and yet very strong man, might have died, — by 
hypochondria, by brandy, or by arsenic : but Mirabeau did not die. 
The world is not his friend, nor the world’s law and formula? It 
will be his enemy, then ; his conqueror and master not altogether. 
There are strong men who can, in case of necessity, make away 
with formulas Us formidei), and yet find a habitation 

behind them: these are the very strong; and Miraheau was of 
these. The world’s esteem having gone quite against him, and most 
circles of society, with their codes and regulations, pronouncing 
little but anathema on him, he is nevertheless not lost ; he does not 
sink to desperation ; not to dishonesty, or pusillanimity, or splenetic 
aridity. Nowise! In spite of the world, he is a living strong 
man there : the world cannot take from him his just consciousness 
of himself, his warm open-hearted feeling towards others; there 
are still limits, on all sides, to which the world and the devil 
cannot drive him. The giant, we say! How he stands, like a 
mountain; thunder-riven, but broad-based, rooted in the Earth’s 
(in Nature’s) own rocks; and will not tumble prostrate ! So true 
is it what a moralist has said : ' One could not wish any man to 
‘fall into a fault; yet is it often precisely after a fault, or a crime 
‘even, that the morality which is in a man first unfolds itself, and 
^ what of strength he as a man possesses, now when all else is gone 
‘ from him.’ 

Mirabeau, through these dim years, is seen wandering from place 
to place; in France, Germany, Holland, England; finding no rest 
for the sole of his foot. It is a life of shifts and expedients, atb jour 
U jour. Extravagant in his expenses, thriftless, swimming in a 
welter of debts and difficulties ; for which he has to provide by 
fierce industry, by skill in financiership. The man’s revenue is 
his wits; he has a pen and a head; and, happily for him, ‘is the 
demon of the impossible.’ At no time is he without some blazing 
project or other, which shall warm and illuminate far and wide; 
which too often blazes-out ineffectual; which in that case he re- 
places and renews, for his hope is inexhaustible. He writes 
Pamphlets unweariedly as a steam-engine; on The Ojpening of the- 
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Sckdclt, and Kaiser Joseph ; on The Order of Gincinnahcs, and Wash- 
ington; on Cotmt Gagliostro, and the Diamond Necklace. Innu- 
merable are the helpers and journeymen, respectable Mauvillons, 
respectable Dumonts, whom he can set working for him on such 
matters; it is a gift he has. He writes Books, in as many as eight 
volumes, which are properly only a larger kind of pamphlets. He 
has polemics with Caron Beaumarchais on the water-company of 
Paris; lean Caron shooting sharp arrows into him, which he 
responds to demoniacally, ‘flinging hills with all their woods.' 

He is intimate with many men ; ‘ his terrible gift of familiarity,' 
his joyous courtiership and faculty of pleasing, do not forsake him : 
but it is a questionable intimacy, granted to the man's talents, in 
spite of his character : a relation which the proud Kiquetti, not the 
humbler that he is poor and ruined, correctly feels. With still 
more women is he intimate ; girt with a whole system of intrigues 
in that sort, wherever he abide ; seldom travelling without a — wdfe 
(let us call her) engaged by the year, or during mutual satisfac- 
tion. On this large department of Mirabeau's history, what can 
you say, except that his incontinence was great, enormous, entirely 
indefensible ? If any one please (which we do not) to be present, 
with the Fils Adoptif at ‘ the autopsie ' and post-mortem examina- 
tion, he will see curious documents on this head ; and to what 
depths of penalty Nature, in her just self-vindication, can some- 
times doom men. The Fils Adoptif is very sorry. To the kind 
called unfortunate-females, it would seem nevertheless, this unfor- 
tunate-male had an aversion amounting to complete nolo-tangcre. 

The old Marquis sits apart in the chimney-nook, observant: 
what this roaming, unresting, rebellious Titan of a Count may ever 
prove of use for ? If it be not, 0 Marquis, for the General Over- 
turn, Gidhite GSnSrale? He is swallowing Formulas; getting end- 
less acquaintance with the Realities of things and men : in audacity, 
in recklessness, he will not, it is like, be wanting. The old Marquis 
rays-out curious observations on life ; — ^yields no effectual assistance 
of money. 

Ministries change and shift; but nevex’, in the new deal, does 
there turn-up a good card for Mirabeau. Necker he does not love, 
nor is love lost between them. Plausible Calonne hears him 
Stentor-like denouncing stock-jobbing {JD&nonciation de I’ Agiotage); 
communes with him, corresponds with him ; is glad to get him 
sent, in some semi-ostensible or spy-diplomatist character, to 
Berlin; in any way to have him stopped and quieted. The great 
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ITrederic was still on the scene, though now very near the side- 
scenes : the wiry thin Drill-sergeant of the World, and the broad 
burly Mutineer of the World, glanced into one another with 
amazement ; the one making entrance, the other making exit. To 
this Berlin business we owe pamphlets; we owe Correspondences 
('surreptitiously published" — with consent) : we owe (brave Major 
Mauvillon serving as hodman) the Monarchic 'Frmsimne, a Pam- 
phlet in some eight octavo volumes, portions of which are still well 
worth reading. 

Generally, on first making personal acquaintance with Mirabeau 
as a writer or speaker, one is not a little surprised. Instead of 
Irish oratory, with tropes and declamatory fervid feeling, such as 
the rumour one has heard gives prospect of, you are astonished to 
meet a certain hard angular distinctness, a totally unornamented 
force and massiveness : clear perspicuity, strong perspicacity, con- 
viction that wishes to convince, — this beyond all things, and in- 
stead of all things. You would say the primary character of those 
utterances, nay of the man himself, is sincerity and insight; 
strength, and the honest use of strength. Which indeed it is, 0 
reader 1 Mirabeau's spiritual gift will be found, on examination, to 
be verily an honest and a great one ; far the strongest, best practical 
intellect of that time; entitled to rank among the strong of all 
times. These books of his ought to be riddled,' like this book of 
the Mis Adoptif. There is precious matter in them; too good to 
lie hidden among shot-rubbish. Hear this man on any subject, 
you will find him worth considering. He has words in him, 
rough deliverances ; such as men do not forget. As thus : ' I know 
' but three ways of living in this world : by wages for work ; by 
‘ begging ; thii-dly, by stealing (so named, or not so named)." Again : 
'Malebranche saw all things in ,God; and M. Necker sees all 
'things in Necker!" There are nicknames of Mirabeau"s worth 
whole treatises. " Grandison-Cromwell Lafayette .* " write a volume 
on the man, as many volumes have been written, and try to say 
more 1 It is the best likeness yet drawn of him, — by a flourish 
and two dots. Of such inexpressible advantage is it that a man 
have ^ an eye, instead of a pair of spectacles merely ; " that, seeing 
through the formulas of things, and even 'making away" with 
many a formula, he see into the thing itself, and so know it and 
he master of it 1 

As the 3 ^ears roll on, and that portentous decade of the Eighties, 
or ‘Era of Hope," draws towards completion, and it becomes ever 
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more evident to Mirabeau that great things are in the wind, we 
find his wanderings, as it were, quicken. Suddenly emerging out 
of Night and Cimmeria, he dashes-down on the Paris world, time 
after time; flashes into it with that fire-glance of his; discerns 
that the time is not yet come; and then merges back again. 
Occasionally his pamphlets provoke a fulmination and order of 
arrest, wherefore he must merge the faster. Nay, your Calonne is 
good enough to signify it beforehand : On such and such a day I 
shall order you to be arrested ; pray make speed therefore. When 
the Notables meet, in the spring of 1787, Mirabeau spreads his 
pinions, alights on Paris and Versailles ; it seems to him he ought 
to be secretary of those Notables. No ! friend Dupont de Nemours 
gets it: the time is not yet come. It is still but the time of 
‘ Crispin-Catiline ’ d'Espremenil, and other such animal-magnetic 
persons. Nevertheless, the reverend Talleyrand, judicious Dukes, 
liberal noble friends not a few, are sure that the time will come. 
Abide thy time. 

Hark! On the 27th of December 1788, here finally is the 
long-expected announcing itself: royal Proclamation definitively 
convoking the States-General for May next ! Need we ask whether 
Mirabeau bestirs himself now ; whether or not he is off to Provence, 
to the Assembly of Noblesse there, with all his faculties screwed 
to the sticking-place ? One strong dead-lift pull, thou Titan, and 
perhaps thou carriest it ! How Mirabeau wrestled and strove under 
these auspices ; speaking and contending all day, writing pamphlets, 
paragraphs, all night ; also suffering much, gathering his wild soul 
together, motionless under reproaches, under drawn swords even, 
lest his enemies throw him off his guard; how he agitates and 
represses, unerringly dextrous, sleeplessly unwearied, and is a very 
Memon of the impossible,’ let all readers fancy. With ‘ a body of 
* Noblesse more ignorant, greedier, more insolent than any I have 
‘ever seen,’ the Swallower of Formulas was like to have rough 
work. We must give his celebrated flinging-up of the bandful of 
dust, when they drove him out by overwhelming majority : 

‘ What have I done that was so criminal ? I have wished that my 
Order \Yere wise enough to give today what will infallibly he wrested 
from it tomorrow ; that it should receive the merit and glory of sanction- 
ing the assemblage of the Three Orders, which all Provence loudly 
demands. This is the crime of your “ enemy of peace ’’ ! Or rather, I 
have ventured to believe that the people might be in the right. Ah, 
doubtless, a patrician soiled with such a thought deserves vengeance I 
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■a3at I am still guiltier tliaa you tMnkj for it is my belief tliat tlie peo2^1e 
wbicb complains is always in the right; that its indefatigable patience 
invariably waits the uttermost excesses of oppression, before it can de- 
termine on resisting; that it never resists long enough to obtain complete 
redress; and does not sufficiently know that to strike its enemies into 
terror and submission, it has only to stand still; that the most innocent 
as the most invincible of all powers is the power of refusing to do. I 
believe after this manner ; punish the enemy of peace ! 

‘ But you, ministers of a God of peace, who are ordained to bless and 
not to curse, and yet have launched your anathema on me, without even 
the attempt at enlightening me, at reasoning with me ! And you, “ friends 
of peace,” who denounce to the people, with all vehemence of hatred, the 
one defender it has yet found, out of its own ranks; — ^who, to bring about 
concord, are filling capital and province with placards calculated to arm 
the rural districts against the towns, if your deeds did not refute your 
writings; — who, to prepare ways of conciliation, protest against the royal 
Eegulation for convoking the States-General, because it grants the people 
as many deputies as both the other orders, and against all that the coming 
iSTational Assembly shall do, unless its laws secure the triumph of your 
preNnsions, the eternity of your privileges ! Disinterested ^‘' friends of 
peace ” ! I have appealed to your honour, and summon you to state what 
expressions of mine have offended against either the respect we owe to 
the royal authority or to the nation’s right Nobles of Provence, Europe, 
is attentive ; weigh well your answer. Men of God, beware ; God hears 
you! 

‘ And if you do not answer, but keep silence, shutting yourselves up 
in the vague declamations you have hurled at me, then allow me to add 
-one word. 

‘ In all countries, in all times, aristocrats have implacably persecuted 
the people’s friends ; and if, by some singular combination of fortune, 
there chanced to arise such a one in their own circle, it was he above all 
whom they struck at, eager to inspire wider terror by the elevation of 
tbeir victim. Thus perished the last of the Gracchi by the hands o| the 
patricians ; but, being struck with the mortal stab, he flung dust towards 
Heaven, and called on the Avenging Deities ; and from this dust sprang 
Marius, — Marius not so illustrious for exterminating the Cimhri as for 
overturning in Eome the tyranny of the Noblesse 1 ’ 

There goes some foolish story of Mirabeau^s having now opened 
a cloth-shop in Marseilles, to ingratiate himself with the Third 
Estate ; wdiereat we have often laughed. The image of Mirabeau 
measuring out drapery to mankind, and deftly snipping at tailors’ 
measures, has something pleasant for the mind. So that, though 
there is not a shadow of truth in this story, the very lie may justly 
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sustain itself for a wliile/ia the character of lie. Far otherwise 
was the reality there: ‘voluntary guard of a hundred men;' 
Provence crowding by the ten-thousand round his chariot-wheels; 
explosions of rejoicing musketry, heaven-rending acclamation ; 
‘people paying two louis for a place at the window'! Hunger 
itself (very considerable in those days) he can pacify by speech. 
Violent meal-mobs at Marseilles and at Aix, unmanageable by fire- 
arms and governors, he smooths-down by the word of his mouth ; 
the governor soliciting him, though unloved. It is as a Roman 
Triumph, and more. He is chosen deputy for two places ; has to 
decline Marseilles, and honour Aix. Let his enemies look and 
wonder, and sigh forgotten by him. For this Mirabeau too the 
career at last opens. 

At last! Does not the benevolent reader, though never so 
unambitious, sympathise a little with this poor brother mortal in 
such a case ? Victory is always joyful ; but to think of such a 
man, in the hour when, after twelve Hercules' Labours, he does 
finally triumph 1 So long he fought with the many-headed coil of- 
Lernean serpents; and, panting, wrestled and wrang with it for 
life or death, — forty long stern years; and now he has it under 
his heel! The mountain-tops are scaled, are scaled; where the 
man climbed, on sharp flinty precipices, slippery, abysmal; in 
^ darkness, seen by no kind eye, — amid the brood of dragons ; and 
the heart, many times, was like to fail within him, in his loneliness, 
in his extreme need: yet he climbed, and climbed, gluing his 
* footsteps in his blood; and now, behold, Hyperion-like he has 
scaled it, and on the summit shakes his glittering shafts of war ! 
What a scene and new kingdom for him; all bathed in auroral 
radiance of Hope; far-stretching, solemn, joyful : what wild Mem- 
non's music, from the depths of Nature, comes toning through 
the soul raised suddenly out of strangling death into victory and 
life 1 The very bystander, we think, might weep, with this Mirabeau, 
tears of joy. 

Which, alas, will become tears of sorrow ! For kno^v, 0 Son of 
Adam (and Son of Lucifer, with that accursed ambition of thine), 
that they are all a delusion and piece of demonic necromancy, these 
same auroral splendours, enchantments and Memnon's tones ! The 
thing thou as mortal wantest is equilibrium, what is called rest or 
;peace ; which, God knows, thou wilt never get so. Happy they that 
find it without such searching. But in some twenty-three months ^ 
more, of blazing solar splendour and conflagration, this Mirabeau 
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will be aslies ; sud lie opaque, in the Pantheon of great men (or 
fiSiy, French Pantheon of considerable, or even of considered and 
small-noisy men), — at rest nowhere, save on the lap of his mother 
Earth. There are to whom the gods, in their bounty, give glory; 
but far oftener is it given in wrath, as a curse and a poison; dis- 
turbing the whole inner health and industry of the man; leading 
onward through dizzy staggerings and tarantula jiggings, — towards 
no saint’s shrine. Truly, if Death did not intervene ; or still more 
happily, if Life and the Public were not a blockhead, and sudden 
unreasonable oblivion were not to follow that sudden unreasonable 
glory, and beneficently, though most painfully, damp it down, — one 
sees not where many a poor glorious man, still more many a poor 
glorious woman, could terminate, — far short of Bedlam. 

On the 4th day of May 1789, Madame de Stael, looking from a 
window in the main street of Versailles, amid an assembled world, 
as the Deputies walked in procession from the church of Notre- 
Dame to that of St. Louis, to hear High Mass, and be constituted 
States-General, saw this: ‘Among these Nobles who had been 
‘deputed to the Third Estate, above all others the Comte de 
‘ Mirabeau. The opinion men had of his genius was singularly 
‘ augmented by the fear entertained of his immorality ; and yet it 
‘was this very immorality which straitened the influence his 
‘ astonishing faculties were to secure him. You could not but look 
‘ long at this man, when once you had noticed him : his immense 
‘ black head of hair distinguished him among them all ; you would 
‘ have said his force depended on it, like that of Samson : his face 
‘borrowed new expression from its very ugliness; his whole person 
‘ gave you the idea of an irregular power, but a power such as you 
‘ would figure in a Tribune of the People.'’ 

Mirabeau’s history through the first twenty-three months of the 
Revolution falls not to be written here : yet it is well worth writing 
somewhere. The Constituent Assembly, when his name was first 
read out, received it with murmurs ; not knowing what they mur- 
mured at 1 This honourable member they were murmuring over 
was the member of all members; the august Constituent, without 
him were no Constituent at all. Very notable, truly, is his pro- 
cedure in this section of world-history ; by far the notahlest single 
element there : none like to him, or second to him. Once he is 
seen visibly to have saved, as with his own force, the existence of 
the Constituent Assembly; to have turned the whole tide of 


140 MISCELLANIES. 

things: in one of those moments which are cardinal; decisive for 
centuries. The royal Declaration of the Tmnty-tKircl of Jmuis 
promulgated : there is military force enough ; there is then the 
King's express order to disperse, to meet as separate Third Estate 
on the morrow. Bastilles and scaffolds may be the penalty of 
disobeying. Mirabeau disobeys ; lifts his voice to encourage others, 
all pallid, panic-stricken, to disobey. Supreme Usher de Breze 
enters, with the King's renewed order to depart. “Messieurs," 
said De Breze, “ you heard the King’s order ? ” The Swallower of 
Formulas hello ws-out these words, that have become memorable : 

Yes, Monsieur, we heard what the King was advised to say; and 
you, who cannot be interpreter of his meaning to the States- 
General ; you, who have neither vote, nor seat, nor right of speech 
here, you are not the man to remind us of it. Go, Monsieur, tell 
those who sent you, that we are here by will of the Nation; and 
that nothing but the force of bayonets can drive us hence ! " And 
poor De Breze vanishes, — ^back foremost, the Fils Adoptif says. 

But this, cardinal moment though it be, is perhaps intrinsically 
among his smaller feats. In general, we would say once more 
with emphasis, He has ' h%m4 toictes les fmiudcs/ He goes through 
the Revolution like a substance and a force, not like a formula of 
one. While innumerable barren Sieyeses and Constitution-pedants 
are building, with such hammering and trowelling, their august 
Paper Constitution (which endured eleven months), this man looks 
not at cobwebs and Social Cmtrads, but at things and men ; dis- 
cerning what is to be done, — ^proceeding straight to do it. He 
sliivers-out Usher de Breze, back foremost, when that is the 
problem. ' Marie- Antoinette is charmed with him,’ when it comes 
to that. He is the man of the Revolution, while he lives ; king of 
it; and only wifch life, as we compute, would have quitted his 
kingship of it. Alone of all these Twelve-hundred, there is in 
him the faculty of a king. For, indeed, have we not seen how 
assiduously Destiny had shaped him all along, as with an express 
eye to the work now in hand? 0 crabbed old Friend of Men, 
whilst thou wert bolting this man into Isles of Rhe, Castles of If, 
and training him so sharply to be zJ%self, not /i-mself, — ^how little 
knewest thou what thou wert doing ! Let us add, that the brave 
old Marquis lived to see his son’s victory over Fate and men, and 
rejoiced in it ; and rebuked Barrel Mirabeau for controverting such 
a Brother Gabriel. In the invalid chimney-nook at Argenteuil, 
near Paris, he sat raying-out curious observations to the last; and 
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died three days tefore the Bastille fell, precisely when the Oulhute 
was bursting out 

But finally, the twenty-three allotted months are over. Madame 
de Staa, on the 4th of May 1789, saw the Roman Tribune of the 
People, and Samson with his long black hair: and on the 4th of 
April 1791, there is a Funeral Procession extending four miles: 
king’s ministers, senators, national guards, and all Paris, — torch- 
light, wail of trombones and music, and the tears of men ; mourn- 
ing of a whole people, — such mourning as no modern people ever 
saw for one man. This Mirabeau's work, then, is done. He sleeps 
with the primeval giants. He has gone over to the majority: 
Ahiit ad spheres. 

In the way of eulogy and dyslogy, and summing-up of character, 
there may doubtless be a great many things set forth concerning 
this Mirabeau; as already there has been much discussion and 
arguing about him, better and worse : which is proper surely ; as 
about all manner of new things, were they much less questionable 
than this new giant is. The present reviewer, meanwhile, finds it 
suitabler to. restrict himself and his exhausted readers to the three 
following moral reflections. 

Moral reflection Jirst : That, in these centuries men are not born 
demi-gods and perfect characters, but imperfect ones, and mere 
blamable men; men, namely, environed with such shortcoming 
and confusion of their own, and then with such adscititious scandal 
and misjudgment (got in the work they did), that they resemble 
less demi-gods than a sort of god-devils, — very imperfect characters 
indeed. The demi-god arrangement were the one which, at first 
sight, this reviewer might be inclined to prefer. 

Moral reflection second, however : That probably men were never 
born demi-gods in any century, but precisely god-devils as we see ; 
certain of whom do become a kind of demi-gods ! How many are 
‘the men, not censured, misjudged, calumniated only, but tortured, 
crucified, hung on gibbets, — not as god-devils even, but as devils 
proper ; who have nevertheless grown to seem respectable, or infin- 
itely respectable 1 For the thing which was not they, which was 
not anything, has fallen away piecemeal; and become avo\vedly 
babble and confused shadow, and no-thing : the thing wdiich was 
they, I'emains. Depend on it, Harmodius and Aristogiton, as clear 
as they now look, had illegal plottings, conclaves at the Jacobins’ 
Church of Athens ; and very intemperate things were spoken, and 
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also done. Thus too, Marcus Brutus and the elder Junius, are they 
not palpable Heroes? Their praise is in all Debating Societies; 
but didst thou read what the Moiming Papers said of those trans- 
actions of theirs, the week after? Nay, Old Noll, whose bones 
were dug-up and hung in chains here at home, as the just emblem 
of himself and his deserts, the offal of creation at that time, — has 
not he too got to be a very respectable grim bronze-figure, though 
it is yet only a century and a half since ; of whom England seems 
proud rather than otherwise? 

Moral reflection fkircl and last: That neither thou nor I, good 
reader, had any hand in the making of this Mirabeau; — else -who 
knows but we had objected, in o%it wisdom? But it was the 
Upper Powers that made him, without once consulting us; they 
and not we, so and not otherwise 1 To endeavour to understand a 
little what manner of Mirabeau he, so made, might be : this we, 
according to opportunity, have done ; and therefore do now, with 
a lively satisfaction, take farewell of him, and leave him to prosper 
as he can, 
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PARLIAMENTAEY HISTORY OF THE FRENCH 
REVOLUTION.! 

[1837.] 

It appears to be, if not stated in words, yet tacitly felt and 
understood everywhere, that the event of these modern ages is 
the French Revolution. A huge explosion, bursting through all 
formulas and customs ; confounding into wreck and chaos the 
ordered arrangements of earthly life ; , blotting-out, one may say, 
the very firmament and skyey loadstars, — though only for a season. 
Once in the fifteen-hundred years such a thing was ordained to 
come. To those who stood present in the actual midst of that 
smoke and thunder, the effect might well be too violent : blinding 
and deafening, into confused exasperation, almost into madness. 
These onlookers have played their part, were it with the printing- 
press or with the battle-cannon, and are departed; their work, 
such as it was, remaining behind them; — where the French Revo- 
lution also remains. And now, for us who have receded to the 
distance of some half-century, the explosion becomes a thing 
visible, surveyable : we see its flame and sulphur-smoke blend with 
the clear air (far wider the stars) ; and hear its uproar as part of 
the sick noise of life, — loud, indeed, yet embosomed too, as all 
noise is, in theinfinite of silence. It is an event which can be 

1 Loxdox and Westminster Eeview, Ko. 9.—Bistoire Farlementaire de 
la Bewlidion Frangaise; on Jonrml des Assemhlees NatlonaleB depuis 1789 
jusqiden 1815 : contenant la Narration des Emnemens^ Us Debats, Ac, Sc, 
(Parliamentary History of the French Revolution; or Journal of the National 
Assemblies from 1789 to 1815 : containing a Narrative of the Occurrences ; 
Debates of the Assemblies ; Discussions in the chief Popular Societies, espe- 
nally in that of the Jacobins ; Records of the Commune of Paris ; Sessions of 
,:he Revolutionary Tribunal ; Reports of ,the leading Political Trials ; Detail 
of the Annual Budgets ; Picture of the Moral Movement, extracted from the 
Newspapers, Pamphlets, &c. of each Period : preceded by an Introduction on 
the History of France till the Convocation of the States-G-eneral.) By P. J 
B. Biichez and P. C. Roux. Tomes et seq. Paris, 1833-36. 

Misc. Tin 
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looked on; whicli may still be execrated, still be celebrated and 
psalmodied ; but which it were better now to begin understanding. 
Eeally there are innumerable reasons why we ought to know this 
same French Eevolution as it was: of which reasons (apart alto- 
gether from that of ‘ Philosophy teaching by Experience/ and so 
forth), is there not the best summary in this one reason, that we 
$0 wish to know it? Considering the qualities of the matter, one 
may perhaps reasonably feel that since the time of the Crusades, 
or earlier, there is no chapter of history so well worth studying. 

Stated or not, we say, this persuasion is tacitly admitted, and 
acted upon. In these days everywhere you find it one of the most 
pressing duties for the writing guild, to produce history on history 
of the French Eevolution. In France it would almost seem as if 
the young author felt that lie must make this his proof-shot, and 
evidence of craftsmanship: accordingly they do fire-off Histoircs, 
Pricis of Eistoires, Annales, Pastes (to say nothing of Historical 
Novels, Gil Biases, Dantons, Barnaves, Gmngenetivcs), in rapid 
succession, with or without effect. At all events it is curious to 
look upon ; curious to contrast the picturing of the same fact 
the men of this generation and position with the picturing of it 
by the men of the last. From Barruel and Fantin Desodoards to 
Thiers and Mignet there is a distance ! Each individual takes up 
the Phenomenon according to his own point of vision, to the stme-^ 
ture of his optic organs ; — gives, consciously, some poor crotchety 
picture of several things ; unconsciously some picture of himself at 
least. And the Phenomenon, for its part, subsists there, all the 
while, unaltered ; waiting to be pictured as often as you like, its 
entire meaning not to he compressed into any picture dmwn by man. 

Thiers’s History, in ten volumes foolscap-octavo, contains, if ^ve 
remember rightly, one reference ; and that to a book, not to the 
page or chapter of a hook. It has, for these last seven or eight 
years, a wide or even high reputation ; which latter it is as far 
as possible from meriting, A superficial air of order, of clearness, 
calm candour, is spread over the work; but inwardly, it is waste, 
inorganic; no human head that honestly tries can conceive the 
French Eevolution so. A critic of our acquaintance undertook, 
by way of bet, to find four errors per hour in Thiers : he won 
amply on the first trial or two,^ And yet readers (we must add), 

2 Thiers says, ‘Notables consented with eagerness’ (\rol. i p. 10), whereas 
they properly did not consent at all ; ‘Parlement recalled on the 10th of Sep- 
tember’ (for the 15th) ; and then ‘Stance Boyale took place on the 20th of 
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taking all this along with them, may peruse Thiers with comfort 
in certain circumstances, nay even with profit; for he is a brisk 
man of his sort ; and does tell you much, if you knew nothing. 

Mignet's, again, is a much more honestly-written book ; yet also 
an eminently unsatisfactory one. His two volumes contain far 
more meditation and investigation in them than Thiers’s ten: 
their degree of preferability, therefore, is very high; for it may 
be said: Call a book diffuse, and you call it in all senses bad; 
the writer could not fi.nd the right word to say, and so said many 
more or less wrong ones; did not hit the nail on the head, only 
smote and bungled about it and about it. Mignet’s book has a 
compactness, a rigour, as of riveted rods of iron : this also is an 
image of what symmetry it has ;— symmetry, if not of a living 
earth-born Tree, yet of a firm well-manufactured Gridiron. With- 
out life, without colour or verdure: that is to say, Mignet is 
heartily and altogether a prosaid ; you are too happy that he is 
not a giiack as well ! It is very mox'tifying, also, to study his 
philosophical reflections; how he jingles and rumbles a quantity 
of mere abstractions and dead logical formulas, and calls it Tliink- 
ing ; — rumbles and rumbles, till he judges there may be enough ; 
then begins again narrating. As thus: 

^The Constitution of 1791 was made on such principles as had re- 
sulted from the ideas and the situation of France. It was the work 
of the middle class, which chanced to be the strongest then : for, as is 
well known, whatever force has the lead will fashion the institutions 
according to its own aims. Now this force, when it belongs to one, is 
despotism ; when to several, it is privilege ; when to all, it is right : 
\ jich latter state is the ultimatum of society, as it was its beginning. 
Fraflce had finally arrived thither, after passing through feudalism, 
which is the aristocratic institution; and then through absolutism, which 
is the monarchic one. 

‘The work of the Constituent Assembly perished, not so much by 
its own defects as by the assaults of factions. Standing between 
the aristocracy and the multitude,: it was attacked by the former, and 
stormed and won by the latter. The multitude would never have become 
supreme, had not civil war and the coalition of foreign states rendered 
its intervention and help indispensable. To defend the country the 
multitude required to have the governing of it: thereupon {alors) it 

the same month’ (19th of quite a different month, not the same, nor next to 
the same) ; * D’Espremenil a young Councillor ’ (of forty and odd) ; ‘Duport a 
young man’ (turned of sixty), &c, <&c. 
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looked on; wkicli may still be execrated, still be celebrated and 
psalmodied ; but which it were better now to begin understanding. 
Really there are innumerable reasons why we ought to know this 
same French Revolution as it was : of which reasons (apart alto- 
gether from that of ' Philosophy teaching by Experience,' and so 
forth), is there not the best summary in this one reason, that we 
so wish to know it ? Consideiing the qualities of the matter, one 
may perhaps reasonably feel that since the time of the Crusades, 
or earlier, there is no chapter of history so well wmrth studying. 

Stated or not, we say, this persuasion is tacitly admitted, and 
acted upon. In these days everywhere you find it one of the most 
pressing duties for the writing guild, to produce history on history 
of the French Revolution. In France it would almost seem as if 
the young author felt that he must make this his proof-shot, and 
evidence of craftsmanship: accordingly they do fire-off Sistoires, 
Pricis of Histoires, Annales, Pastes (to say nothing of Historical 
Novels, Gil Biases, JDantons, Baniaves, Grangene^cves), in rapid 
succession, with or without effect. At all events it is curious t^ 
look upon; curious to contrast the picturing of the same fact oy 
the men of this generation and position with the picturing of it 
by the men of the last. From Barruel and Fantin Desodoards to 
Thiers and Mignet there is a distance ! Each individual takes up 
the Phenomenon according to his own poinfc of vision, to the struc- 
ture of his optic organs; — gives, consciously, some poor crotchety 
picture of several things; unconsciously some picture of himself at 
least. And the Phenomenon, for its part, subsists there, all the 
while, unaltered; waiting to he pictured as often as you like, its 
entire meaning not to be compressed into any picture drawn by man. 

Thiers’s Sistory, in ten volumes foolscap-octavo, contains, if w^ 
remember rightly, one reference ; and that to a hook, not to the 
page or chapter of a book. It has, for these last seven or eight 
years, a wide or even high reputation; which latter it is as far 
as possible from meriting. A superficial air of order, of clearness, 
calm candour, is spread over the work; but inwardly, it is waste, 
inorganic; no human head that honestly tries can conceive the 
French Revolution so, A critic of our acquaintance undertook, 
by way of bet, to find four errors per hour in Thiers : he won 
amply on the first trial or two.2 And yet readers (we must add), 

/ 

2 Thiers says, ‘Notables consented with eagerness’ (voL i. p. 10), whereas 
they properly did not consent at all ,; ‘Parlement recalled on the lOth of Sep- 
tember’ (for the 15th) ; and then ‘Stance Eoyale took place on the 20th of 



HISTORY OF THE FREITCH REYOLUTIOH. 


147 


taking all this along with them, may peruse Thiers with comfort 
in certain circumstances, nay even with profit; for he is a brisk 
man of his sort ; and does tell you much, if you knew nothing. 

Mignet's, again, is a much more honestly-written book ; yet also 
an eminently unsatisfactory one. His two volumes contain far 
more meditation and investigation in them than Thiers’s ten: 
their degree of prefei*ability, therefore, is very high; for it may 
be said: Call a book diffuse, and you call it in all senses bad; 
the writer could not find the right word to say, and so said many 
more or less wrong ones; did not hit the nail on the head, only 
smote and bungled about it and about it, Mignet’s hook has a 
compactness, a rigour, as of riveted rods of iron: this also is an 
image of what symmetry it has symmetry, if not of a living 
earth-born Tree, yet of a firm well-manufactured Gridiron. With- 
out life, without colour or verdure: that is to say, Mignet is 
heartily and altogether a ])TOBaid ; you are too happy that he is 
not a qioack as well! It is very mortifying, also, to study his 
philosophical reflections ; how he jingles and rumbles a quantity 
of mere abstractions and dead logical formulas, and calls it Think- 
ing; — rumbles and rumbles, till he judges there may be enough; 
then begins again narrating. As thus : 

^The Constitution of 1791 was made on such principles as had re- 
sulted from the ideas and the situation of France. It was the work 
of the middle class, which chanced to he the strongest then : for, as is 
well known, whatever force has the lead will fashion the institutions 
according to its own aims. 'Novr this force, when it belongs to one, is 
despotism ; when to several, it is privilege ; when to all, it is riglit : 
which latter state is the ultimatum of society, as it was its beginning. 
France had finally arrived thither, after passing through feudalism, 
which is the aristocratic institution ; and then through absolutism, which 
is the monarchic one. 

‘The work of the Constituent Assembly perished, not so much by 
its own defects as by the assaults of factions. Standing between 
the aristocracy and the multitude, it was attacked by the former, and 
stormed and won by the latter. The multitude would never have become 
supreme; had not civil war and the coalition of foreign states rendered 
intervention and help indispensable. To defend the country the 
"^nultitude required to have the governing of it: thereupon (alors) it 

the same month ’ (19th of quite a different month, not the same, nor next to 
The same) ; ‘ D’Espr^menil a young Councillor’ (of forty and odd) ; ‘Dupurt a 
young man ’ (turned of sixtyh &c. &c. 
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^The confluence of strangers was so great tliat "besides tlie new gallery 
erected for tliem, the old ones were quite full, as well as those on the 
opposite side of the Hall; and nevertheless a great multitude of citkens 
who could not And room or admittance on any terms. 

*The reading of the announcements and select correspondence was 
scarcely begun, when the Hall resounded with applauses at the entrance 
of the three united Flags, of the English, the American and French 
Hation, which were to he placed in the Hall ; as the Society of Friends of 
in London had placed them in theirs, 

^ Cries of Liberty forever ! The Nation forever ! The three Free 
Peoples of the Universe forever {Vivent les trois imi^les Ubres de f 
Vunivers) 1 ” are reechoed with enthusiasm by the galleries and visitors : 
the expression, no less sincere than lively, of that ardour, of that love for 
Equality and Brotherhood, which Nature has engraved on the hearts of 
all men ; and which nothing but the continued efforts of despots, in all 
classes, have managed to efface more or less. 

‘ A Deputation of Ladies is introduced ; Ladies accustomed to honour 
the galleries with their presence : they had solicited permission to offer a 
pledge of their enthusiasm for Liberty to the Constitutional Whig, who 
came lately to the National Assembly with the congratulation of this 
class of free Englishmen. 

‘ The Deputation enters, amid the applauses of the meeting : a young 
Citizeness carries in her hand the Gift of these Ladies, lays it on tie 
President's table, while the Lady-Deputies mount to the Tribune, to 
pronounce the following discourse. 

‘ The Lady-sj>eaher. We are not Koman Dames ; we bring no jewels ; 
hut a tribute of gratitude for the feelings you have inspired us with. A 
Constitutional Whig {Wvjh), a Brother, an Englishman, formed, few 
days ago, the object of one of your sweetest unitings What a 

charm had that picture 1 Souls of sensibility were struck with it ; our x 
hearts are yet full of emotion {Applause), This day you afford to that -- 
Brother, and to yourselves, a new enjojunent : you suspend to the dome 
of our temple three Flags, American, English, French. 

^ From all sides. The Three Nations, les trots nations J Vive 

la LilevU I 

‘ Lady-speaher. The union of the Three free Peoples is to he cemented : 
forbid not us also, Messieurs, to contribute towards that. Your pure 
feelings prescribe it for us as a duty. Messieurs, accept a garland. — And 
you, English Brother, accept another from the hands of innocence : it is 
the work of sisterhood ; friendship gives it you. Eeceive also, 0 good 
Patriot, in the name of the French Citoyennes who are here, this Ark of 
Alliance, which we have brought for our brethren the Constitutional 
Whigs {Wlghs) : within it are enclosed the Map of France, divided into 
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eiglity-tliree departments j the Cap of Liberty {A^yplame)) the Book of 
the French Constitution ; a Civic Crown; some Ears of Wheat 
{Ap 2 :)lause) I three Flags; a National Cockade; and these words in tho 
two languages, To live free or die^ 

* The whole Hall, To live free or die ! 

^ Lady’-sjieaher, Let this immortal homage done to Liberty be, for the 
English and the French, a sacred pledge of their union. Forget not to 
tell our brothers how you have received it. Let it be deposited with the 
brotherliest ceremonial! Invite all Englishmen to participate in this 
family act. Let it be precious to them as Nature herself. — Tell your 
wives, repeat to your children, that innocent maids, faithful spouses, 
tender mothers, after having done their household duties, and contributed 
to make their families and husbands happy, came and made this offering 
to their Country. Let one cry of gladness peal over Europe; let it roll 
across the waters to America. Hark ! Amid the echoes, Philadelphia 
and the Far West repeat like Liberty forever I 

‘ The whole Hall, Liberty forever 1 

‘ Lady-s^eaher, Tyrants ! yom enemies declare themselves. Nations 
will no longer battle with each other ; straitly united, they will possess 
all Languages, and make of them but one Language. Strong in their 
Freedom they will be inseparable forever. — 

‘ Universal applauses : the Flail resounds long with cries, repeated by 
the Galleries and the Society, of Vive la Nation^ vive la Liberty / The 
Three Nations 1 The Patriot Women ! 

‘ M, de la Source, Vice-president, Since Nature has willed that the 
world should owe to you its sweetest moments, this enthusiasm of yours 
with which you fill all hearts shall never be lost, never forgotten in the 
flight of ages: it stands engraved on our hearts in indelible characters, 
— [Then turning to the Deputies of the Whigs) As for you, Brothers, tell 
your countrymen what we are ; tell them that in France the women too 
can love their country and show themselves worthy of Liberty; tell 
them that the union, of which you see the emblems, shall be imperishable 
as the Free Peoples are ; that we have henceforth only one sort of bonds, 
the bonds which unite us to the Free, and that these shall be eternal as 
virtue. 

‘ The Whig Deputy. Mesdames and M. le President, I really am not 
prepared to make a speech' (how true to the leg-of-mutton or post- 
prandial style" !)-— ‘for really I did not expect such a reception; but I 
hope you will excuse me. 1 have written to England, I have described 
the reception I met with here : I have had answers, but not from our 
Society, because that requires time ; the Society must meet first and then 
answer. — I wish it were in my power’ (postprandially !) ‘ to express what 
my heart feels. This feeling towards you is not the work of a day, hut 
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indeed tliat of a year(!), for m Angnst last, our Society wrote to M. 
Potion, who, however, assures me that the Letter never reached him ; and 
therefore — 

— and so on, in the postprandial style ; bringing down matters to 
the solid business-level again. Few readers, it is to be expected, 
have witnessed on the unelastic stage of mere Earth anything so 
dramatic as this. 

We terminate with a scene of a very different complexion, 
though but some few months farther on, that is to say in Scftcmler 
17921 Felemhesi (anagram for M4h4e Fik), in his V6riU toute 
entUm, a Pamphlet really more veracious than most, thus testifies, 
after a good deal of preambling : 

' I was going to my post about half-past two ^ (Sunday the 2d of Sep- 
tember, tocsins all ringing, and Brunswick just at hand) ; ^ I was passing 
along the Eue Dauphine; suddenly I hear hisses. I look, I observe 
four hackney-coaches, coming in a train, escorted by the Federes of the 
Departments. 

‘Each of these coaches contained four persons : they were individuals.®^ 
(priests) ‘ arrested in the preceding domiciliary visits. Billaud-Yarennes, 
Procureur-Suhstitute of the Commune, had just been interrogating them 
at the H6tel-de-Yille ; and now they were proceeding towards the Ahbaye, 
to be provisionally detained there. A crowd is gathering ; the cries and 
hisses redouble : one of the prisoners, doubtless out of his senses, takes 
fire at these murmurs, puts his arm over the coach-door, gives one of the 
Pederes a stroke over the head with his cane. The Federe, in a rage, 
draws his sabre, springs on the carriage-steps, and plunges it thrice-over 
into the heart of his aggressor. I saw the blood come out in great jets. 

“ Kill every one of them ; they are scoundrels, aristocrats 1 ” cry the 
people. The Federes all draw their sabres, and instantly kill the three 
companions of the one who had just perished. I saw, at this moment, a 
young man in a white nightgown stretch himself out of that same 
carriage : his countenance, expressive but pale and worn, indicated that 
he was very sick ; he had gathered his staggering strength, and, though 
already wounded, was crying stilly ^\Gfdcej grace, Mercy, pardon!’’ but 
in vain ; — a mortal stroke united him to the lot of the others. 

‘ This coach, which was the hindmost, now held nothing but corpses ; 
it had not stopped during the carnage, which lasted about the space of 
two minutes. The crowd increases, crescit eundo; the yells redouble. 

The coaches are at the Abhaye. The corpses are hurled into the court ; 
the twelve living prisoners dismount to enter the committee-room. Two 
are sacrificed on alighting ; ten succeed in entering. The committee 
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not had time to put the slightest question, when a multitude, armed with 
pikes, sabres, swords and bayonets, dashes in, seizes the accused, and 
kills them. One prisoner, already much wounded, kept hanging by the 
skirts of a Committee-member, and still struggled against death. 

‘ Three yet remained j one of whom was the Abb^ Sicard, Teacher of the 
Deaf and Dumb. The sabres were already over his head, when Moimot, 
the watchmaker, flung himself before them, crying, “ Kill me rather, and 
not this man, who is useful to our country 1 ** These words, uttered with 
the fire and impetuosity of a generous soul, suspended death. Profiting 
by this moment of calm, Abbe Sicard and the other two were got conveyed 
into the back part of the room.' 

Abbe Sicard, as is well known, survived ; and the narrative 
>vhich he also published exists, — sufficient to prove, among other 
things, that 'Felemhesi* had but two eyes, and his own share of 
sagacity and heart ; that he has misseen, miscounted, and, know- 
ingly or unknowingly, misstated not a little, — as one poor man, in 
these circumstances, might. Feldmhesi continues, we only invert- 
ing his arrangement somewhat ; 

‘ Twelve scoundrels, presided hy Maillard, with whom they had pro- 
bably combined this project beforehand, find themselves by cliance" 
among tbe crowd 5 and now, being well known one to another, they unite 
themselves “ in the name of the sovereign people,’' whether it were of 
their own private audacity, or that they had secretly received superior 
orders. They lay hold of the prison-registers, and turn them over ; the 
turnkeys fall a-trembling; the jailor's wife and the jailor faint; the 
prison is surrounded hy furious men ; there is shouting, clamouring : the 
door is assaulted, like to be forced ; when one of the Committee-members 
presents himself at the outer gate, and begs audience : his signs obtain 
a moment of silence ; the doors open, he advances, gets a chair, mounts 
on it, and speaks : ‘‘ Comrades, friends," said he, ‘‘ yon are good patriots ; 
your resentment is just. Open war to the enemies of the common good; 
neither truce nor mercy ; it is a war to the death 1 I feel, like you, that 
they must all perish. And yet, if you are good citizens, you must love 
justice. There is not one of you but would shudder at the notion of 
shedding innocent blood." “Yes, yes!" reply the people.-—-^ Well, 
then, I ask of you if, without inquiry or investigation, you fling your- 
selves like mad tigers on your fellowmen T' Here the speaker is 

interrupted hy one of the crowd, who, with a bloody sabre in Ms hand, 
his eyes glancing with rage, cleaves the press, and refutes him in these 
terms; “Tell us, Monsieur le Gitoyen, explain to us, then, would the 
sacr^s gueux of PrussiaiiS'^and Austiians, if they were at Paris, investigate 
for the guilty 1 Would they not. cut to the right and left, as the Swiss 
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on tlie Tenth, of August did? Well ! I am no speaker, I cannot stuff the 
ears of any one : hut I tell you, I have a wife and five children, whom 
I leave with my Section here, while I go and fight the enemy ; and it is 
not iny bargain that the villains in this Prison, whom other villains out- 
side will open the door to, shall go and kill my wife and children in the 
mean while 1 I have three boys, who I hope will be usefuler to their 
country one day than these rascals you want to save. Any way, you 
haye but to send them out; we will give them arms, and fight them 
number for number. Die here, or die on the frontiers, I am sure enough 
to be killed by these villains, one day ; but I mean to sell them my life ; 
and, be it I, be it others, the Prison shall be purged of these saeres 
guettx4dJ* is right!” responds the general cry/ — And so the 

frightful ‘ purgation ' proceeds. 

‘At five in the afternoon, Billaud-Yarennes, Procureur-Substitute, 
arrives ; he had-on his sash, and the small puce coat and black wig we 
are used to see on him ; walking over carcasses, he makes a short harangue 
to the people, and ends thus : “ People, thou art sacrificing thy enemies ; 
thou art in thy duty.” Thi^ cannibal speech lends them new animation. 
The killers blaze-up, cry louder than ever for new victims : — how to' 
stanch this new thirst of blood ? A voice speaks from beside Eiilaud ; 
it was Maiilard’s voice: “There is nothing more to do here; let us to 
the CarineH / '' They run thither : in five minutes more, I saw them 
trailing corpses by the heels. A killer (I cannot say a man), in very 
coarse clothes, had, as it would seem, been specially commissioned to 
despatch the Abb4 Lenfant; for, apprehensive lest the prey might be 
missed, he takes water, flings it on the corpses, washes their blood- 
smeared faces, turns them over, and seems at last to ascertain that the 

Abbe Lenfant is among them.* ^2 

This is the September Massacre, the last Scene we can give as 
a specimen. Thus, in these curious records of the Sistoire Farl&^ 
mentaire, as in some Ezekiel Vision become real, does Scene after 
Scene disclose itself, now in rose-light, now in sulphurous black, 
and grow ever more fiitful, dream-like, — till the Vendemiaire Scene 
come, and Napoleon blow-forth his grape-shot, and Sansculottism 
be no more 1 

Touching the political and metaphysical speculations of our two 
Editors, we shall say little. They are of the sort we lamented in 
Mignet, and generally in Frenchmen of this day : a jingling of 
formulas ; — unfruitful as that Kalmuck prayer I Perhaps the 
strangest-looking particular doctrine we haye noticed is this: that 
12 xviii. p. 169. 


HISTORY OF THE FBEHCH EEYOLUTIOK 


163 


the French Eevolution was at bottom an attempt to realise 
Christianity, and fairly put it in action, in our world. For eighteen 
centuries (it is not denied) men had been doing more or less that 
way ; but they set their shoulder rightly to the wheel, and gave a 
dead-lift, for the first time then. Good M. Eoux ! And yet the 
good Eoux does mean something by this; and even something 
true. But a marginal annotator has widtten on our copy, " For the 
love of Heaven, Messieurs, humez ws formules:^ make away with 
your formulas; take off your facetted spectacles; open your eyes 
a little, and look! There is, indeed, here and there, considerable 
rumbling of the rotatory calabash, which rattles and rumbles, 
concerning Progress of the Species, Doctrine d\b Progrh, Exploita-^ 
tiooiSy le Christ, le Verbe, and what not ; written in a vein of deep, 
even of intense seriousness; but profitable, one would think, to 
no man or woman. In this style M. Eoux (for it is he, we under- 
stand) painfully composes a Preface to each Volume, and has even 
given a whole introductory History of France : we read some seven 
or eight of his first Prefaces, hoping always to get some nourish- 
ment; but seldom or never cut him open now. Fighting, in that 
way, behind cover, he is comparatively harmless ; merely wasting 
you so many pence per number : happily the space he takes is 
small. Whoever wants to form for himself an image of the actual 
state of French Meditation, and under what surprising shackles 
a French thinking man of these days finds himself gyved, and 
mechanised, and reduced to the verge of zero, may open M. Eoux's 
Prefaces, and see it as in an expressive summary. 

We wish our two French friends aU speed in their business; and 
do again honestly recommend this Eistoire Parlementaire to any 
and all of our English friends who take interest in that subject. 
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[1838.] 

American Ooopeir asserts, in one of his books, that there is ' an 
^ instinctive tendency in men to look at any man who has become 
‘ distinguished/ True, surely : as all observation and survey of man- 
kind, from China to Peru, from Nebuchadnezzar to Old Hickory, 
will testify! Why do men crowd towards the improved-drop at 
Newgate, eager to catch a sight ? The man about to be hanged is 
in a distinguished situation. Men crowd to such extent, that Green- 
acre^s is not the only life choked-out there. Again, ask of these 
leathern vehicles, cabriolets, neat-flies, with blue men and women 
in them, that scour all thoroughfares, Whither so fast ? To see dear 
Mrs. Rigmarole, the distinguished female ; great Mr. Rigmarole, the 
distinguished male ! Or, consider that crowning phenomenon, and 
summary of modern civilisation, a soirie of lions. Glittering are the 
rooms, well-lighted, thronged ; bright flows their undulatory flood 
of blonde-gowns and dress-coats, a soft smile dwelling on all faces ; 
for behold there also flow the lions, hovering distinguished : oracles 
of the age, of one sort or another. Oracles really pleasant to see ; 
whom it is worth while to go and see : look at them, but inquire 
not of them, depart rather atid be thankful. For your liQTL‘-soir^& 
admits not of speech; there lies the specialty of it. A meeting 
together of human creatures; and yet (so high has civilisation 
gone) the primary aim of human meeting, that soul might in some 
articulate utterance unfold itself to soul, can be dispensed with in 
it. Utterance there is not ; nay there is a certain grinning play of 
tongue-fence, and make-believe of utterance, considerably worse 
than none. For which reason it has been suggested, with an eye 
to sincerity and silence in such )xoiL‘-mr6es, Might not each lion be, 

1 London and Westminster Review, No. l%— Memoirs of the Life of 
Walter Scott, Baronet. Yols. Edinburgh, 1837. 
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for example, ticketed, as wme-decaiiters are ? Let him carry, slung 
round kim, in such ornamental manner as seemed good, Ms silver 
label with name engraved ; you lift his label, and read it, with what 
farther ocular survey you find useful, and speech is not needed at 
all. 0 Fenimore Cooper, it is most true there is tan instinctive 
tendency in men to look at any man that has become dis- 
tinguished;' and, moreover, an instinctive desire in men to become 
distinguished and be looked at 1 

For the rest, we will call it a most valuable tendency this ; indis- 
pensable to mankind. Without it, where were star-and-garter, and 
significance of rank ; where were , all ambition, money-getting^ 
respectability of gig or no gig ; and, in a word, the main impetus 
by which society moves, the main force by which it hangs together ? 
A tendency, we say, of manifold results; of manifold origin, not 
ridiculous only, hut sublime; — which some incline to deduce from 
the mere gregarious purblind nature of man, prompting him to run, 

‘ as dim-eyed animals do, towards any glittering object, were it hut 
‘ a scoured tankard, and mistake it for a solar luminary,' or evem 
^ sheeplike, to run and crowd because many ham already run' ! It 
is indeed curious to consider how men do make the gods that them- 
selves worship. For the most famed man, round whom all the world 
rapturously huzzahs and venerates, as if his like were not, is the 
same man whom all the world was wont to jostle into the kennels; 
not a changed man, but in every fibre of him the same man. 
Foolish world, what went ye out to see ? A tankard scoured bright : 
and do there not lie, of the selfsame pewter, whole barrowfuls of 
tankards, though by worse fortune all still in the dim state ? 

And yet, at bottom, it is not merely our gregarious sheeplike 
quality, but something better, and indeed best; what has been 
called ' the perpetual fact of hero-worship ; ' our inborn sincere love"^ 
of great men ! Not the gilt farthing, for its own sake, do even fools 
covet ; but the gold guinea which they mistake it for. Veneration 
of great men is perennial in the nature of man ; this, in all times, 
especially in these, is one of the blessedest facts predicable of him. 
In all times, even in these seemingly so disobedient times, 'it 
'remains a blessed fact, so cunningly has Nature oi'dered it, that 
' whatsomr man ought to oley, he cannot hut obey. Show the dullest 
' clodpole, show the haughtiest featherhead, that a soul higher than 
' himself is actually here ; were his knees stiffened into brass, he 
'must down and worship.' So it has been written; and may be 
cited and repeated till known to all Understand it well, this of 
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■'hero-worsMp’ was the primary creed, and has intrinsically been 
the secondary and ternary, and will be the ultimate and final creed 
of mantind; indestructible, changing in shape, but in essence 
unchangeable; whereon polities, religions, loyalties, and all highest 
human interests haye been and can be built, as on a rock that will 
endure while man endures. Such is hero-worship ; so much lies in 
that our inborn sincere love of great men! — In favour of which 
unspeakable benefits of the reality, what can we do but cheerfully 
pardon the multiplex ineptitudes of the semblance; cheerfully wish 
even lion-soiries, with labels for their lions or without that improve- 
ment, all manner of prosperity ? Let hero-worship flourish, say we; 
and the more and more assiduous chase after gilt farthings while 
guineas are not yet forthcoming. Herein, at lowest, is proof that 
guineas exist, that they are believed to exist, and valued. Find 
great men if you can; if you cannot, still quit not the search; in 
defect of great men, let there be noted men, in such number, to 
such degree of intensity as the public appetite can tolerate. 

Whether Sir Walter Scott was a great man, is still a question 
with some ; but there can he no question with any one that he was 
a most noted and even notable man. In this generation there was 
no literary man with such a popularity in any country ; there have 
only been a few with such, taking-in all generations and all 
countries. Nay, it is farther to be admitted that Sir Walter Scott's 
popularity was of a select sort rather ; not a popularity of the popu- 
lace. His admirers were at one time almost all the intelligent of 
civilised countries ; and to the last included, and do still include, a 
great portion of that sort. Such fortune he had, and has continued 
to maintain for a space of some twenty or thirty years. So long the 
observed of all observers ; a great man, or only a considerable man ; 
here surely, if ever, is a singularly circumstanced, is a 'distin- 
guished ' man ! In regard to- whom, therefore, the ' instinctive 
tendency ' on other men's part cannot be wanting. Let men look, 
where the world has already so long looked. And now, while 
the new, earnestly expected Life 'by his son-in-law and literary 
executor' again summons the whole world's attention round him, 
probably for the last time it will ever he so summoned ; and men 
are in some sort taking leave of a notability, and about to go their 
way, and commit him to his fortune on the flood of things, — why 
should not this Periodical Publication likewise publish its thought 
about him ? Headers of miscellaneous aspect, of unknown quantity 
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and quality, are waiting to hear it done. With small inward voca- 
tion, but cheerfully obedient to destiny and necessity, the present 
reviewer will follow a multitude : to do evil or to do no evil, will 
depend not on the multitude but on himself. One thing he did 
decidedly wish ; at least to wait till the Work were finished: for 
the Six promised Volumes, as the world knows, have flowed over 
into a Seventh, which will not for some weeks yet see the light. 
But the editorial powers, wearied with waiting, have become 
peremptory; and declare that, finished or not finished, they will 
have their hands washed of it at this opening of the year. Perhaps 
it is best. The physiognomy of Scott will not be much altered for 
us by that Seventh Volume; the prior Six have altered it but 
little; — as, indeed, a man who has written some two-hundred 
volumes of his own, and lived for thirty years amid the universal 
speech of friends, must have aheady left some likeness of himself. 
Be it as the peremptory editorial powers require. 

First, therefore, a word on the Z^/e itself, Mr. Lockhart's known 
powers justify strict requisition in his case. Our verdict in general 
would he, that he has accomplished the work he schemed for him- 
self in a creditable workmanlike manner. It is true, his notion of 
. what the work was, does not seem to have been very elevated. To 
picture-forth the life of Scott according to any rules of art or cona- 
position, so that a reader, on adequately examining it, might say to 
himself, There is Scott, there is the physiognomy and meaning of 
' Scott’s appearance and transit on this earth ; such was he by nature, 
Iso did the world act on him, so he on the world, with such result 
■and significance for himself and us:" this was by no manner of 
means Mr. Lockhart’s plan. A plan which, it is rashly said, should 
preside over every biography ! It might have been fulfilled witk, 
' all degrees of perfection, from that of the Odyssey down to Thomas 
Ellwood or lower. For there is no heroic poem in the world but is 
at bottom a biography, the life of a man : also, it may be said, there 
is no life of a man, faithfully recorded, but is a heroic poem of its 
sort, rhymed or unrhymed. It is a plan one would prefer, did it 
otherwise suit ; which it does not, in these days. Seven volumes 
sell so much dearer than one ; are so much easier to write than one. 

' The Odyssey, for instance, what were the value of the Odyssey sold 
per sheet? One paper of Pickwick; or say, the inconsiderable 
fraction of one. This, in commercial algebra, were the equation ; 
Odyssey equal to Pichvmk divided by an unknown integer. 

There is a great discovery still to be made in Literature, that of 
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paying literary men by the quantity they do not write. Nay, in 
sober truth, is net this actually the rule in all writing; and, more* 
over, in all conduct and acting? Not what stands aboveground, 
but what lies unseen wider it, as the root and subterrene element 
it sprang from and emblemed forth, determines the value. Under 
all* speech that is good for anything there lies a silence that is 
better. Silence is deep as Eternity; speech is shallow as Time. 
Paradoxical does it seem? Woe for the age, woe for the man, 
quack-ridden, bespeeched, bespouted, blown about like barren 
Sahara, to whom this world-old truth were altogether strange 1 — 
Such we say is the rule, acted on or not, recognised or not; and 
he who departs from it, what can he do but spread himself into 
breadth and length, into superficiality and saleability ; and, except 
as filigree, become comparatively useless ? One thinks. Had but 
the hogshead of thin wash, which sours in a week ready for the 
kennels, been distilled, been concentrated 1 Our dear Fenimore 
Cooper, whom we started with, might, in that way, have given us 
one Natty .Leatherstoching, one melodious synopsis of Man and 
Nature in the West (for it lay in him to do it), almost as a Saint- 
Pierre did for the Islands of the East; and the hundred Incoher- 
ences, cobbled hastily together by order of Colburn and Company, 
had slumbered in Chaos, as all incoherences ought if possible to 
do. Verily this same genius of diffuse-writing, of diffuse- acting, 
is a Moloch ; and souls pass through the fire to him, more than 
enough. Surely, if ever discovery was valuable and needful, it 
were that above indicated, of paying by the work not visibly done ! 
— Which needful discovery we will give the whole projecting, 
railwaying, knowledge-diffusingy march-of-intellect and otherwise 
promotive and locomotive societies in the Cld and New World, 
any required length of centuries to make. Once made, such 
discovery once made, we too will fling cap into the air, and shout, 
“Jo Fcean! the Devil is conquered — and, in the mean while, 
study to think it nothing miraculous that seven biographical 
volumes are given where one had been better; and that several 
other things happen, very much as they from of old were known 
to do, and are like to continue doing. 


Mr. Lockhart’s aim, we take it, was not that of producing any 
such highflown work of art as we hint at : or indeed to do much 
other than to print, intelligibly bound together by order of time, 
and by some requisite intercalary exposition, all such letters. 
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documents and notices about Scott as he found lying suitable, 
and as it seemed likely the world would undertake to I'ead. 

His Work, accordingly, is not so much a composition, as what 
we may call a compilation well done. Neither is this a task 
of no difSculty; this too is a task that may be performed with 
extremely various degrees of talent: ixom. Life and Gorre- 
spondence of Hannah More, for instance, up to this Life of Scott, 
there is a wide range indeed! Let us take the Seven Volumes, 
and be thankful that they are genuine in their kind. Nay, as 
to that of their being seven and not one, it is right to say that 
the public so required it. To have done other, would have sho^vn 
little policy in an author. Had Mr. Lockhart laboriously com- 
pressed himself, and instead of well-done compilation, brought 
out the well-done composition, in one volume instead of seven, 
which* not many men in England are better qualified to do, 
there can be no doubt but Ms readers for the time had been 
immeasurably fewer. If the pfeise of magnanimity be denied / 
him, that of prudence must be cdnceded, which perhaps he values 
more. . i 

The truth is, the work, done in this manner too, was good to f 
have: Scott’s Biography, if uncomposed, lies printed and in- 
destructible here, in the elementary stite, and can at any time be 
composed, if necessary, by whosoever has a call to that. As it is, 
as it was meant to be, we repeat, the work is vigorously done. 
Sagacity, decision, candour, diligence, good manners, good sense ; 


these qualities are throughout observable. The dates, calculations, 
statements, we suppose to be all acC'^rate ; much laborious inquiry, 
some of it impossible for another haan, has been gone into, the 
results of which are imparted with ^e brevity. Scott’s letters^ ^ 
not interesting generally, yet never absolutely without interest, 
are copiously given; copiously, but wit]r\selection ; the answers 
to them still more select. Narrative, delineation, and at length 
personal reminiscences, occasionally of mucli\3uerit, of a certain 
rough force, sincerity and picturesqueness, didy intervene. The 
scattered members of Scott’s Life do lie here, could be dis- 
entangled. In a word, this compilation is the worlk of a manful, 
clear-seeing, conclusive man, and has been executed with the 
faculty and combination of faculties the public had V^right to 
expect from the name attached to it. \ 

One thing we hear greatly blamed in Mr. Lockhart ; tl^ he 
has been too communicatiye, mdiscreet, and bas recorded, mikch 
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that ought to have lain suppressed. Persons are mentioned, and 
circumstances, not always of an ornamental sort. It would appear 
there is far less reticence than was looked for! Various persons, 
name and surname, have * received pain nay the very Hero of 
the Biography is rendered iinheroic; unornamental facts of him, 
and of those he had to do with, being set forth in plain English : 
hence ^personality/ ‘indiscretion,’ or worse, ‘sanctities of private 
life/ &c. &c. How delicate, decent is English Biography, bless its 
mealy mouth 1 A Damocles’ sword of ReB^pectalility hangs forever 
over the poor English Life-writer (as it does over poor English 
Life in general), and reduces him to the verge of paralysis. Thus 
it has been said, ‘ there are no English lives worth reading except 
‘those of Players, who by the nature of the case have bidden 
‘ Eespectability good-day.’ The English biographer has long felt 
that if in -writing his Mans Biography, he wrote down anything 
that could by possibility offend any man, he had written wrong. 
The plain consequence was, that, properly speaking, no biography 
whatever could be produced. The poor biographer, having the 
fear not of God before his eyes, was obliged to retire as it were 
into vacuum ; and write in the most melancholy, straitened manner, 
with only vacuum for a I'esult. Vain that he wrote, and that 
we kept reading volume on volume : there was no biography, but 
some vague ghost of a biography, white, stainless ; without feature 
or substance ; mcmcm, as we say, and wind and shadow, — which 
indeed the material of it was. 

No man lives without jostling and being jostled ; in all ways 
he has to elbow himself through the world, giving and receiving 
offence. His life is a battle, in so far as it is an entity at all. 
The very oyster, we suppose, comes in collision with oysters: 
undoubtedly enough it does come in collision with Necessity and 
DiflSculty; and helps itself through, not as a perfect ideal oyster, 
but as an imperfect real one. Some kind of remorse must be 
known to the oyster ; certain hatreds, certain pusillanimities. But 
as for man, his conflict is continual with the spirit of contradiction, 
that is without and within; with the evil spirit (or call it, with 
the weak, most necessitous, pitiable spirit), that is in others and 
in himself. His walk, like all walking (say the mechanicians), is a 
series o£ falls. To paint man’s life is to represent these things. 
Let them be represented, fitly, with dignity and measure; but 
'above all, let them be represented. No tragedy of EamUt with 
the part of Hamlet omitted by particular desire 1 No ghost of a 
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biograpby, let the DamoclesV sword of Eespectability (which, after 
all, is but a pasteboard one) threaten as it will! One hopes that 
the public taste is much mended in this matter; that vacuum- 
biographies, with a good many other vacuities related to them, 
are withdrawn or withdrawing into vacuum. Probably it was Mr. 
Lockhart’s feeling of what the great public would approve, that 
led him, open-eyed, into this offence against the small criticising 
public: we joyfully accept the omen. 

Perhaps then, of all the praises copiously bestowed on his Wort, 
there is none in reality so creditable to him as this same censure, 
which has also been pretty copious. It is a censure better than a 
good many praises. He is found guilty of having said this and that, 
calculated not to be entirely pleasant to this man and that; in 
other words, calculated to give him and the thing he worked in a 
living set of features, not leave him vague, in the white beatified- 
ghost condition. Several men, as we hear, cry out, ''See, there is 
something written not entirely pleasant to me 1’^ Good friend, it is 
pity; but who can help it ? They that wilh bonfires 

may, sometimes very fairly, get their beards singed ; it is the price 
they pay for such illumination ; natural twilight is safe and free to 
all. For our part, we hope all manner of biographies that are 
written in England will henceforth be written so. If it is fit that 
they be written otherwise, then it is still fitter that they be not 
written at all : to produce not things hut ghosts of things can never 
he the duty of man. 

The biographer has this problem set before him: to delineate a- 
likeness of the earthly pilgrimage of a man. He will compute well 
what profit is in it, and what disprofit ; under which latter head ^ 
this of offending any of his fellow-creatures will surely not he for- 
gotten. Nay, this may so swell the disprofit side of his accountr^ 
that many an enterprise of biography, otherwise promising, shall 
require to be renounced. But once taken up, the rule before all 
rules is to do it, not to do the ghost of it. In speaking of the man 
and men he has to deal with, he will of course keep all his charities 
about him ; but all his eyes open. Far be it from him to set down 
aught untrm ; nay, not to abstain from, and leave in oblivion, much 
that is true. But having found a thing or things essential for his 
subject, and well computed the for and against, he will in very deed i 
set down such thing or things, nothing doubting,— we may 
say, the fear of God before his eyes, and no other fear whatever. 
Censure the biographer’s prudence ; dissent from the computation 
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he made, or agree with it ; he all malice of his, he all falsehood, nay 
be all offensive avoidable inaccnracy, condemned and consumed; 
but know that by this plan only, executed as was possible, could 
the biographer hope to make a biography; and blame him not that 
he did what it had been the worst fault not to do. 

As to the accuracy or error of these statements about the 
Ballantynes and other persons aggrieved, which are questions much 
mooted at present in some places, we know nothing at all. If they 
are inaccurate, let them be corrected ; if the inaccuracy was avoid- 
able, let the author bear rebuke and punishment for it. We can 
only say, these things carry no look of inaccuracy on the face of 
them ; neither is anywhere the smallest trace of ill-wiU or unjust 
feeling discernible. Decidedly the probabilities are, and till better 
evidence arise, the fair conclusion is, that this matter stands very 
much as it ought to do. Let the clatter of censure, therefore, pro- 
pagate itself as far as it can. For Mr. Lockhart it virtually amounts 
to this very considerable praise, that, standing full in the face of 
the public, he has set at nought, and been among the first to do it, 
a public piece of cant ; one of the commonest we have, and closely 
allied to many others of the fellest sort, as smooth as it looks. 

The other censure, of Scott being made unheroic, springs from 
the same stem ; and is, perhaps, a still more wonderful flower of it. 
Your true hero must have no features, but be white, stainless, an 
impersonal ghost-hero ! But connected with this, there is a hypo- 
thesis now current, due probably to some man of name, for its own 
force would not carry it far : That Mr. Lockhart at heart has a dis- 
like to Scott, and has done his best in an underhand treacherous 
manner to dishero him ! Such hypothesis is actually current : he 
that has ears may hear it now and then. On which astonishing 
hypothesis, if a word must be said, it can only be an apology for 
silence, — “ That there are things at which one stands struck silent, 
as at first sight of the Infinite.” For if Mr. Lockhart is fairly 
chargeable with any radical defect, if on any side his insight entirely 
fails him, it seems even to be in this, that Scott is altogether lovely 
to him; that Scott’s greatness spreads out for him on all hands 
beyond reach of eye; that his very faults become beautiful, his 
vulgar worldlinesses are solid prudences, proprieties; and of his 
worth there is no measure. Does not the patient Biographer dwell 
on his Allots, Pirates, and hasty theatrical scene-paintings ; affec- 
tionately analysing them, as if they were Raphael-pictures, time- 
defying Eamlets, Othellos? The Novel-manufactory, with its 
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15 , 000 Z, a-year, is sacred to Mm as creation of a genius, wliicli 
carries the noble victor up to Heaven. Scott is to Lockhart the 
unparalleled of the time; an object spreading-out before him like 
a sea without shore. Of astonishing hypothesis, let expressive 
silence be the only answer. 

And so in sum, with regard to Lockhart’s Life of Scott, readers 
that believe in us shall read it with the feeling that a man of talent, 
decision and insight wrote it; wrote it in seven volumes, not in one^ 
because the public would pay for it better in that state ; but wrote 
it with courage, with frankness, sincerity ; on the whole, in a very 
readable, recommendable manner, as things go. Whosoever needs 
it can purchase it, or purchase the loan of it, with assurance more 
than usual that he has ware for his money. And now enough of the 
written Life ; we will glance a little at the man and his acted life. 

Into the question whether Scott was a great man or not, we do 
not propose to enter deeply. It is, as too usual, a question about 
words. There can be no doubt but many men have been named 
and printed great who w^ere vastly smaller than he : as little doubt 
moreover that of the specially good, a very large portion, according 
to any genuine standard of man s worth, were worthless in com- 
parison to him. He for whom Scott is great may most innocently 
name him so ; may with advantage admire his great qualities, and 
ought with sincere heart to emulate them. At the same time, it is 
good that there be a certain degree of precision in our epithets. It 
is good to understand, for one thing, that no popularity, and open- 
mouthed wonder of all the world, continued even for a long series 
of years, can make a man great. Such popularity is a remarkable 
fortune ; indicates a great adaptation of the man to his element of 
circumstances ; but may or may not indicate anything great in the 
man. To our imagination, as above hinted, there is a certain 
apotheosis in it ; but in the reality no apotheosis at all. Popularity 
is as a blaze of illumination, or alas, of conflagration, kindled round 
a man; showing what is in him; not putting the smallest item 
more into him; often abstracting much from him; conflagrating 
the poor man himself into ashes and ca^p'iut mortimm I And then, 
by the nature of it, such popularity is transient ; your ' series of 
years/ quite unexpectedly, sometimes almost all on a sudden, 
terminates ! For the stupidity of men, especially of men congre- 
gated in masses round any object, is extreme. What illuminations 
and conflagrations have kindled themselves, as if new heavenly suns 
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had risen, wLich proved only to be tar-barrels and terrestrial locks 
of straw 1 Profane Princesses cried out, “ One God, one Parinelli 1 
—and whither now have they and FarinelJi danced ? 

In Literature too there have been seen popularities greater even 
than Scott’s, and nothing perennial in the interior of them. Lope 
de Vega, whom all the world swore by, and made a proverb of; who 
could make an acceptable five-act tragedy in almost as many hours ; 
the greatest of all popularities past or present, and perhaps one of 
the greatest men that ever ranked among popularities : Lope him- 
self, so radiant, far-shining, has not proved to be a sun or star of 
the firmament ; but is as good as lost and gone out ; or plays at best 
in the eyes of some few as a vague aurora-borealis, and brilliant 
ineffectuality. The great man of Spain sat obscure at the time, all 
dark and poor, a maimed soldier ; writing his Do% Quixote in prison. 
And Lope’s fate withal was sad, his popularity perhaps a curse to 
him; for in this man there was something ethereal too, a divine 
particle traceable in few other popular men ; and such far-shining 
diffusion of himself, though all the world swore by it, would do 
nothing for the true life of him even while he lived : he had to 
creep into a convent, into a monk’s cowl, and learn, with infinite 
sorrow, that his blessedness had lain elsewhere ; that when a man’s 
life feels itself to be sick and an error, no voting of bystanders can 
make it well and a truth again. 

Or coming down to our own times, was not August Kotzebue 
popular ? Kotzebue, not so many years since, saw himself, if mmour 
and hand-clapping could be credited, the greatest man going ; saw 
visibly his Thoughts, dressed-out in plush and pasteboard, permeat- 
ing and perambulating civilised Europe; the most iron visages 
weeping with him, in all theatres from Cadiz to Kamtchatka ; his 
own " astonishing genius ’ meanwhile producing two tragedies or so 
per month : he, on the whole, blazed high enough : he too has gone 
out into Night and Orcus, and already is not. We will omit this of 
popularity altogether ; and account it as making simply nothing to- 
wards Scott’s greatness or non-greatness, as an accident, not a quality. 

Shorn of this falsifying nimbuB^ and reduced to his own natural 
dimensions, there remains the reality, ^ Walter Scott, and what we 
can find in him : to be accounted great, or not great, according to 
the dialects of men. Friends to precision of epithet will probably 
deny his title to the name ' great.’ It seems to us there goes 
other stuff to the making of great men than can be detected here. 
One knows not what idea worthy of the name of great, what 
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purpose, instinct or tendency, that could be called great, Scott ever 
•was inspired with. His life was worldly; his ambitions were 
worldly. There is nothing spiritual in him; all is economical, 
material, of the earth earthy. A love of picturesque, of beautiful, 
vigorous and graceful things ; a genuine love, yet not more genuine 
than has dwelt in hundreds of men named minor poets : this is the 
highest quality to be discerned in him. 

His power of representing these things, too, his poetic power, 
like his moral power, was a genius in eMenso, as we may say, not 
in intenso. In action, in speculation, Iwad as he was, he rose 
nowhere high; productive without measure as to quantity, in 
quality he for the most part transcended but a little way the 
region of commonplace. It has been said, ' no man has written 
‘as many volumes with so few sentences that can be quoted/ 
Winged words were not his vocation; nothing urged him that 
way: the great Mystery of Existence was not great to him; did. 
not drive him into rocky solitudes to wrestle with it for an answer, 
to be answered or to perish. He had nothing of the martyr; into 
no ‘dark region to slay monsters for us,' did he, either led or 
driven, venture dowm: his conquests were for his own behoof 
mainly, conquests over common market-labour, and reck enable 
in good metallic coin of the realm. The thing he had faith in, 
except power, power of what sort soever, and even of the rudest 
sort, would be difficult to point out. One sees not that he believed 
in anything; nay he did not even disbelieve; but quietly ac- 
quiesced, and made himself at home in a world of conventionalities ; 
the false," the semi-false and the true were alike true in this, that 
they were there, and had power in their hands more or less. It 
was well to feel so ; and yet not well I We find it written, ‘ Wn^ 
to them that are at ease in Zion ; ' but surely it is a double woe 
to them that are at ease in Babel, in Domdaniel On the other 
hand, he wrote many volumes, amusing many thousands of men. 
Shall we call this great? It seems to us there dwells and 
struggles another sort of spirit in the inward parts of great men 1 

Brother Ringletub, the missionary, inquired of Ram-Dass, a 
Hindoo man-god, who had set up for godhood lately, What he 
meant to do, then, with the sins of mankind ? To which Ram- 
Dass at once answered, He had fire enough in his lelly to burn-up 
all the sins in the world. Ram-Dass was right so far, and had a 
spice of sense in him ; for surely it is the test of every divine man 
this same, and without it he is not divine or great,— that he ham 
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fire in liim to burn-up somewhat of the sins of the world, of the 
miseries and errors of the world: why else is he there? Far be 
it from, us to say that a great man must needs, with benevolence 
prepense, become a 'friend of humanity;' nay that such pro- 
fessional self-conscious friends of humanity are not the fatalest 
kind of persons to be met with in our day. All greatness is 
unconscious, or it is little and nought. And yet a great man 
without such fire in him, burning dim or developed, as a divine 
behest in his heart of hearts, never resting till it be fulfilled, were 
a solecism in Nature. A great man is ever, as the Transcend- 
entalists speak, possessed with an 

Napoleon himself, not the superfinest of great men, and ballasted 
sufficiently with prudences and egoisms, had nevertheless, as is 
clear enough, an idea to start with : the idea that Democracy was 
the Cause of Man, the right and infinite Cause. Accordingly he 
made himself the armed Soldier of Democracy ; ' and did vindicate 
it in a rather great manner. Nay, to the very last, he had a kind 
of idea; that, namely, oi ^ La carridre otimrte aux talmis, The tools 
Ho him that can handle them;' really one of the best ideas yet 
promulgated on that matter, or rather the one true central idea, 
towards which all the others, if they tend anywhither, must tend. 
Unhappily it was in the military province only that Napoleon 
could realise this idea of his, being forced to fight for himself the 
while : before he got it tried to any extent in the civil province 
of things, his head by much victory grew light (no head can 
stand more than its quantity) ; and he lost head, as they say, and 
became a selfish ambitionist and quack, and was hurled out; 
leaving his idea to be realised, in the civil province of things, by 
others 1 Thus was Napoleon ; thus are all great men : children 
of the idea ; or, in Ram-Dass's phraseology, furnished with fire to 
burn-up the miseries of men. Conscious or unconscious, latent 
-or unfolded, there is small vestige of any such fire being extant 
in the inner-man of Scott. 

• Yet on the other hand, the surliest critic must allow that Scott 
was a genuine man, which itself is a great matter. No affectation, 
fantasticality or distortion dwelt in him; no shadow of cant. 
Nay withal, was he not a right brave and strong man, according 
to his kind ? What a load of toil, what a measure of felicity, he 
quietly bore along with him ; with what quiet strength he both 
workedx:^»n this earth, and enjoyed in it; invincible to evil fortune 
and to good I A most composed invincible man; in difficulty and 
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distress knowing no discouragement, Samson-like carrying off on 
his strong Samson-should ers the gates that would imprison him ; 
in danger and menace laughing at the whisper of fear. And then, 
wdth such a sunny current of true humour and humanity, a free 
joyful sympathy with so many things; what of fire ho had all 
lying so beautifully latent, as radical latent heat, as fruitful internal 
•warmth of life ; a most robust, healthy man 1 The truth is, our 
best definition of Scott 'were perhaps even this, that he was, if 
no great man, then something much pleasanter to be, a robust, 
thoroughly healthy and withal very prosperous and victorious man. 
An eminently well-conditioned man, healthy in body, healthy in 
soul ; vie will call him one of the healthiest of men. 

Neither is this a small matter: health is a great matter, both 
to the possessor of it and to others. On the whole, that humorist 
in the Moral Essay was not so far out, who determined on honour- 
ing health only ; and so instead of humbling himself to the high- 
born, to the rich and well-dressed, insisted on doffing hat to the 
healthy: coroneted carriages 's^dth pale faces in them passed by 
as failures, miserable and lamentable ; trucks with ruddy-cheeked 
strength dragging at them were greeted as successful and venerable. 
For does not health mean harmony, the synonym of all that is 
true, justly-ordered, good ; is it not, in some sense, the net-total, 
as shown by experiment, of whatever worth is in us ? The healthy 
man is the most meritorious product of Nature so far as he goes. ' 
A healthy body is good ; but a soul in right health, — it is the 
thing beyond all others to be prayed for ; the blessedest thing this 
earth receives of Heaven. Without artificial medicament of phi- 
losophy, or tight-lacing of creeds (always very questionable), the 
healthy soul discerns what is good, and adheres to it, and retains 
it; discerns what is bad, and spontaneously casts it off. An 
instinct from Nature herself, like that which guides the wild 
animals of the forest to their food, shows him what he shall do, 
what he shall abstain from. The false and foreign will not adhere 
to him; cant and all fantastic diseased incrustations are impos- 
sible; — as Walker the Original, in such eminence of health was he 
for Ms part, mili not, by much abstinence from soap-and-water, 
attain to a dirty facet This thing thou canst work with and 
profit by, this thing is substantial and worthy ; that other thing 
thou canst not work with, it is trivial and inapt : so speaks un- 
erringly the inward monition of the man's whole nature. No need 
of logic to prove the most argumentative absurdity, absurd; as 
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Goethe says of himself, "all this ran down from me like water 
"from a man in wax-cloth dress/ Blessed is the healthy nature ; 
it is the coherent, sweetly cooperative, not incoherent, self-dis- 
tracting, self-destructive one! In the harmonious adjustment and 
play of all the faculties, the just balance of oneself gives a just 
feeling towards all men and all things* Glad lights from within 
radiates outwards, and enlightens and embellishes. 

Now all this can be predicated of Walter Scott, and of no 
British literary man that we remember in these days, to any such 
extent, — if it be not perhaps of one, the most opposite imaginable 
to Scott, but his equal in this quality and what holds of it: 
William Cobbett ! Nay there are other similarities, widely dijffer- 
ent as they two look; nor be the comparison disparaging to 
Scott : for Oohhett also, as the pattern John Bull of his century, 
strong as the rhinoceros, and with singular humanities and genial- 
ities shining through his thick skin, is a most brave phenomenon. 
So bounteous was Nature to us ; in the sickliest of recorded ages, 
when British Literature lay all puking and sprawling in Werterism, 
Byronism, and other Sentimentalism tearful or spasmodic (fruit of 
internal wind), Nature was kind enough to send us two healthy 
Men, of whom she might still say, not without pride, These also 
■were made in England ; such limbs do I still make there 1 '' It 
is one of the cheerfulest sights, let -the question of its greatness 
be settled as you will A healthy nature may or may not be 
great ; but there is no great nature that is not healthy. 

Or, on the whole, might we not say, Scott, in the new vesture 
of the nineteenth century, was intrinsically very much the old 
fighting Borderer of prior centuries ; the kind of man Nature did 
of old make in that birthland of his ? In the saddle, with the 
foray-spear, he would have acquitted himself as he did at the desk . 
with his pen. One fancies how, in stout Beardie of Harden's time, 
he could have played Beardie's part ; and ieen the stalwart buff- 
belted terras films he in this late time could only delight to draw. 
The same stout self-help was in Mm; the same oak and triple 
brass round his heart. He too could have fought at Eedswire, 
cracking crowns with the fiercest, if that had been the task ; could 
have harried cattle in Tynedale, repaying injury with compound 
interest ; a right sufficient captain of men. A man without qualms 
or fantasticalities; a hard-headed, sound-hearted man, of joyous 
robust temper, lookmg to the main chance, and fighting direct 
thitherward ; mlde stalwartns homo /—How much in that case had 
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slumbered in liim, and passed away without sign! But indeed 
who knows how much slumbers in many men? Perhaps our 
greatest poets are the mute Miltons; the vocals are those whom 
by happy accident we lay hold of, one here, one there, as it 
chances, and omlce vocal. It is even a question, whether, had not 
want, discomfort and distress-warrants been busy at Stratford-on- 
Avon, Shakspeare himself had not lived killing calves or combing 
wool! Had the Edial Boarding-school turned out well, we had 
never heard of Samuel Johnson ; Samuel Johnson had been a fat 
schoolmaster and dogmatic gerund grinder, and never known that 
he w^as more. Nature is rich: those two eggs thou art eating 
carelessly to breakfast, could they not have been hatched into a 
pair of fowls, and have covered the whole world with poultry? 

But it was not harrying of cattle in Tynedale, or cracking of 
crowns at Redswire, that this stout Border-chief was appointed to 
perform. Far other work. To be the song-singer and pleasant tale- 
teller to Britain and Europe, in the beginning of the artificial nine- 
teenth century ; here, and not there, lay his business. Beardie of 
Harden would have found it very amazing. How he shapes himself 
to this new element ; how he helps himself along in it, makes it 
too do for him, lives sound and victorious in it, and leads over the 
marches such a spoil as all the cattle-droves the Hardens ever took 
were poor in comparison to; this is the history of the life and 
achievements of our Sir Walter Scott, Baronet ; — whereat we are 
now to glance for a little ! It is a thing remarkable ; a thing 
substantial; of joyful, victorious sort; not unworthy to be glanced 
at. Withal, however, a glance here and there will suffice. Our 
limits are narrow ; the thing, were it never so victorious, is not of 
the sublime sort, nor extremely edifying; there is nothing in it 
to censure vehemently, nor love vehemently; there is more to*^ 
wonder at than admire ; and the whole secret is not an abstruse 
one. 

Till towards the age of thirty, Scott’s life has nothing in it 
decisively pointing towards Literature, or indeed towards distinc- 
tion of any kind ; he is wedded, settled, and has gone through all 
his preliminary steps, without symptom of renown as yet. It is 
the life of every other Edinburgh youth of his station and time. 
Fortunate we must name it, in many ways. Parents in easy or 
wealthy circumstances, yet unencumbered with the cares and 
jjerversions of aristocracy ; nothing eminent in place, in faculty or 
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culture, yet nothing deficient; all around is methodic regulation, 
prudence, prosperity, kind-heartedness ; an element of warmth and 
light, of affection, industry and burgh erly comfort, heightened into 
elegance; in which the young heart can wholesomely grow. A 
vigorous health seems to have been given by Nature; yet, as if 
Nature had said withal, “ Let it be a health to express itself by 
mind, not by body,'’ a lameness is added in childhood ; the brave 
little boy, instead of romping and bickering, must learn to think; 
or at lowest, what is a great matter, to sit still. No rackets and 
triindling-hoops for this young Walter ; but ballads, history-books 
and a world of legendary stuff, which his mother and those near 
him are copiously able to furnish. Disease, which is but super- 
ficial, and issues in outward lameness, does not cloud the young 
existence ; rather forwards it towards the expansion it is fitted for. 
The miserable disease had been one of the internal nobler parts, 
marring the general organisation; under which no Walter Scott 
could have been forwarded, or with all his other endowments could 
have been producible or possible. " Nature gives healthy children 
‘much; how much ! Wise education is a wise unfolding of this; 
‘ often it unfolds itself better of its owm accord.’ 

Add one other circumstance : the place where ; namely, Presby- 
terian Scotland. The influences of this are felt incessantly, they 
stream-in at every pore. ‘There is a country accent,’ says La 
Rochefoucault, ‘not in speech only, but in thought, conduct, 
‘ character and manner of existing, which never forsakes a man.’ 
Scott, we believe, was all his days an Episcopalian Dissenter in 
Scotland; but that makes little to the matter. Nobody who 
knows Scotland and Scott can doubt but Presbyterianism too had 
a vast share in the forming of him. A country where the entire 
people is, or even once has been, laid hold of, filled to the heart 
with an infinite religious idea, has ‘made a step from which it 
cannot retrograde.’ Thought, conscience, the sense that man is 
denizen of a Universe, creature of an Eternity, has penetrated to 
the remotest cottage, to the simplest heart. Beautiful and awful, 
the feeling of a Heavenly Behest, of Duty god-commanded, over- 
canopies all life. There is an inspiration in such a people: one 
may say in a more special sense, ‘ the inspiration of the Almighty 
oiveth them understanding.’ Honour to all the brave and true ; 
everlasting honour to brave old Knox, one of the truest of the 
true I That, in the moment while he and his cause, amid civil 
broils, in convulsion and confusion, were still but struggling for 
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life, lie sent the schoolmaster forth to all corners, and said, “Let 
the people he taught-/' this is but one, and indeed an inevitable 
and comparatively inconsiderable item in his great message to 
men. His message, in its true compass, was, Let men know that 
they are men ; created by God, responsible to God ; who work in 
any meanest moment of time what will last through eternity.'' It 
is verily a great message. Not ploughing and hammering machines, 
not patent-digesters (never so ornamental) to digest the produce 
of these : no, in no wise; horn slaves neither of their fellow-men, 
nor of their own appetites; but men ! This great message Knox 
did deliver, with a man’s voice and strength ; and found a people 
to believe him. 

Of such an achievement, we say, were it to be made once only, 
the results are immense. Thought, in such a country, may change 
its form, but cannot go out ; the country has attained majority ; 
thought, and a certain spiritual manhood, ready for all work that 
man can do, endures there. It may take many forms : the form of 
hard-fisted money-getting industry, as in the vulgar Scotchman, 
in the vulgar New Englander; but as compact developed force 
and alertness of faculty, it is still there ; it may utter itself one 
day as the colossal Scepticism of a Hume (beneficent this too 
though painful, wrestling Titan-like through doubt and inquiry 
towards new belief); and again, some better day, it may utter 
itself as the inspired Melody of a Burns : in a word, it is there, 
and continues to manifest itself, in the Voice and the Woidc of a 
Nation of hardy endeavouring considering men, with whatever 
that may bear in it, or unfold from it. The Scotch national 
character originates in many circumstances; first of all, in the 
Saxon stuff there was to work on ; but next, and beyond all else 
except that, in the Presbyterian Gospel of John Knox. It seems 
a good national character; and on some sides not so good. Let 
Scott thank John Knox, for he owed him much, little as he 
dreamed of debt in that quarter ! No Scotchman of his time was 
more entirely Scotch than Walter Scott: the good and the not 
so good, which all Scotchmen inherit, ran through every fibre of 
him. 

Scott’s childhood, school-days, college-days, are pleasant to read 
of, though they differ not from those of others in his place and 
time. The memory of him may probably enough last till this 
record of them become far more curious than it now is. So 
lived an Edinburgh Writer to the Signet's son in the end of the 
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eigliteentli century/' may some future Scotcli novelist say to liim- 
self in the end of the twenty-first ! The following little fragment 
of infancy is all we can extract. It is from an Autobiography 
which he had begun, which one cannot but regret he did not 
finish. Scott's best qualities never shone out more freely than 
wdien he went upon anecdote and reminiscence. Sacli a master 
of narrative and of himself could have done personal naiTative 
well Here, if anywhere, his knowledge was complete, and all his 
humour and good-humour had free scope : 

^ An odd incident is worth recording. It seems, my niotlior had sent 
a maid to take charge of me, at this farm of Sandy-Knowe, that I might 
be no inconvenience to the family. But the damsel sent on that im- 
portant mission had left lier heart behind her, in the keeping of some 
wild fellow, it is likely, who had done and said more to her than he 
was like to make good. She became extremely desirous to return to 
Edinburgh ; and, as my mother made a point of her remaining where 
she was, she contracted a sorb of hatred at poor me, as the cause of her 
^dheing detained at Sandy-Knowe. This rose, I suppose, to a sort of 
delirious affection ; for she confessed to old Alison W^ilson, the house- 
keeper, that she had carried me up to the craigs under a strong tempt- 
ation of the Devil to cut my throat with her scissors, and bury me in 
the moss. Alison instantly took possession of my person, and took care 
that her confidant should not he subject to any farther temptation, at 
least so far as I was concerned. She was dismissed of course, and I 
have heard afterwards became a lunatic* 

^ It is here, at Sandy-Knowe, in the residence of my paternal grand- 
father, already mentioned, that I have the first consciousness of exist- 
ence ; and I recollect distinctly that my situation and appearance were 
a little whimsical. Among the odd remedies recurred to, to aid my 
lameness, some one had recommended that so often as a sheep was killed 
for the use of the family, I should be stripped, and swathed-up in the 
skin warm as it was flayed from the carcass of the animal In this 
Tartar-like habiliment I well remember lying upon the floor of the little 
parlour in the farmhouse, while my grandfather, a venerable old man 
with white^hair, used every excitement to make me try to crawl, I also 
distinctly remember the late Sir George M‘Dougal of Mackerstown, 
father of the present Sir Henry Hay IVEDougal, joining in the attempt. 
He was, God knows how, a relation of ours ; and I still recollect him, 
in his old-fashioned military habit (he had been Colonel of the Greys), 
wi^h a small cocked-hat deeply laced, an embroidered scarlet waistcoat, 
and a light-coloured coat, with milk-white locks tied in a military fashion, 
kneeling on the ground before me, and dragging his watch along the 
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carpet to induce me to follow it. The benevolent old soldier, and the 
infant wrapped in his sheepsldn, would have afforded an odd group to 
uninterested spectators. This must have happened about my third year 
(1774), for Sir George ]\rDougal and my grandfather both died shortly 
after that period.’ 2 

We will glance next into the ‘ LiddesdaU Raids* Scott has 
grown-up to be a brisk-hearted jovial yoiuig man and Advocate : 
in vacation-time he makes excursions to the Highlands, to the 
Border Cheviots and Northumberland ; rides free and far, on his 
stout galloway, through bog and brake, over tbe dim moory De- 
batable Land, — over Flodden and other fields and places, where, 
though he yet knew it not, his work lay. No land, however dim 
and moory, but either has had or will have its poet, and so become 
not unknown in song. Liddesdale, which was once as prosaic as 
most dales, having now attained illustration, let us glance thither- 
ward : Liddesdale too is on this ancient Earth of ours, under this 
eternal Sky; and gives and takes, in the most incalculable manner, 
with the Universe at large ! Scott’s experiences there are rather 
of the rustic Arcadian sort; the element of whisky not wanting. 
We should premise that here and there a feature has, perhaps, 
been aggravated for effect’s sake: 

* During seven successive years,’ writes Mr. Lockhart (for the Auto- 
biography has long since left us), ^ Scott made a raid, as he called it, 
into Liddesdale with Mr. Sbortreecl, sheriff-substitute of Eoxhurgh, for 
Ms guide ; exploring every rivulet to its source, and every ruined peel 
from foundation to battlement. At this time no wheeled carriage had 
ever been seen in the district ; — ^tbe first, indeed, was a gig, driven by 
Scott himself for a part of his way, when on the last of these seven 
excursions. There 'was no inn nor publichouse of any kind in the "whole 
valley; the travellers passed from the shepherd’s hut to the minister’s 
manse, and again from the cheerful hospitality of the manse to the rough 
and jolly welcome of the homestead ; gathering, wdierever they went, 
songs and tunes, and occasionally more tangible relics of antiquity, — 
even such a rowth of auld knicknackets ” as Burns ascribes to Captain 
Grose. To these rambles Scott owed much of the materials of his Min- 
strelsy of the Scottish Border; and not less of that intimate acquaintance 
with the living manners of these unsophisticated regions, wdiich con- 
stitutes the chief charm of one of the most charming of his prose works. 
But how soon he had any definite object before him in his researches 
seems very doubtful. ‘‘Hewas mahin* Mmsell a’ the time,” said Mr. 

£ Vol. i. pp, 15-17. 
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Sliortreed; lie didna ken maybe wliat lie ■\yas about till years 

had passed : at first he thought o’ little, I daresay, but the queerness 
and the fun.” 

^ “ In those days ” says the Memorandum before me, ‘‘ advocates were 
not so plenty— -at least about Liddesdale ; ” and the worthy Sheriff- 
substitute goes on to deseribe the sort of bustle, not iinmixed with alarm, 
produced at the first farmhouse they visited (Willie Elliot’s at Mill- 
burnholm), when the honest man was informed of the quality of one of 
his guests. When they dismounted, accordingly, he received Mr. Scott 
with great ceremony, and insisted upon himself leading his horse to 
the stable, Shortreed accompanied Willie, however ; and the latter, 
after taking a deliberate peep at Scott, ‘^out-by the edge of the door- 
cheek,” whispered, “Weel, Eobin, I say, de’il hae me if I’s be a bit 
feared for him now ; he’s just a chield like ourselves, I think.” Half- 
a-dozen dogs of all degrees had already gathered round ‘‘ the advocate,’* 
and his way of returning their compliments had set Willie Elliot at once 
at his ease. 

^According to Mr. Shortreed, this good man of Millburnhohn was 
the great original of Dandie Dinmont.* ^ ^ ‘ They dined at Mill- 

burnholm ; and, after having lingered over Willie Elliot’s punch-bowl, 
until, in Mr. Shortreed’s phrase, they were “ half-glowrin’,” mounted 
their steeds again, and proceeded to Dr. Elliot’s at Cleughhead, where 
(“ for,” says my Memorandum, folk werena very nice in those days ”) 
the two travellers slept in one and the same bed, — as, indeed, seems 
to have been the case with them throughout most of their excursions 
in this primitive district. Dr. Elliot (a clergyman) had already a large 
Ms. collection of the ballads Scott was in quest of.’ ^ ^ < Hext 

morning they seem to have ridden a long way for the express purpose 
of visiting one ‘‘auld Thomas o’ Tuzzilehope,” another Elliot, I suppose, 
wdio was celebrated for his skill on the Border 'pi'pQ, and in particular 
for being in possession of the real lilt^ of Dklt d the Cowe, Before 
starting, that is, at six o’clock, the ballad-hunters had, “just to lay 
the stomach, a devilled duck or twae and some London porter.” Auld 
Thomas found them, nevertheless, well disposed for '^Dreakfast” on 
their arrival at Tuzzilehope; and this being over, he delighted them 
with one of the most hideous and unearthly of all specimens of ‘‘riding 
music,” and, moreover, with considerable libations of whisky-punch, 
manufactured in a certain wooden vessel, resembling a very small milk- 
pail, which he called “Wisdom,” because it “ made ” only a few spoon- 
fuls of spirits,— though he had the , art of replenishing it so adroitly, 
that it had been celebrated for fifty years as more fatal to sobriety than 
any howl in the parish. Having done due honour to “ Wisdom,” they 
3 Loud tune : German, lallm. 
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a<'^aiii mounted, and proceeded over moss and moor to some otlier equally 
hospitable master of the pipe. “ Ah me,” says Shortreed, “ sic an end- 
less fund o’ humour and drollery as he then had w? him ! Never ten 
yards but we were either laughing or roaring and singing. Wherever 
we stopped, how brawlie he suited himsell to everybody 1 He aye did 
as the lave did ; never made himsell the great man, or took ony airs 
in the company. I’ve seen him in a’ moods in these jaunts, grave and 
gay, daft and serious, sober and drunk-— -(this, however, even in our 
wildest rambles, was rare)— but, drunk or sober, he was aye the gentle- 
man. He lookit excessively heavy and stupid when he was fou, but he 
was never out o’ gude humour.” ’ 

These are questionable doings, questionably narrated ; but what 
gball we say of the following, Avherein the element of whisky plays 
an extremely prominent part ? We will say that it is question- 
able, and not exemplary, whisky mounting clearly beyond its 
level; that indeed charity hopes and conjectures here may be 
some aggravating of features for effect's sake ! 

‘ On reaching, one evening, some Cliarliesliope or other (I forget the 
name) among those wildernesses, they found a kindly reception, as 
usual ; but, to their agreeable surprise after some days of hard living, 
a measured and orderly hospitality as respected liquor. Soon after 
supper, at which a bottle of elderberry- wine alone had been produced, 
a young student of divinity, who happened to be in the house, was 
called upon to take the big ha’ Bible,” in the good old fashion of 
“ Burns’s Saturday Night ; ” and some progress had been already made 
in the service, when the good-man of the farm, whose tendency,” as 
Mr. Mitchell says, “ was soporific,” scandalised his wife and the dominie 
by starting suddenly from his knees, and, rubbing his eyes, with a 

stentorian exclamation of “ By , here’s the keg at last 1 ” 

tumbled, as he spoke the word, a couple of sturdy herdsmen, whom, on 
hearing a day before of the advocate’s approaching visit, he had de- 
spatched to a certain smuggler’s haunt, at some considerable distance, 
in quest of a supply of nm brandy from the Solway Erith. The pious 
“ exercise ” of the household was hopelessly interrupted. With a thou- 
sand apologies for his hitherto shabby entertainment, this jolly Elliot, 
or Armstrong, had the welcome heg mounted on the table without a 
moment’s delay; and gentle and simple, not forgetting the dominie, 
continued carousing about it until daylight streamed-in upon the party. 
Sir Walter Scott seldom failed, when I saw him in company with his 
Licldesdale companion, to mimic with infinite humour the sudden out- 
burst of his old host oh hearing the clatter of horses’ feet, which he knew 
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to indicate tlie arrival of the keg— the consternation of the darae— and 
the rueful despair with which the young clergyman closed the book/ 

From which Liddesdale which we here, like the young 

clergyman, close not without a certain rueful despair, let the 
reader draw what nourishment he can. They evince satisfactorily, 
though in a rude manner, that in those days young advocates, 
and Scott like the rest of them, were alive and alert,— whisky 
sometimes preponderating. But let us now fancy that the jovial 
young Advocate has pleaded his first cause; has served in yeo- 
manry drills; been wedded, been promoted Sheriff, without 
romance in either case ; dabbling a little the while, under guidance 
of Monk Lewis, in translations from the German, in translation 
of Goethe’s Gotz with the Iron IIand;—dvoA ^B have arrived at 
the threshold of the Minstrelsy of the Scottish Bo‘ and the 
opening of a new century. 

Hitherto, therefore, there has been made out, by Nature and 
Circumstance working together, nothing unusually remarkable, 
yet still something very valuable ; a stout effectual man of thirty, 
full of broad sagacity and good humour, with faculties in him 
fit for any burden of business, hospitality and duty, legal or 
civic: — with what other faculties in him no one could yet say. 
As indeed, who, after lifelong inspection, can say what is in any 
man? The uttered part of a man’s life, let us always repeat, 
bears to the unuttered unconscious part a small unknown pro- 
portion ; he himself never knows it, much less do others. Give 
him room, give him impulse; he reaches down to the Infinite 
with that so straitly-imprisoned soul of his ; and can do miracles 
if need be 1 It is one of the comfortablest truths that great men 
abound, though in the unknown state. Nay, as above hinted, 
our greatest, being also by nature our quietest, are perhaps those 
that remain unknown! Philosopher Fichte took comfort in this 
belief, when from all pulpits and editorial desks, and publications 
periodical and stationary, he could hear nothing but the infinite 
chattering and twittering of commonplace become ambitious ; and 
in the infinite stir of motion nowhither, and of din which should 
have been silence, all seemed churned into one tempestuous yesty 
froth, and the stern Fichte almost desired ' taxes on knowledge ’ 
to allay it a little ; — ^he comforted himself, we say, by the unshaken 
belief that Thought did still exist in Germany; that thinking 

^ YoL L pp. 195-199. 
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meiij eacli in his own corner, were verily doing their work, though 
in a silent latent manner.® 

Walter Scott, as a latent Walter, had never amused all men 
for a score of years in the course of centuries and eternities, or 
gained and lost several hundred thousand pounds sterling by 
Literature ; but he might have been a happy and by no means 
a useless,— nay, who knows at bottom whether not a still usefuler 
Walter 1 However, that was not his fortune. The Genius of 
rather a singular age, — an age at once destitute of faith and 
terrified at scepticism, with little knowledge of its whereabout, 
with many sorrows to bear or front, and on the whole with a 
life to lead in these new circumstances,— had said to himself: 
What man shall be the temporary comforter, or were it but the 
spiritual comfit-maker, of this my poor singular age, to solace its 
dead tedium and manifold sorrows a little? So had the Genius 
said, looking over all the world, What man? and found him 
walking the dusty Outer Parliament-house of Edinburgh, with 
his advocate-gown on his back ; and exclaimed, That is he I 

The Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border ^voved to be a well from 
which flowed one of the broadest rivers. Metrical Eomances 
(which in due time pass into Prose Eomances); the old life of 
men resuscitated for us : it is a mighty wmrd! Not as dead 
tradition, but as a palpable presence, the past stood before us. 
There they were, the rugged old fighting men; in their doughty 
simplicity and strength, with their heartiness, their healthiness, 
their stout self-help, in their iron basnets, leather jerkins, jack- 
boots, in their quaintness of manner and costume ; there as they 
looked and lived: it was like a new-discovered continent in 
Literature; for the new century, a bright El Dorado, — or else 
some fat beatific land of Cockaigne, and Paradise of Donothings.,"* 
To the opening nineteenth century, in its languor and paralysis, 
nothing could have been welcomer. Most unexpected, most 
refreshing and exhilarating ; behold our new El Dorado ; our fat 
beatific Lubberland, where one can enjoy and do nothing 1 It was 
the time for such a new Literature ; and this Walter Scott was 
the man for it. The Lays, the Marmions^ the Ladys and Lords 
of Lake and Isles, followed in quick succession, with ever-widening 
profit and praise. How many thousands of guineas were paid- 
down for each new Lay ; how many thousands of copies (fifty and 
more sometimes) were printed off, then and subsequently; what 
^ Fichte,' tJh&r das Wesm des GehhHen^ 
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complimenting, reviewing, renown and apotheosis there was : all 
is recorded in these Seven Volumes, which will be valuable in 
literary statistics. It is a history, brilliant, remarkable ; the out- 
lines of which are known to all. The reader shall recall it, or 
conceive it. No blaze in his fancy is likely to mount higher than 
the reality did. 

At this middle period of his life, therefore, Scott, enriched with 
copyrights, with new official incomes and promotions, rich in 
money, rich in repute, presents himself as a man in the full career 
of success. * Health, wealth, and wit to guide them' (as his 
vernacular Proverb says), all these three are his. The field is 
open for him, and victory there ; his own faculty, his own self, 
unshackled, victoriously unfolds itself,— the highest blessedness 
that can befall a man. Wide circle of friends, personal loving 
admirers; warmth of domestic joys, vouchsafed to all that can 
true-heartedly nestle down among them ; light of radiance and 
renown given only to a few: who would not call Scott happy? 
But the happiest circumstance of all is, as we said above, that 
Scott had in himself a right healthy soul, rendering him little 
dependent on outward circumstances. Things showed themselves 
to him not in distortion or borrowed light or gloom, but as they 
were. Endeavour lay in him and endurance, in due measure; and 
clear vision of what was to be endeavoured after. Were one 
to preach a Sermon on Health, as really were worth doing, Scott 
ought to he the text. Theories are demonstrably true in the 
way of logic ; and then in the way of practice they prove true 
or else not true : but here is the grand experiment, Do they turn- 
out well ? What boots it that a man's creed is the wisest, that 
his system of principles is the superfinest, if, when set to work, 
the life of him does nothing hut jar, and fret itself into holes ? 
They are untrue in that, were it in nothing else, these principles 
of his ; openly convicted of untruth fit only, shall we say, to be 
rejected as counterfeits, and flung to the dogs ? We say not that; 
but we do say, that ill-health, of body or of mind, is defeat, is battle * 
(in a good or in a bad cause) with bad success ; that health alone 
is victory. Let ail men, if they can manage it, contrive to be 
healthy I He who in what cause soever sinks into pain and 
disease, let him take thought of it ; let him know well that it 
is not good he has arrived at yet, but surely evil, — may, or may 
not be, on the way towards good, 

,3cott's healthiness showed itself decisively in all things, and. 
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nowhere more decisively than in. this: the way in which he took 
his fame ; the estimate he from the first formed of fame. Money 
will buy money’s worth; but the thing men call fame, ^Yhat is 
it? A gaudy emblazonry, not good for much,-— except, indeed, 
as it too may turn to money. To Scott it was a profitable pleasing 
superfluity, no necessary of life. Not necessary, now or ever! 
Seemingly without much effort, but taught by Nature, and the 
instinct which instructs the sound heart what is good for it and 
what is not, he felt that he could always do without this same 
emblazonry of reputation; that he ought to put no trust in it; 
but be ready at any time to see it pass away from him, and to 
hold on his way as before. It is incalculable, as we conjecture, 
what evil he escaped in this manner; what perversions, irritations, 
mean agonies without a name, lie lived wholly apart from, knew 
nothing ofi Happily before fame arrived, he had reached the 
mature age at which all this was easier to him. What a strange 
Nemesis lurks in the felicities of men ! In thy mouth it shall 
be sweet as honey, in thy belly it shall be bitter as gall I Some 
weakly-organised individual, we will say at the age of five-and- 
twenty, whose main or whole talent rests on some prurient sus- 
captivity, and nothing under it but shallowness and vacuum, is 
clutched hold of by the general imagination, is whirled aloft to 
the giddy height; and taught to believe the divine-seeming 
message that he is a great man: such individual seems the 
luckiest of men: and, alas, is he not the unluckiest? Swallow 
not the Circe-draught, 0 weakly-organised individual; it is fell 
poison ; it will dry up the fountains of thy whole existence, and 
all will grow withered and parched ; thou shalt be •wretched under 
the sun ! 

Is there, for example, a sadder book than that Zife of Byron " 
hy Moore ? To omit mere prurient susceptivities that rest on 
vacuum, look at poor Byron, who really had much substance in 
him. Sitting there in his self-exile, with a proud heart striving to 
persuade itself that it despises the entire created Universe ; and 
far off, in foggy Babylon, let any pitifulest whipster draw pen on 
him, your proud Byron writhes in torture,— as if the pitiful 
whipster were a magician, or his pen a galvanic wire struck into 
the Byrons spinal marrow! Lamentable, despicable,— one had 
rather be a kitten and cry mew! 0 son of Adam, great or 
little, according as thou art lovable, those thou livest with will 
love thee. Those thou livest mt with, is it of moment that they 
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have the alphabetic letters of thy nauae engraved on their memory, 
with some signpost likeness of thee (as like as I to Hercules) 
appended to them ? It is not of moment ; in sober truth, not of 
any moment at all ! And yet, behold, there is no soul now whom 
thou canst love freely, — fxoxsx onB soul only art thou always sure of 
reverence enough; in presence of no soul is it rightly well with 
thee I How is thy world become desert; and thou, for the sake 
of a little babblement of tongues, art poor, bankrupt, insolvent 
not in purse, but in heart and mind I ^ The Golden Calf of self- 
love,’ says Jean Paul, Gras grown into a burning Phalaris’ Bull, 
to consume its owner and worshipper.’ Ambition, the desire of 
shining and outshining, was the beginning of Sin in this world. 
The man of letters who founds upon his fame, does he not thereby 
alone declare himself a follower of Lucifer (named Saian, the 
Enemy), and member of the Satanic school ? 

It was in this poetic period that Scott formed his connexion 
with the Ballantynes; and embarked, though under cover, largely 
in trade. To those who regard him in the heroic light, and will 
have Vates to signify Prophet as well as Poet, tins portion of his 
biography seems somewhat incongruous. Viewed as it stood in 
the reality, as he was and as it was, the enterprise, since it proved 
so unfortunate, may be called lamentable, but cannot be called 
unnatural. The practical Scott, looking towards practical issues 
in all things, could not hut find hard cash one of the most practical. 
If by any means cash could be honestly produced, were it by 
writing poems, were it by printing them, why not 1 Great things 
might be done ultimately ; great difficulties were at once got rid 
of, — manifold higglings of booksellers, and contradictions of sinners 
hereby fell away. A printing and bookselling speculation was 
not so alien for a maker of books. Voltaire, who indeed got no 
copyrights, made much money by the war-commissariat, in his 
time; we believe, by the victualling branch of it. St. George 
himself, they say, was a dealer in bacon in Cappadocia. A thrifty 
man will help himself towards his object by such steps as lead to it. 
Station in society, solid power over the good things of this world, 
was Scott’s avowed object ; towards which the precept of precepts 
is that of lago, Put money in thy purse. 

Here, indeed, it is to be remarked, that perhaps no literary man 
of any generation has less value than Scott for the immaterial part 
of his mission in any sense : not only for the fantasy called fame, 
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with the fantastic miseries attendant thereon; but also for the 
spiritual purport of his work, whether it tended hitherward or thither- 
ward, or had any tendency whatever; and indeed for all purports 
andresults of his working, except such, we may say, as offered them- 
selves to the eye, and could, in one sense or the other, be handled, 
looked at and buttoned into the breeches-pocket. Somewhat too 
little of a fantast, this Yates of ours! But so it was: in this 
nineteenth century, our highest literary man, who immeasurably 
beyond all others commanded the world s ear, had, as it were, no 
message whatever to deliver to the world ; wished not the world to 
elevate itself, to amend itself, to do this or to do that, except simply 
pay him for the books he kept writing. Very remarkable ; fittest, 
perhaps, for an age fallen languid, destitute of faith and terrified at 
scepticism ? Or, perhaps, for quite another sort of age, an age all 
in peaceable triumphant motion ? Be this as it may, surely since 
Shakspeare’s time there has been no great speaker so unconscious 
of an aim in speaking as Walter Scott. Equally unconscious these 
two utterances: equally the sincere complete products of the 
minds they came from : and now if they were equally deep ? Or, 
if the one was living fire, and the other was futile phosphorescence 
and mere resinous firework ? It will depend on the relative worth 
of the minds; for both were equally spontaneous, both equally 
expressed themselves unencumbered by an ulterior aim. Beyond 
drawing audiences to the Globe Theatre, Shakspeare contemplated 
no result in those plays of his. Yet they have had results I Utter 
with free heart what thy own dcemon gives thee : if fire from 
heaven, it shall be well ; if resinous firework, it shall be — as w’-ell 
as it could be, or better than otherwise ! 

The candid judge will, in general, require that a speaker, in so 
extremely serious a Universe as this of ours, have something to" 
speak about. In the heart of the speaker there ought to be some 
kind of gospel-tidings, burning till it be uttered; otherwise it were 
better for him that he altogether held his peace, A gospel some- 
what more decisive than this of Scott's, — except to an age altogether 
languid, without either scepticism or faith 1 These things the 
candid judge will demand of literary men ; yet withal will recognise 
the great worth there is in Scott's honesty if in nothing more, in 
his being the thing he was with such entire good faith. Here is a 
something, not a nothing. If no skyborn messenger, heaven 
looking through his eyes ; then neither is it a chimera with his 
systems, crotchets, cants, fanaticisms, and ' last infirmity of noble 
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minds/ — full of misery, unrest and ill-will; but a substantial, 
peaceable, terrestrial man. Far as tbe Earth is under the Heaven 
does Scott stand below the former sort of character; but high 
as the cheerful flowery Earth is above waste Tartarus does he 
stand above the latter. Let him live in his own fashion, and do 
honour to him in that. 

It were late in the day to write criticisms on those Metrical 
Romances: at the same time, we may remark, the great popu- 
larity they had seems natural enough. In the first place, there 
was the indisputable impress of worth, of genuine human force, 
in them. This, which lies in some degree, or is thought to lie, 
at the bottom of all popularity, did to an unusual degree disclose 
itself in these rhymed romances of Scott's. Pictures were actu- 
ally painted and presented ; human emotions conceived and sympa- 
thised with. Considering what wretched Della-Cruscan and other 
vamping-up of old worn-out tatters was the staple article then, it 
may be granted that Scott's excellence was superior and supreme. 
When a Hay ley was the main singer, a Scott might well be hailed 
with warm welcome. Consider whether the Zoves of the Plants, 
and even the Loves of the Triangles, covUdi be worth the loves and 
hates of men and women I Scott was as preferable to what he 
displaced, as the substance is to wearisomely repeated shadow of a 
substance. 

But, in the second place, we may say that the Idnd of worth 
•which Scott manifested was fitted especially for the then temper of 
men. We have called it an age fallen into spiritual languor, 
destitute of belief, yet terrified at Scepticism; reduced to live a 
stinted half-life, under strange new circumstances. Now vigorous 
whole-life, this was what of all things these delineations offered. 
The reader was carried back to rough strong times, wherein those 
maladies of ours had not yet arisen. Brawny fighters, all cased in 
buff and iron, their hearts too sheathed in oak and triple brass, 
caprioled their huge war-horses, shook their death-doing spears ; 
and went forth in the most determined manner, nothing doubting. 
The reader sighed, yet not without a reflex solacernent : 0, that 

I too had lived in those times, had never known these logic-cob- 
webs, this doubt, this sickliness ; and been and felt myself alive 
among men alive 1 " Add lastly, that in this new-found poetic 
world there was no call for effort on the reader's part ; what excel- 
lence they had, exhibited itself at a glance. It was for the reader, not 
the El Dorado only, but a beatific land of Cockaigne -and Pai*adise 
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of Donothings ! The reader, what the vast majority of readers so 
long to do, was allowed to lie down at his ease, and be ministered 
to. What the Turkish bathkeeper is said to aim at with his fric- 
tions, and shampooings, and fomentings, more or less effectually, 
that the patient in total idleness may have the delights of activity, 

— was here to a considerable extent realised. The languid im- 
agination fell back into its rest; an artist was there who could 
supply it with high-painted scenes, with sequences of stirring action, 
and whisper to it, Be at ease, and let thy tepid element be com- 
fortable to thee, 'The rude man,’ says a critic, 'requires only 
' to see something going on. The man of more refinement must be 
' made to feel. The man of complete refinement must be made 
' to reflect.’ 

We named the MinstreUy of the Scottish Border the fountain from 
which flowed this great river of Metrical Eomances ; but accordi!]g 
to some they can be traced to a still higher, obscurer spring ; to 
Goethe’s Gotz wn Berlichingen with the Iron Hand ; of which, as ■ 
we have seen, Scott in his earlier days executed a translation. 
Dated a good many years ago, the following words in a criticism 
on Goethe are found written; which probably are still new to 
most readers of this Eeview : 

' The works jast mentioned, Gotz and WeTte}\ though noble specimens 
of youthful talent, are still not' so much distinguished by their intrinsic 
merits as by their splendid fortune. It would be difficult to name two 
books which have exercised a deeper influence on the subsequent litera- 
ture of Europe than these two performances of a young author ; his first- 
fruits, the produce of his twenty-fourth year. Werter appeared to seize i 
the Iiearts of men in all quarters of the world, and to utter for them the ' 
word which they had long been waiting to hear. As usually happens^^^ 
too, this same word, once uttered, was soon abundantly repeated ; spoken 
in all dialects, and chanted through all notes of the gamut, till the sound 
of it had grown a weariness rather than a pleasure. Sceptical senti- 
mentality, view-hunting, love, friendship, suicide and desperation, became 
the staple of literary ware ; and though the epidemic, after a long course 
of years, subsided in Germany, it reappeared with various modifications 
in other countries, and everywhere abundant traces of its good and had 
effects are still to be discerned. The fortune of BerUcliingen with the 
Iron Hand, though less sudden, was by no means less exalted. In his ^ 
own country, Gotz, though he now stands solitary and childless, became 
the parent of an innumerable progeny of chivalry plays, feudal deline- 
ations, and poetico-antiqiiarian performances; which, though long ago 
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deceased, made noise enough in their day and generation : and with 
ourselves his influence has been perhaps still more remarkable. Sir 
Walter Scott’s first literary enterprise was a translation of Gdt% von 
Berlicltingm : and, if genius could he communicated like instruction, 
we might call this work of Goethe’s the prime cause of Marmioii and the 
Lady of the Lalcey with all that has followed from the same creative 
hand. Truly, a grain of seed that has lighted in the right soil I For 
if not firmer and fairer, it has grown to he taller and broader than any 
other tree ; and all the nations of the earth are still yearly gathering of 
its fruit.’ 

How far Gotz von BcTlichingm actually affected Scott’s literary 
destination, and whether without it the rhymed romances, and 
then the prose romances of the Author of Waverley, would not 
have followed as they did, must remain a very obscure question ; 
obscure, and not important. Of the fact, however, there is no 
doubt, that these two tendencies, which may he named Gotzism 
and Werterism, of the former of which Scott was representative 
with us, have made, and are still in some quarters making the 
tour of all Europe. In Germany too there was this affectionate 
half-regretful looking-back into the Past ; Germany had its buff- 
belted watch-tower period in literature, and had even got done 
with it before Scott began. Then as to Werterisin, had not we 
English our Byron and his genus? No form of Werterism in 
any other country had half the potency; as our Scott carried 
Chivalry Literature to the ends of the world, so did our Byron 
Werterism, France, busy with its Revolution and Napoleon, had 
little leisure at the moment for Gotzism or Werterism; but it 
has had them both since, in a shape of its own : witness the 
whole 'Literature of Desperation’ in our own days; the beggar- 
liest form of Werterism yet seen, probably its expiring final 
form : witness also, at the other extremity of the scale, a noble- 
gifted Chateaubriand, Gotz and Werter both in one. — Curious : 
how all Europe is but like a set of parishes of the same county ; 
participant of the self-same influences, ever since the Crusades, 
and earlier ; — and these glorious wars of ours are but like parish- 
brawls, which begin in mutual ignorance, intoxication and boastful 
speech; which end in broken windows, damage, waste and bloody 
noses ; and which one hopes the general good sense is now in the 
way towards putting down, in some measure ! 

But leaving this to be as it can, what it concerned us here to 
remark, was that British Werterism, in the shape of those Byron 
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Poems, so potent and poignant, produced on tlie languid appetite 
of men a mighty effect. This too was a ' class of feelings deeply 
'important to modern minds; feelings which arise from fctssion 
' inca^aUc of being converted into action, which belong to an age 
' as indolent, cultivated and unbelieving as our own V The 
'languid age without either faith or scepticism' turned towards 
Byronism with an interest altogether peculiar: here, if no cure 
for its miserable paralysis and languor, was at least an indignant 
statement of the misery ; an indignant Ernulphiis’ curse read over 
it, — which all men felt to be something. Half~regretful lookings 
into the Past gave place, in many quarters, to Ernulphus' cursings 
of the Present. Scott was among the first to perceive that the 
day of Metrical Chivalry Romances was declining. He had held 
the sovereignty for some half-score of years, a comparatively long 
lease of it ; and now the time seemed come for dethronement, for 
abdication : an unpleasant business ; which however he held him- 
self ready, as a brave man will, to transact with composure and in 
silence. After all, Poetry was not his staff of life ; Poetry had 
•already yielded him much money; this at least it would not take 
back from him. Busy always with editing, with compiling, with 
multiplex official commercial business, and solid interests, he be- 
held the coming change with unmoved eye. 

Resignation he was prepared to exhibit in this matter; — and 
now behold there proved to be no need of resignation. Let the 
Metrical Romance become a Prose one; shake off its rhyme- 
fetters, and try a wider sweep! In the spring of 1814 appeared 
WaverUy ; an event memorable in the annals of British Liter- 
ature; in the annals of British Bookselling thrice and four times 
memorable. Byron sang, but Scott narrated ; and when the song 
had sung itself out through all variations onwards to the Don Juan 
one, Scott was still found narrating, and carrying the whole world 
along with him. All bygone popularity of chivalry-lays was 
swallowed up in a far greater. What 'series’ followed out of 
WaverUy, and how and with what result, is known to all men ; 
was witnessed and watched with a kind of rapt astonishment by 
all. Hardly any literary reputation ever rose so high in our 
Island ; no reputation at all ever spread so wide. Walter Scott 
became Sir Walter Scott, Baronet, of Abbotsford ; on whom 
Fortune seemed to pour her whole cornucopia of wealth, honour 
and worldly good ; the favourite of Princes and of Peasants, and 
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all intermediate men. His ‘ Waverley series,’ swift-following one 
on the other apparently without end, was the universal reading; 
looked for like an annual harvest, by all ranks, in all European 
countries. 

A curious circumstance superadded itself, that the author though 
known was unknown. From the first most people suspected, and 
soon after the first, few intelligent persons much doubted, that 
the Author of Waverley was Walter Scott. Yet a certain mystery 
was still kept up; rather piquant to the public; doubtless very 
pleasant to the author, who saw it all ; who probably had not to 
listen, as other hapless individuals often had, to this or the other 
long-drawn 'clear proof at last,’ that the author was not Walter 
Scott, but a certain astonishing Mr. So-and-so ; — one of the stand- 
ing miseries of human life in that time. But for the privileged 
Author it was like a king travelling incognito. All men know 
that he is a high king, chivalrous Gustaf or Kaiser Joseph; but 
he mingles in their meetings without cumber of etiquette or lone- 
some ceremony, as Chevalier du Nord, or Count of Lorraine : he 
has none of the weariness of royalty, and yet all the praise, and 
the satisfaction of hearing it with his own ears. In a word, the 
Waverley Novels circulated and reigned triumphant; to the 
general imagination the ' Author of Waverley ’ was like some living 
mythological personage, and ranked among the chief wonders of 
the world 

How a man lived and demeaned himself in such unwonted cir- 
cumstances, is worth seeing. We would gladly quote from Scott s 
correspondence of this period; but that does not much illustrate 
the matter. His letters, as above stated, are never without interest^ 
yet also seldom or never very interesting. They ax^e full of cheer- 
fulness, of wit and ingenuity ; but they do not treat of aught 
intimate ; without impeaching their sincerity, what is called sin- 
cerity, one may say they do not, in any case whatevei’, proceed 
from the innermost parts of the mind. Conventional forms, due 
consideration of your own and your correspondent’s pretensions 
and vanities, are at no moment left out of view. The epistolary 
stream runs on, lucid, free, glad-flowing ; but always, as it were, 
<parallel to the real substance of the matter, never coincident with 
it. One feels it hollowish under foot. Letters they are of a most 
humane man of the world, even exemplary in that kind ; but with 
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the man of the world always visible in them;— as indeed it was 
little in Scott s way to speak, perhaps even with himself, in any 
other fashion. We select rather some glimpses of him from Mr. 
Lockhart's record. The first is of dining with Royalty or Prince- 
Eegentship itself ; an almost official matter ; 

' On hearing from Mr. Croker (then Secretary to the Admiralty) that 
Scotfc was to he in town by the middle of March (1815), the Prince said, 
Let me know when he comes, and 111 getmp a snug little dinner that 
will suit him ; and, after he had been presented and graciously received 
at the levee^ he was invited to dinner accordingly, through his excellent 
friend Mr. Adam (now Lord Chief Commissioner of the Jury Court in 
Scotland), who at that time held a confidential office in the royal house- 
hold. The Eegeut had consulted with Mr. Adam, also, as to the com- 
position of the party. “ Let us have, said he, “just a few friends of his 
own, and the more Scotch the better ; ’’ and both the Commissioner and 
Mr. Croker assure me that the party was the most interesting and agree- 
able one in their recollection. It comprised, I believe, the Duke of York 
— the Duke of Gordon (then Marquess of Huntly)— the Marquess of Hert- 
ford (then Lord Yarmouth)— the Earl of Fife — and Scott’s early friend. 
Lord Melville. “ The Prince and Scott,” says Mr. Croker, “ were the 
two most brilliant story-tellers, in their several ways, that I have ever 
happened to meet ; they were both aware of their forte ^ and both exerted 
themselves that evening with delightful effect. On going home, I really 
could not decide which of them had shone the most. The Eegent was 
enchanted with Scott, as Scott with him; and on all his subsequent visits 
,to London, he was a frequent guest at the royal table,” The Lord Chief 
Commissioner remembers that the Prince was particularly delighted with, 
the poet’s anecdotes of the old Scotch judges and lawyers, which his 
Eoyal Highness sometimes by ludicrous traits of certain ermine 

sages of his own acquaintance. Scott told, among others, a story, -whicli 
he was fond of telling, of his old friend the Lord Justice-Clerk Braxfield j 
and the commentary of his Eoyal Highness on hearing it amused Scott, 
who often mentioned it afterwards. The anecdote is this : Braxfield, 
whenever he went on a particular circuit, was in the habit of visiting a 
gentleman of good fortune in the neighbourhood of one of the assize 
towns, and staying at least one night, which, being both of them ardent 
chess-players, they usually concluded with their favourite game. One 
Spring circuit the battle was not decided at daybreak ; so the Justice-Clerk 
said, “ Weel, Donald, I must e’en come back this gate, and let Abe game 
lie ower for the present : ” and back he came in October, but not to his 
old friend’s hospitable house ; for that gentleman had in the interim been 
apprehended on a capital charge (of forgery), and his name stood on the 
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PoTieoiis Moll^ or list of tliose who were about to be tried under his former 
guest’s auspices. The laird was*indicted and tried accordingly, and the 
jury returned a Terdict of guiltij. Braxfield forthwith put on his cocked 
hat (which answers to the black cap in England), and pronounced the 
sentence of the law in the usual terms—'' To be hanged by the neck until 
you be dead ; and may the Lord have mercy upon your unliapjpy soul ! ’’ 
Having concluded this awful formula in his most sonorous cadence, 
Braxfield, dismounting his formidable beaver, gave a familiar nod to his 
unfortunate acquaintance, and said to him in a sort of chuckling whisper, 
" And now, Donald my man, I think Tve checkmated you for ance.^’ 
The Eegent laughed heartily at this specimen of Macqueen’s brutal 
humour; and 'T faith, Waiter,” said he, "this old big-wig seems to 
have taken things as coolly as my tyrannical self. Don’t you remember 
Tom Moore’s description of me at breakfast — 

“ The table spread with tea and toast, 

Death-warrants and the Morning Posi.?” 

' Towards midnight, the Prince called for " a bumper, with all the 
"^"-dioiiours, to the Author of Waverley;” and looked significantly, as he 
was charging his own glass, to Scott. Scott seemed somewhat puzzled 
for a moment, but instantly recovering himself, and filling his glass to 
the brim, said, “ Your Eoyal Highness looks as if you thought I bad 
some claim to the honours of this toast. I have no such pretensions ; 
but shall take good care that the real Simon Pure hears of the high com- 
pliment that has now been paid him.” He then drank-off his claret ; 
and joined with a stentorian voice in the cheering, which the Prince 
himself timed. But before the company could resume their seats, his 
Eoyal Highness, " Another of the same, if you please, to the Author of 
Marmion, — and now, Walter my man, I have checkmated you for anceP 
The second bumper was followed by cheers still more prolonged : and 
Scott then rose, and returned thanks in a short address, which struck 
the Lord Chief Commissioner as " alike grave and graceful.” This story 
has been circulated in a very perverted shape.’ ^ ^ ^ ^ Before lie loft town 
he again dined at Carlton House, when the party was a still smaller one 
than before, and the merriment if possible still more free. That nothing 
might be w’anting, the Prince sang several capital songs.’ ^ 

Or take, at a very great interval in many senses, this glimpse of 
another dinner, altogether ^mofficially and much better described. 
It is James Ballantyne the printer and publisher’s dinner, in 
St. John Street, Ganongate, Edinburgh, on the birth-eve of a 
Waverley Novel: 
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« The feast was, to use one of James's own favourite epithets, gorgeous ; 
an aldermanic display of turtle and veniion, with the suitable accompani- 
ments of iced punch, potent ale, and generous Madeira. When the cloth 
•was drawn, the burly prases arose, with all he could muster of the port 
of John Eenible, and spouted with a sonorous voice the formula of 
Macbeth, 

/ ‘‘Fill Ml! 

I drink to the general joy of the whole table ! 


This was followed by “the King, God bless him!” and second came 

« Gentlemen, there is another toast which never has been nor shall be 

omitted in this house of mine ; I give you the health of Mr. Walter 
Scott, with three times three!” All honour having been done to this 
health, and Scott having briefly thanked the company, with some ex- 
pressions of warm affection to their host, Mrs. Ballantyne retired the 
bottles passed round twice or thrice in the usual wmy ; and then James 
rose once more, every vein on his brow distended ; his eyes solemnly 
fixed on vacancy, to propose, not as before in his stentorian key, but with 
‘''bated breath,” in the sort of whisper by which a stage-conspirator 
thrills the gallery, — “ Gentlemen, a bumper to the immortal Author of 
Wcwerhij !^^ — The uproar of cheering, in which Scott made a fashion of 
joining, was succeeded by deep silence ; and then Eallantyne proceeded — 

" In his Lord-Burleigh look, serene and serious, 

A something of imposing and mysterious 

to lament the obscurity, in which his illustrious but too modest corre- 
spondent still chose to conceal himself from the plaudits of the world ; to 
thank the company for the manner in which the nominis umbm had been 
received ; and to assure them that the Author of Waverley would, when 
informed of the circumstance, feel highly delighted — “ the proudest hour 
of his life,” &c. &c. The cool, demure fun of Scott’s features during all 
this mummery was perfect ; and Erskine’s attempt at a gay nonchalance 
was still more ludicrously meritorious. Aldiborontiphoscophornio, liow- 
ever, bursting as he was, knew too well to allow the new Kovel to be made 
the subject of discussion. Its name was announced, and success to it crowned 
another cup ; but after that, no more of Jedediah. To cut the thread, he 
rolled out unhidden some one of his many theatrical songs, in a style that 
would have done no dishonour to almost any orchestra — The Maid of 
Lodi, or perhaps The Bay of Biscay, 0 ! — or The siveet little cherub that 
sits up aloft Other toasts followed, interspersed with ditties from other 
performers; old George Thomson, the friend of Burns, was ready, for 
one, with The Moorland Wedding, or Willie brew'd a pech dmaut; — and 
so it went on, until Scott and Erskine, with any clerical or very staid 
personage that had chanced to be admitted, saw fit to withdraw. Then 
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the scene was changed. The claxet and olives made way for broiled bones 
and a mighty bowl of punch ; and when a few glasses of the hot beverage 
had restored his powers, James opened ore rotundo on the merits of the 
forthcoming Romance. One chapter— one chapter only I ” was the cry. 
After Nay ^ hijr Lady, nay N^ and a few more coy shifts, the proof- 
sheets were at length produced, and James, with many a prefatory hem, 
read aloud what he considered as the most striking dialogue they contained. 

^ The first I heard so read was the interview between Jeanie Deans, the 
Duke of Argyle and Queen Caroline, in Richmond Park ; and, notwith- 
standing some spice of the pompous tricks to which he was addicted, I 
must say he did the inimitable scene great justice. At all events, the 
effect it produced was deep and memorable ; and no wonder that the 
exulting typographer’s one himvper more to Jedediali Cleishboiham pre- 
ceded his parting-stave, which was uniformly The Last Words of Marmion, 
executed certainly with no contemptible rivalry of Braham.’ ^ 

Over at Abbotsford things wear a still more prosperous aspect. 
Scott is building there, by the pleasant banks of the Tweed; he 
has bought and is buying land there ; fast as the new gold comes 
in for a new Waverley Novel, or even faster, it changes itself into 
moory acres, into stone, and hewn or planted wood : 

About the middle of February’ (1820), says Mr. Lockhart, Mt having 
been ere that time arranged that I should marry his eldest daughter in 
the course of the spring, — I accompanied him and part of his family on 
one of those flying visits to Abbotsford, with which he often indulged 
himself on a Saturday during term. Upon such occasions, Scott appeared 
at the usual hour in court, but wearing, instead of the official suit of 
black, his country morning-dress, green jacket and so forth, under the 
clerk’s gown.’ — ‘ At noon, when the Court broke up, Peter Matliieson 
was sure to be in attendance in the Parliament Close ; and, five minutes 
after, the gown had been tossed off ; and Scott, rubbing his hands for 
glee, was under weigh for Tweedside. As we proceeded,’ &c. 

‘ Next morning there appeared at breakfast John Ballantyne, who had 
at this time a shooting or hunting-box a few miles off, in the vale of the 
Leader, and with him Mr. Constable, his guest ; and it being a fine clear 
day, as soon as Scott had read the church-service and one of Jeremy 
Taylor’s sermons, we all sallied out before noon on a perambulation of his 
upland territories ; Mai da (the hound) and the rest of the favourites accom- 
panying our march. At starting we were joined by the constant hench- 
man, Tom Purdie, — and I may save myself the trouble of any attempt 
to describe his appearance, for his master has given us an inimitably 
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true one in introducing a cextain. personage of Ms Eedganntlet : — 
He waSj perhaps, sixty years old ; yet his brow was not much furrow^ed, 
and his jet-black hair was only grizzled, not whitened, by the advance of 
age. All his motions spoke strength unabated ; and, though rather under- 
sized, he had very broad shoulders, was square-made, thin-flanked, and 
apparently combined in his frame muscular strength and activity ; the 
last somewhat impaired, perhaps, by years, but the first remaining in 
full vigour. A hard and harsh countenance ; eyes far sunk under pro- 
jecting eyebrows, which were grizzled like his hair; a wide mouth, 
furnished from ear to ear with a range of unimpaired teeth of uncommon 
whiteness, and a size and breadth which might have become the jaws of 
an ogre, completed this delightful portrait.” Equip this figure in Scott’s 
cast-off green jacket, -white hat and drab trousers ; and imagine that years 
of kind treatment, comfort and the honest consequence of a confidential 
grieve ^ had softened away much of the hardness and harshness originally 
impressed on the visage by anxious penury, and the sinister habits of a 
hlach fisher ; — and the Tom Purdie of 1820 stands before us. 

* We were all delighted to see how completely Scott had recovered his 
bodily vigour, and none more so than Constable, who, as he puffed and 
panted after him, up one ravine and down another, often stopped to wipe 
his forehead, and remarked, that “ it was not every author who should 
lead him such a dance.” But Purdie’ s face shone with rapture as ho 
observed how severely the swag-bellied bookseller’s activity -was tasked. 
Scott exclaimed exultingly, though, perhaps, for the tenth time, ^^This 
will be a glorious spring for our trees, Tom!” — ^^You may say that, 
Sheriff,” quoth Tom, — and then lingering a moment for Constable — 
*^My certy,” he added, scratching his head, and I think it will be a 
grand season for our huihs too.” But indeed Tom always talked of onr 
huili’s, as if tliey had been as regular products of the soil as owr aits and 
our Urics, Having threaded first the Hexilcleugh and then the Phymer’s 
Glen, -we arrived at Huntly Burn, where the hospitality of the kind 
Weird Sisters, as Scott called the Miss Fergusons, reanimated our 
exhausted bibliopoles, and gave them courage to extend their walk a little 
farther down the same famous brook. Here there was a small cottage in 
a very sequestered situation ’ (named Chiefswood), ‘ by making some little 
additions to which Scott thought it might be converted into a suitable 
summer residence for his daughter and future son-in-law.’ ^ ^ ^ f As 
we walked homeward, Scott being a little fatigued, laid his left hand 
on Tom’s shoulder, and leaned heavily for support, chatting to his 
Sunday pony,” as he called the affectionate fellowq just as freely as 
with the rest of the party ; and Tom put-in his word shrewdly and 
manfully, and grinned and grunted whenever the joke chanced to be 
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witliiix liis apprehension. It was easy to see that Iris heart swelled wifchin 
him from the moment the Sheriff got his collar in his gripe.’ ^ 

That Abbotsford became infested to a great degree with tourists, 
'vvonderdiiinters, and all that fatal species of people, may be 
supposed. Solitary Ettrick saw itself populous : all paths were 
beaten with the feet and hoofs of an endless miscellany of pilgrims. 
As many as 'sixteen parties’ have arrived at Abbotsford in one 
day ; male and female ; peers, Socinian preachers, whatsoever was 
distinguished, whatsoever had love of distinction in it ! Mr. Lock- 
hart thinks there w^as no literary shrine ever so bepilgrimed, 
except Ferney in Voltaire’s time, who, however, was not half so 
accessible. A fatal species! These are what Schiller calls ‘the 
flesh-flies;’ buzzing swarms of bluebottles, who never fail where 
any taint of human glory or other corniptibility is in the wind. 
So has Nature decreed. Scott’s JualfMness, bodily and mental, 
his massive solidity of character, nowhere showed itself more 
decisively than in his manner of encounteriDg this part of his 
fate. That his bluebottles were blue, and of the usual tone and 
quality, may be judged. Hear Captain Basil Hail (in a very 
compressed state) : 

‘AVe arrived in good time, and found several other guests at dinner. 
The public rooms are lighted with oil-gas, in a style of extraordinary 
splendour. The’ &c. — 'Had I a hundred pens, each of which at the 
same time should separately write down an anecdote, I could not hope 
to record one-half of those which our host, to use Spenser’s expression, 
"welled out alway.”’ — 'Entertained us all the way with an endless 
string of anecdotes ; ’ — ' came like a stream of poetry from his lips ; ’ — 
' path muddy and scarcely passable, yet I do not remember ever to have 
seen any place so interesting as the skill of tips mighty magician had 
rendered this narrow ravine.’ — ' Impossible to touch on any theme, but 
straightway he has an anecdote to fit it.’ — 'Thus we strolled along, borne, 
as it were, on the stream of song and story.’ — ' In the evening we had 
a great feast indeed. Sir Walter asked us if we had ever read ChristabeL’ 
— 'Interspersed with these various readings were some hundreds of 
stories, some quaint, some patheticai.’— ' At breakfast today we had, as 
usual, some 150 stories — God knows how they came in.’ — 'In any 
man so gifted— so qualified to take the loftiest, proudest line at the 
head of the literature, the taste, the imagination of the whole world 1 ’ 
— 'For instance, he never sits at any particular place at table, but 
takes ’ &c. 
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Among such worshippers, arriving in ^ sixteen parties a-day/ an 
ordinary man might have grown buoyant ; have felt the god, 
begun to nod, and seemed to shake the spheres. A slightly 
splenetic man, possessed of Scott's sense, would have swept his 
premises clear of them: Let no bluebottle approach here, to 
disturb a man in his work, — under pain of sugared squash (called 
quassia) and king's yellow! The good Sir Walter, like a quiet 
brave man, did neither. He let the matter take its course ; enjoyed 
what was enjoyable in it ; endured what could not well be helped ; 
persisted meanwhile in writing his daily portion of romance-coj??/, 
in jDreserving his composure of heart ; — in a word, accommodated 
himself to this loud-buzzing environment, and made it serve him, 
as he would have done (perhaps with more ease) to a silent, poor 
and solitary one. No doubt it affected him too, and in the 
lamentablest way fevered his internal life, though he kept it well 
down; but it affected him less than it would have done almost 
any other man. For his guests were not all of the bluebottle 
sort; far from that. Mr. Lockhart shall furnish us with the 
brightest aspect a British Ferney ever yielded, or is like to yield : 
and therewith we will quit Abbotsford and the dominant and 
culminant period of Scott's life ; 

^ It was a clear, bright September morning, with a sharpness in the air 
that doubled the animating influence of the sunshine, and all was in 
readiness for a grand coursing-match on Newark Hill. The only guest 
who had chalked-out other sport for himself was the stanchest of anglers, 
Mr. Eose ; hut he too was there on his shelty^ armed with his salmon- 
rod and landing-net, and attended by his Hinves, and Charlie Purdie, 
a brother of Tom, in those days the most celebrated fisherman of the 
district. This little group of Waltonians, bound for Lord Somerville’s 
preserve, remained lounging about, to witness the start of the main 
cavalcade. Sir Walter, mounted on Sibyl, was marshalling the order of 
procession with a huge hunting-whip; and among a dozen frolicsome 
youths and maidens, who seemed disposed to laugh at ail discipline, 
appeared, each on horseback, each as eager as the youngest sportsman 
in the troop, Sir Humphry Davy, Dr. Wollaston, and the patriarch* of 
Scottish belles-lettres, Henry Mackenzie. The Man of Feeling, however, 
was persuaded with some difficulty to resign his steed for the present to 
his faithful negro follower, and to join Lady Scott in the sociable, until 
we should reach the ground of our hattue. Laidlaw, on a strong-tailed 
wiry Highlander, yclept Hoddin Grey, which carried him nimbly and 
stoutly, although his feet almost touched „the ground as he sat^ was the 
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adjutant. But tne most picturesque figure was the illustrious inventor 
of the safety-lamp. He had come for his favourite sport of angling, and 
had been practising it successfully with Rose, his travelling companion, 
for two or three days preceding this; but he had not prepared for 
coursing fields, or had left Charlie Purdie's troop for Sir Walter's on 
a sudden thought, and his fisherman’s costume — a brown hat with 
flexible brim, surrounded with line upon line of catgut, and innumerable 
fly-hooks — jack-boots worthy of a Dutch smuggler, and a fustian surtout 
dabbled with the blood of salmon, made a fine contrast with the smart 
jackets, white-cord breeches, and well-polished jockey-boots of the 
less distinguished cavaliers about him. Dr. Wollaston was in black ; 
and with liis noble serene dignity of countenance might have passed for 
a sporting archbisliop. Mr. Mackenzie, at this time in the 76th year of 
his age, with a white hat turned up with green, green spectacles, green 
jacket, and long brown leathern gaiters buttoned upon his nether 
anatomy, wore a dog- whistle round his neck, and had, all over, the 
air of as resolute a devotee as the gay captain of Huntly Bum. Tom 
Purdie and his subalterns had preceded us by a few hours with all the 
greyhounds that could be collected at Abbotsford, Darnick, and Melrose ; 
but the giant Maida had remained as his master’s orderly, and now 
gambolled about Sibyl Grey, barking for mere joy like a spaniel puppy. 

*The order of march had been all settled, and the sociable was just 
getting under weigh, when the Lady Anne broke from the hue, screaming 
with laughter, and exclaimed, “Papa, papa, I knew you could never 
think of going without your pet!” Scott looked round, and I rather 
think there was a blush as well as a smile upon his face, when he 
perceived a little black pig frisking about his pony, and evidently a self- 
elected addition to the party of the day. He tried to look stern, and 
cracked his whip at the creature, but was in a moment obliged to join 
in the general cheers. Poor piggy soon found a strap round its neck, 
and was dragged into the background ; — Scott, watching the retreat, 
repeated with mock pathos the first verse of an old pastoral song — 

“ What will I do gii\my hoggie die ? 

My joy, my pride, my hoggie ! 

Hy only beast, I had na mae, 

And wow ! but I was vogie ! ” 

— the cheers were redoubled — and the squadron moved on. 

' This pig had taken, nobody could tell how, a most sentimental attach- 
ment to Scott, and was constantly urging its pretensions to be admitted 
a regular member of his tail along with the greyhounds and terriers : but, 
indeed, I remember him suffering another summer under the same sort of 
pertinacity on the part of an afiectionate hen. I leave the explanation 
for philosophers but such were the facts. I have too much respect for 
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tlie vulgarly calumniated donkey, to name him in the same category of 
pets with the pig and the hen ; hut a year or two after this time, my 
wife used to drive a couple of these animals in a little garden-chair, and 
whenever her father appeared at the door of our cottage, we were sure to 
see Hannah More and Lady Morgan (as Anne Scott had wdckedly chris- 
tened them) trotting from their pasture, to lay their noses over the paling, 
and, as Washington Irving says of the old white-haired hedger with the 
Parisian snuff-box, “to have a pleasant crack wi’ the laird.” 

Vol. V. pp. 7-10. 

On this subject let us report an anecdote furnished by a correspondent of 
our own, whose accuracy we can depend on: M myself was acquainted with 
‘a little Blenheim cocker, one of the smallest, beautifulest and wisest of lap- 
^ dogs or dogs, which, though Sir Walter knew it not, was very singular in 
4ts behaviour towards him. Shandy^ so hight this remarkable cocker, was 
‘ extremely shy of strangers : promenading on Prince’s Street, which in fine 
‘weather used to he crowded in those days, he seemed to live in perpetual 
‘fear of being stolen ; if anyone hut looked at him admiringly, he would draw- 
‘back with angry timidity, and crouch towards his own lady-mistress. One 
‘ day a tall, irregular, husy-looking man came halting by ; the little dog ran 
‘ towards him, began fawning, frisking, licking at his feet : it was Sir Waiter 
‘ Scott ! Had Shandy been the most extensive reader of Eeviews, he could 
‘not have done better. Every time he saw Sir Walter afterwards, which was 
‘some three or four times in the course of visiting Edinburgh, he repeated his 
‘ demonstrations, ran leaping, frisking, licking the author of Waverley’s feet. 
‘ The good Sir Walter endured it with good humour ; looked down at the little 
‘wise face, at the silky shag-coat of snow-white and chestnut -brown ; smiled, 

‘ and avoided hitting him as they went on, — ^till a new division of streets or 
‘some other obstacle put an end to the interview. In fact he was a strange 
‘little fellow, this Shandy. He has been known to sit for hours looking out 
‘at the summer moon, with the saddest, wistfulest expression of countenance ; 
‘altogether like a Werterean Poet. He would have been a poet, I daresay, if 
‘ he could have found a puhlisher. But his moral tact was the most amazing. 
‘ Without reason shown, without word spoken or act done, he took his likings 
‘ and dislikings ; unalterable ; really almost’ unerring. His chief aversion, I 
‘should say, was to the genus quac% above all to the genus acrid-quack; 
‘ these, though never so clear-starched, bland-smiling and beneficent, lie abso- 
‘ lately would have no trade with. Tlieir very sugar-cake -was unavailing, 
‘ He said with emphasis, as clearly as harking could say it : “ Acrid-quack, 
‘avaunt!” Would to Heaven many a prime-minister, and high person in 
‘authority, had such an invaluable talent I On the whole, there is more in 
‘this universe than our philosophy has dreamt of. A dog’s instinct is a voice 
‘of Nature too; and farther, it has never hahhled itself away in idle jargon 
‘and hypothesis, but always adhered to the practical, and grown in silence by 
‘continual communion with fact. We do the animals injustice. Their body 
‘ resembles our body, Buffon says ; with its four limbs, with its spinal marrow, 
‘main organs in the head and so forth: but have they not a kind of soul, 
‘equally the rude draught and imperfect imitation of ours ! It is a strange, 
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^ Tliere * at Chiefs wood ^ my wife and I spent this summer and au- 
tumn of 1821 ; the first of several seasons which will ever dwell on my 
memory as the happiest of my life. We were near enough Abbotsford 
to partake as often as we liked of its brilliant and constantly varying 
society ; yet conM do so without being exposed to the worry and ex- 
haustion of spirit %vhich the daily reception of new-comers entailed upon 
all the family, except Sir Waiter himself. But, in truth, even he was 
not always proof against the annoyances connected with such a style of 
open housekeeping. Even his temper sank sometimes under the solemn 
applauses' of learned duiness, the vapid raptures of painted and peri- 
wigged dowagers, the horse-leech avidity with which underbred foreign^ 
ers urged their questions, and the pompous, simpers of condescending 
magnates. When sore beset at home in this way, he would every now 
and then discover that he had some very particular business to attend 
to on an outlying part of his estate ; and, craving the indulgence of Ms 
guests over-night, appear at the cabin in the glen before its inhabitants 
were astir in the morning. The clatter of Sibyl Grey’s hoofs, the yelp- 
ing of Mustard and Spice, and his own joyous shouts of reveillee under 
our windows, were the signal that he had burst his toils, and meant for 
that day to “ take his ease in his inn.” On descending, he was to be 
found seated with all his dogs and ours about him, under a spreading 
ash that overshadowed half the bank between tlie cottage and the brook, 
pointing the edge of bis woodman’s axe, and listening to Tom Purdie’s 
lecture touching the plantation that most needed thinning. After break- 
fast he would take possession of a dressing-room up-stairs, and write a 
chapter of The Fimte; and then, having made-up and despatched his 
packet for Mr. Ballantyne, away to join Purdie wherever the foresters 
were at w’^ork — and sometimes to labour among them as strenuously as 
John Swanston — until it was time^ either to rejoin his own party at 
Abbotsford, or the quiet circle of the cottage. When his guests were 
few and friendly, he often made, them come over and meet him at Cbiefs- 
wood in a body towards evening ; and surely he never appeared to more 
amiable advantage than when helping his young people with their little 
arrangements upon such occasions. * lie was ready with all sorts of 
devices to supply the wants of a narrow establishment; he used to 
delight particularly in sinking the wine in a well under the hrae ere he 
went out, and hauling up the basket just before dinner was announced, 
— this primitive device being, he said, what he had always practised 
when a young housekeeper, and in his opinion far superior in its results 
to any apifiication of ice : and in the same spirit, whenever the weather 

‘an almost solemn and pathetic thing to see an intelligence imprisoned in that 
‘ dumb rude form ; struggling to express itself out of that even as we do out 
‘of our imprisonment; and succeed very imperfectly 1’ 

'lUr ,mr? ' TTT^ ■ , ^ 
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was sufficiently genial, lie voted for dining out of doors altogether, whicli 
at once got rid of the inconvenience of very small rooms, and made it 
natural and easy for the gentlemen to help the ladies, so that the paucity 
of servants went for nothing.’ 

Surely all this is very heantiful ; like a picture of Boccaccio^s : 
the ideal of a country life in our time. Why could it not last? 
Income was not wanting : Scott’s official permanent income was 
amply adequate to meet the expense of all that was valuable in 
it; nay, of all that was not harassing, senseless and despicable. 
Scott had some 2,0001 a-year without writing books at all. Why 
should he manufacture and -^at create, to make more money; and 
rear mass on mass for a dwelling to himself, till the pile toppled, 
sank crashing, and buried him in its ruins, when he had a safe 
pleasant dwelling ready of its own accord ? Alas, Scott, with all 
his health, was infected; sick of the fearfulest malady, that of 
Ambition ! To such length had the King s baronetcy, the \voiid’s 
favour and ' sixteen parties a-day,’ brought it with him. So the 
inane racket must be kept up, and rise ever higher. So masons 
labour, ditchers delve ; and there is endless, altogether deplorable 
correspondence about marble-slabs for tables, wainscoting of rooms, 
curtains and the trimmings of curtains, orange-coloured or fawn- 
coloured : Walter Scott, one of the gifted of the world, whom his 
admirers call the most gifted, must kill himself that he may 
he a country gentleman, the founder of a race of Scottish 
lairds. 

It is one of the strangest, most tragical histories ever enacted 
tinder this sun. So poor a passion can lead so strong a man into 
such mad extremes. Surely, were not man a fool always, one 
might say there was something eminently distracted in this, end 
as it would, of a Walter Scott writing daily with the ardour of 
a steam-engine, that he might make 15,0 00 Z. a-year, and buy 
upholstery with it. To cover the walls of a stone house in Sel- 
kirkshire with nicknacks, ancient armour and genealogical shields, 
what can we name it but a being bit with delirium of a kind ? 
That tract after tract of moorland in the shire of Selkirk should 
be joined together on parchment and by ring-fence, and named 
after one's name, — why, it is a shabby small-type edition of your 
vulgar Napoleons, Alexanders, and conquering heroes, not counted 
venerable by any teacher of men 1 — ^ ^ 
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The whole world was not half so wide 
To Alexander when he cried 
Because he had hut one to subdue, 

As was a narrow paltry tub to 
Diogenes * who ne^er was said, 

Dor aught that ever I could read, 

To whine, put linger f the eye and sob, 

Because he had ne'er another tub.' 

Not he ! And if, ' looked at from the Moon, which itself is far 
from Infinitude,' Napoleon’s dominions were as small as mine, 
lohat, by any chance of possibility, could Abbotsford landed -property 
ever have become? As the Ai^abs say, there is a black speck, 
were it no bigger than a bean's eye, in every soul ; which, once 
set it a-working, will overcloud the whole man into darkness and 
quasi-madness, and hurry him balefully into Night ! 

With respect to the literary character of these Waverley Novels, 
so extraordinary in their commercial character, there remains, after 
so much reviewing, good and bad, little that it were profitable at 
present to say. The great fact about them is, that they were 
faster written and better paid for than any other books in the 
world. It must be granted, moreover, that they have a worth far 
surpassing what is usual in such cases; nay, that if Literature 
had no task hut that of harmlessly amusing indolent languid meU; 
here was the very perfection of Literature ; that a man, here more 
emphatically than ever elsewhere, might fling himself back, ex- 
claiming, '' Be mine to lie on this sofa, and read everlasting Novels 
of Walter Scott 1 " The composition, slight as it often is, usually 
hangs together in some measure, and is a composition. Thei'e is 
a free flow of narrative, of incident and sentiment ; an easy master- 
like coherence throughout, as if it were the free dash of a master's 
hand, ‘round as the O of Giotto.' It is the perfection of 

‘Yeime a Firenze’ (il cortigiano del Papa), ‘e andato tma mattina in 
« bottega di Giotto, cbe lavorava, gli cbiese un poco di disegno per mandarlo 
^a sua Santitk Giotto, cbe garbatissimo era, prese un foglio, ed in quello 
‘ con un pennello tinto di rosso, fernaato il braccio al fianeo per fame coxn- 
« passo, e girato la rnano fece un tondo si pari di sesto e di prolilo, cbe fu a 
‘vederlo una maraviglia. Ci6 fatto gbignando disse ai cortigiano, Eccovi 
*il disegno.’ . . . ‘Onde il Papa, e molti cortigiani intendenti conobbero 
*perci6, quanto Giotto avanzasse d’eccelenza tutti gli altri pittori del suo 
Hempo. Divolgatasi poi questa cosa, me nacque il proverbio, cbe aiicora e 
« in uso dirsi a gli uomini di grossa pasta ; Tu sei tondo che V 0 di GiottoJ 
r— Yasari, Vite (Roma, 1759), i. 46. , 
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extemporaneous writing. Fartherniore, surely lie were a blind critic 
who did not recognise here a certain genial sunshiny freshness 
and pictiiresqueness ; paintings both of scenery and figures, very 
graceful, brilliant, occasionally full of grace and glowing brightness 
blended in the softest composure ; in fact, a deep sincere love of 
the beautiful in Nature and Man, and the readiest faculty of 
expressing this by imagination and byword. No fresher paint- 
ings of Nature can be found than Scott's; hardly anywhere a 
wider sympathy with man. From Davie Deans up to Eichard 
Cceur-de-Lion ; from Meg Merrilies to Die Yernon and Queen 
Elizabeth ! It is the utterance of a man of open soul ; of a brave, 
large, free-seeing man, who has a true brotherhood with all men. 
In joyous picturesqueness and fellow-feeling, freedom of eye and 
heart ; or to say it in a word, in general healthiness of mind, these 
Novels prove Scott to have been amongst the foremost writers. 

Neither in the higher and highest excellence, of drawing cha- 
racter, is he at any time altogether deficient ; though at no time 
can we call him, in the best sense, successful. His Baillie Jarvies, 
Dinmonts, Dalgettys (for their name is legion), do look and talk 
like what they give themselves out for; they are, if not mated 
and made poetically alive, yet deceptively enacted as a good player 
might do them. What more is wanted, then ? For the reader 
lying on a sofa, nothing more ; yet for another sort of reader, much. 
It were a long chapter to unfold the difference in drawing a cha- 
racter between a Scott, and a Sliakspeare, a Goethe. Yet it is 
a difference literally immense ; they are of different species ; the 
value of the one is not to be counted in the coin of the other. We 
might say in a short word, which means a long matter, that your 
Shakspeare fashions his characters from the heart outwards ; your 
Scott fashions them from the skin inwards, never getting near the 
heart of them ! The one set become living men and women ; the 
other amount to little more than mechanical cases, deceptively 
painted automatons. Compare Fenella with Goethe's Mignon, 
which, it was once said, Scott had ‘done Goethe the honour' to 
borrow. He has borrowed what he could of Mignon. The small 
stature, the climbing talent, the trickiness, the mechanical case, as 
we say, he has borrowed ; but the soul of Mignon is left behind. 
Fenella is an unfavourable specimen for Scott ; but it illustrates in 
the aggravated state, what is traceable in all the characters he 
drew. , ^ 

To the same purport indeed we are to say that these famed 


SIE WALTER SCOTT. 


213 


books are altogether addressed to the every-day mind; that for any 
other mind there is next to no nourishment in them. Opinions, 
emotions, principles, doubts, beliefs, beyond what the intelligent 
country gentleman can carry along with him, are not to be found* 
It is orderly, customary, it is prudent, decent ; nothing more. One 
,woaild say, it lay not in Scott to give much more; getting out of 
the ordinary range, and attempting the heroic, which is but seldom 
the case, he falls almost at once into the rose-|)ink sentimental, — 
descries the Minerva Press from afar, and hastily quits tliat course ; 
for none better than he knew it to lead nowhither. On the whole, 
contrasting Waverley, which was carefully written, with most of 
its followers, which were written extempore, one may regret the 
extempore method. Something very perfect in its kind might 
have come from Scott ; nor was it a low kind : nay, who knows 
how high, with studious self-concentration, he might have gone ; 
what wealth Nature had implanted in him, which his circum- 
stances, most unkind while seeming to be kindest, had never im- 
pelled him to unfold ? 

But after all, in the loudest blaring and trumpeting of popu- 
larity, it is ever to be held in mind, as a truth remaining true 
forever, that Literature has other aims than that of harmlessly 
amusing indolent languid menr or if Literature have them not, 
then Literature is a very poor affair; and something else must 
have them, and must accomplish them, with thanks or without 
thanks; the thankful or thankless world were not long a world 
otherwise 1 Under this head there is little to be sought or found 
in the Waverley Novels. Not profitable for doctrine, for reproof, 
for edification, for building up or elevating, in any shape ! The 
-sick heart will find no healing here, the darkly-struggling heart no 
guidance : the Heroic that is in all men no divine awakening voice. 
We say, therefore, that they do not found themselves on deep 
interests, but on comparatively trivial ones ; not on the perennial, 
perhaps not even on the lasting. In fact, much of the interest of 
these Novels results from what may be called contrasts of costume. 
The phraseology, fashion of arms, of dress and life, belonging to one 
age, is brought suddenly with singular vividness before the eyes 
of another. A great effect this ; yet by the very nature of it, an 
altogether temporary one. Consider, brethren, shall not we too one 
day be antiques, and grow to have as quaint a costume as the 
rest? The stuffed Dandy, only give him will become one of 
the wonderfulest mummies. In antiquarian museums, only two 
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centuries hence, the steeple-hat will hang on the next peg to 
Franks and Qompany’s patent, antiquarians deciding which is 
uglier : and the Stulz swallow-tail, one may hope, will seem as in- 
credible as any garment that ever made ridiculous the respectable 
hack of man. Not by slashed breeches, steeple-hats, buff-belts, or 
antiquated speech, can romance-heroes continue to interest us ; but 
simply and solely, in the long-run, by being men. Buff-belts and 
all manner of jerkins and costumes are transitory ; man alone is 
perennial. He that has gone deeper into this than other men, 
will be remembered longer than they ; he that has not, not. Tried 
under this category, Scott, with his clear practical insight, joyous 
temper, and other sound faculties, is not to be accounted little,- — 
among the ordinary circulating-library heroes he might well pass 
for a demi-god. Not little; yet neither is he great; there were 
greater, more than one or two, in his own age : among the great of 
all ages, one sees no likelihood of a place for him. 

What, then, is the result of these Waverley Romances? Are 
they to amuse one generation only ? One or more 1 As many 
generations as they can ; but not all generations : ah no, when our 
swallow-tail has become fantastic as trunk-hose, they will cease to 
amuse 1 — Meanwhile, as we can discern, their results have been 
several-fold. First of all, and certainly not least of all, have they 
not perhaps had this result: that a considerable portion of man- 
kind has hereby been sated with mere amusement, and set on 
seeking something better ? Amusement in the way of reading 
can go no farther, can do nothing better, by the power of man ; and 
men ask, Is this what it can do ?: Scott, we reckon, carried several 
things to their ultimatum and crisis, so that change became 
inevitable : a great service, though an indirect one. 

Secondly, however, we may say, these Historical Novels have 
taught all men this truth, which looks like a truism, and yet was 
as good as unknown to writers of history and others, till so taught : 
that the bygone ages of the world were actually filled by living 
men, not by protocols, state-papers, controvex'sies and abstractions 
of men. Not abstractions were they, not diagrams and theorems ; 
hut men, in buff or other coats and breeches, with colour in their 
cheeks, with passions in their stomach, and the idioms, features 
and vitalities of very men. It is a little word this ; inclusive of 
great meaning ! History will henceforth have to take thought of 
it. Her faint hearsays of * philosophy teaching by experience ^ will 
have to exchange themselves everywhere for direct inspection and 
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embodiment : tins, and this only* -will be counted experience ; and 
till once experience have got in, philosophy will reconcile herself 
to wait at the door. It is a great service, fertile in conseqiiences, 
this that Scott has done; a great truth laid open by him; — corre- 
spondent indeed to the substantial nature of the man; to his 
solidity and veracity even of imagination, which, with all his lively 
discursiveness, was the characteristic of him. 

A word here as to the extempore style of writing, which is 
getting much celebrated in these days. Scott seems to have been 
.high proficient in it. His rapidity was extreme ; and the matter 
produced was excellent, considering that : the circumstances under 
which some of his Novels, when he could not himself write, were 
dictated, are justly considered wonderful It is a valuable faculty 
this of ready-writing ; nay farther, for Scott’s purpose it was clearly 
the only good mode. By much labour he could not have added 
one guinea to his copyright ; nor could the reader on the sofa have 
lain a whit more at ease. It was in all ways necessary that these 
works should be produced rapidly ; and, round or not, be thrown 
off like Giotto’s 0. But indeed, in all things, writing or other, 
which a man engages in, there is the indispensablest beauty in 
knowing Jioiv to get done, A man frets himself to no purpose ; he 
has not the sleight of the trade ; he is not a craftsman, but an 
unfortunate borer and bungler, if he know not when to have 
done. Perfection is unattainable: no carpenter ever made a 
mathematically accurate right-angle in the world ; yet all carpenters 
know when it is right enough, and do not botch it, and lose their 
wages, by making it too right. Too much painstaking speaks 
disease in one’s mind, as well as too little. The adroit sound- 
minded man will endeavour to spend on each business approxi- 
mately what of pains it deserves ; and with a conscience void of 
remorse will dismiss it then. All this in favour of easy-writing 
shall be granted, and, if need were, enforced and inculcated. 

And yet, on the other hand, it shall not less but more strenu- 
ously be inculcated, that in the way of writing, no great thing was 
ever, or will ever be done with ease, but with difficulty 1 Let 
ready-writers with any faculty in them lay this to heart. Is it 
with ease, or not with ease, that a man shall do his lest, in any 
shape ; above all, in this shape justly named of " soul’s travail,’ 
working in the deep places of thought, embodying the True out 
of the Obscure and Possible, environed on all sides with the un- 
created False ? Not so, now or at any time. The experience of 
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all men belies it ; the nature of tbings contradicts it. Virgil and 
TacitnS; were they ready-writers ? The whole Prophecies of Isaiah 
are not equal in extent to this cobweb of a Eeview Article. Shak- 
speare, we may fancy, wrote with rapidity ; but not till he had 
thought with intensity : long and sore had this man thought, as 
the seeing eye may discern well, and had dwelt and wrestled amid 
dark pains and throes, — though his great soul is silent about all 
that. It was for him to write rapidly at fit intervals, being ready 
to do it. And herein truly lies the secret of the matter: such 
swiftness of mere writing, after due energy of preparation, is 
doubtless the right method ; the hot furnace having long worked 
and simmered, let the pure gold flow out at one gush. It was 
Shakspeare's plan; no easy-writer he, or he had never been a 
Shakspeare. Neither was Milton one of the mob of gentlemen 
that write with ease ; he did not attain Shakspeare’s faculty, one 
perceives, of even writing id^ ofter long preparation, but struggled 
while he wrote. Goethe also tells us he 'had nothing sent him 
in his sleep ; ' no page of his but he knew well how it came there. 
•It is reckoned to be the best prose, accordingly, that has been 
written by any modern. Schiller, as an unfortunate and unhealthy 
man, ^honnte nie fertig never could get done the noble ‘ 

genius of him struggled not wisely but too well, and wore his life 
itself heroically out. Or did Petrarch write easily ? Dante sees 
himself ' growing lean ^ over his Divine Comedy ; in stern solitary 
death-wrestle with it, to prevail over it, and do it, if his uttermost 
faculty may : hence, too, it is done and prevailed over, and the 
fiery life of it endures forevermore among men. 

No : creation, one would think, cannot be easy ; your Jove has 
severe pains, and fire-flames, in the head out of which an armed 
Pallas is struggling ! As for manufacture, that is a different 
matter, and may become easy or not easy, according as it is taken 
up. Yet of manufacture too, the general truth is that, given the 
manufacturer, it will be worthy in direct proportion to the pains 
bestowed upon it; and worthless always, or nearly so, with no 
pains. Cease, therefore, 0 ready-writer, to brag openly of thy 
rapidity and facility; to thee (if thou be in the manufacturing 
line) it is a benefit, an increase of wages ; but to me it is sheer 
loss, worsening of my pennyworth : why wilt thou brag of it to 
me ? Write easily, by steam if thou canst contrive it, and canst 
' sell it ; but hide it like virtue ! , Easy writing,” said Sheridan, 

" is sometimes d — d -hard reading,” Sometimes; and always it is 
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sure to be rather useless reading, which indeed (to a creature of 
few years and much work) may be reckoned the hardest of all 
Scott s productive facility amazed everybody ; and set Captain 
Hall, for one, upon a very strange method of accounting for it 
without miracle for which see his Journal, above quoted from. 
The Captain, on counting line for line, found that he himself had 
written in that Journal of his almost as much as Scott, at odd 
hours in a given number of days ; ' and as for the invention,’ says 
he, * it is known that this costs Scott nothing, but comes to him 
' of its own accord.’ Convenient indeed 1 — But for us too Scott’s 
rapidity is great, is a proof and consequence of the solid health 
of the man, bodily and spiritual; great, but unmiraculous ; not 
greater than that of many others besides Captain Hall Admire 
it, yet with measure. For observe always, there are two conditions 
in work : let me fix the quality, and you shall fix the quantity ! 
Any man may get through work rapidly who easily satisfies him- 
self about it. Print the tcdJc of any man, there will be a thick 
octavo volume daily; make his writing three times as good as 
his talk, there will be the third part of a volume daily, which still 
is good work. To write with never such rapidity in a passable 
manner, is indicative not of a man’s genius, but of his habits ; it 
will prove his soundness of nervous system, his practicality of 
mind, and in fine, that he has the knack of his trade. In the 
most flattering view, rapidity will betoken health of mind ; much 
also, perhaps most of all, will depend on health of body. Doubt 
it not, a faculty of easy-writing is attainable by man ! The human 
genius, once fairly set in this direction, will carry it far. William 
Cobhefct, one of the healthiest of men, was a greater improviser 
even than Walter Scott: his writing, considered as to quality and 
quantity, of Eural Rides, Registers, Grammars, Sermons, Peter Por- 
cupines, Histories of Reformation, ever-fresh denouncements of Po- 
tatoes and Paper-money, seems to us still more wonderful Pierre 
Bayle wrote enormous folios, one sees not on what motive-principle : 
he flowed-on forever, a mighty tide of ditch-water ; and even died 
flowing, with the pen in his hand. But indeed the most unac- 
countable ready- writer of all is, probably, the common Editor of a 
Daily Newspaper. Consider his leading articles ; what they treat 
of, how passably they are done. Straw that has been thrashed 
a hundred times without wheat; ephemeral sound of a sound; 
such portent of the hour as all men have seen a hundred times 
turn out inane : how a man, with merely human faculty, buckles 
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himself nightly with new vigotir and interest to this thrashed straw, 
nightly thrashes it anew, nightly gets-np new thunder about it; 
and so goes on thrashing and thundering for a considerable series 
of years ; this is a fact remaining still to be accounted for^ in 
human physiology. The vitality of man is great. 

Or shall we say, Scott, among the many things he carried towards 
their ultimatum and crisis, carried this of ready- writing too, that 
so all men might better see what was in it? It is a valuable 
consummation. Not without results ; — results, at some of which 
Scott as a Tory politician would have greatly shuddered. For if 
OQce Printing have grown to be as Talk, then Demockacv (if we 
look into the roots of things) is not a bugbear and probability, but 
a certainty, and event as good as come ! ' Inevitable seems it me.' 

But leaving this, sure enough the triumph of ready-writing appears 
to be even now ; everywhere the ready- writer is found bragging 
strangely of his readiness. In a late translated Don Carlos, one 
of the most indifferent translations ever done with any sign of 
ability, a hitherto unknown individual is found assuring his readeT>«X' 
‘ The reader will possibly think it an excuse, when I assure him 
‘that the whole piece was completed within the space of ten 
‘weeks, that is to say, between the sixth of January and the 
‘ eighteenth of March of this year (inclusive of a fortnight's in*- 
‘terruption from over-exertion); that I often translated twenty 
‘ pages a-day, and that the fifth act was the work of five days,' 

0 hitherto unknown individual, what is it to me what time it was 
the work of, whether five days or five decades of years ? The only 
question is. How well hast thou done it ? 

So, however, it stands : the genius of Extempore irresistibly 
lording it, advancing on us like ocean-tides, like Noah's deluges 
— of ditch-water ! The prospect seems one of the lamentablest. 

To have all Literature swum away from us in watery Extempore, 
and a spiritual time of Noah supervene ? That surely is an awful 
reflection; worthy of dyspeptic Matthew Bramble in a London 
fog ! Be of comfort, 0 splenetic Matthew ; it is not Literature 
they are swimming away ; it is only Book-publishing and Book- 
selling. Was there not a Literature lefore Printing or Faust of 
Mentz, and yet men wrote extempore ? Nay, before Writiu^^r 
Cadmus of Thebes, and yet men spoke extempore ? Literatu to 
the Thought of thinking Souls ; this, by the blessing of iBt 

Don Carlos, a Dramatic Poem, from the German of Schiller, Mannheim 
^ and London, 1837. 
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can in no generation be swum away, but remains vriih iis to 
the end. 






Scott’s career, of writing impromptu novels to buy farms with, 
was not of a kind to terminate voluntarily, but to accelerate itself 
more and more; and one sees not to what wise goal it could, in 
any case, have led him. Bookseller Constable’s bankruptcy was 
not the ruin of Scott; his ruin was, that ambition, and even false 
ambition, had laid hold of him ; that his way of life ■was not wise. 
"Whither could it lead 1 Whei'e could it stop ? New farms there 
remained ever to be bought, while new novels could pay for them. 
More and more success but gave more and more appetite, more 
and more audacity. The impromptu writing must have waxed 
ever thinner; declined faster and faster into the questionable 
category, into the condemnable, into the generally condemned. 
Already there existed, in secret, everywhere a considerable op- 
position party; witnesses of the Waverley miracles, but unable to 
believe in them, forced silently to protest against them. Such 
opposition party was in the sure case to grow ; and even, with the 
impromptu process ever going on, ever waxing thinner, to draw 
the world over to it. Silent protest must at length have come to 
words ; harsh truths, backed by harsher facts of a world-popularity 
over- wrought and worn-out, behoved to have been spoken; — such 
as can be spoken now without reluctance, when they can pain the 
brave man’s heart no more. Who knows ? Perhaps it was better 
ordered to be all otherwise. Otherwise, at any rate, it was. One 
day the Constable mountain, which seemed to stand strong like 
the other rock mountains, gave suddenly, as the icebergs do, a 
loud-sounding crack ; suddenly, with huge clangor, shivered itself 
into ice-dust ; and sank, carrying much along with it. In one 
day Scott’s high-heaped money- wages became fairy-money and 
nonentity ; in one day the rich man and lord of land saw himself 
penniless, landless, a bankrupt among creditors. 

It was a hard trial. He met it proudly, bravely, — like a brave 
proud man of the world. Perhaps there had been a prouder way 
still : to have owned honestly that he wees unsuccessful, then, all 
3!'upt, broken, in the world’s goods and repute ; and to have 
of, hid elsewhither for some refuge. Eefuge did lie elsewhere; 
-43. J3Jit was not Scott’s course, or fashion of mind, to seek it there. 
To say, Hitherto I have been all in the wrong, and this my fame 
and pride, now broken, was an empty delusion and spell of accursed 
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witchcraft! It was difficult for flesh and blood I He said, I will 
retrieve myself, and make my point good yet, or die for it. 
Silently, like a proud strong man, he girt himself to the Hercules’ 
task, of removing rubbish-mountains, since that was it ; of paying 
large ransoms by what he could still write and sell. In his de- 
clining years, too; misfortune is doubly and trebly unfortunate 
that befalls us then. Scott fell to his Hercules’ task like a very 
man, and went on with it unweariedly ; with a noble cheerfulness, 
while his life-strings were cracking, he grappled with it, and 
wrestled with it, years long, in death-grips, strength to strength ; 
— and it proved the stronger; and his life and heart did crack 
and break : the cordage of a most strong heart ! Over these last 
writings of Scott, his NajpoUons, Demonologies, Scotch Sistories, 
and the rest, criticism, finding still much to wonder at, much to 
commend, will utter no word of blame ; this one word only, “Woe 
is me 1 The noble war-horse that once laughed at the shaking of 
the spear, how is he doomed to toil himself dead, dragging ignoble 
wheels 1 Scott’s descent was like that of a spent projectile ; rapid, 
straight down; — perhaps mercifully so. It is a tragedy, as all 
life is ; one proof more that Fortune stands on a restless globe ; 
that Ambition, literary, warlike, politic, pecuniary, never yet 
profited any man. 

Our last extract shall be from Volume Sixth; a very tragical 
one. Tragical, yet still beautiful; waste Euin’s havoc borrowing 
a kind of sacredness from a yet sterner visitation, that of Death ! 
Scott has withdrawn into a solitary lodging-house in Edinburgh, 
to do daily the day’s work there; and had to leave his wife at 
Abbotsford in the last stage of disease. He went away silently ; 
looked silently at the sleeping face he scarcely hoped ever to see 
again. We quote from a Diary he had begun to keep in those 
months, on hint from Byron’s JRmenna Journal : copious sections 
of it render this Sixth Volume more interesting than any of the 
former ones : 

^ Abbotsford i May 11 (182G). — ^ ^ It withers my heart to think of 
it, and to recollect that I can hardly hope again to seek confidence and 
counsel from that ear, to which all might be safely confided. But in... 
her present lethargic state, what would my attendance have availed 1 — 
and Anne has promised close and constant intelligence, I must - dine ^ 
with James Eallantyne today en famille, I cannot help it; hut would 
rather be at home and alone. , However, I can go out tooJ I wdli 
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not . yield to tlie barren sense of hopelessness wliicli struggles to 
invade me. 

^ Edinburgh^ — Mrs, Broion's lodgings. North SL David Street— Mag 
12.— I passed a pleasant day with kind J. B., which was a great relief 
from the black dog, which would have worried me at homo. He was 
quite alone. 

‘ Well, here I am in Arden. And I may say with Touchstone, “ When 
I was at home I was in a better place ; I must, when there is occasion, 
draw to my own Eaillie Nicol Jarvie’s consolation — One cannot carry 
the comforts of the Saut-Market about with one.” Were I at ease in 
mind, I think the body is very well cared for. Only one other lodger 
in the house, a Mr. Shandy, — a clergyman, and, despite his name, said 
to be a quiet one.* 

‘ Mag 14. — A fair good-morrow to you, Mr. Sun, who are shining so 
brightly on these dull walls. Methinks you look as if you were looking 
as bright on the banks of the Tweed ; but look where you will, Sir Sun, 
you look upon sorrow and suffering. — Hogg was here yesterday, in 
danger, from having obtained an accommodation of lOOZ. from James 
Ballantyne, which he is now obliged to repay. I am unable to help 
the poor fellow, being obliged to borrow myself.* 

^ 3Iay 15. — Eeceived the melancholy intelligence that all is over at 
Abbotsford.’ 

^Abbotsford, 3fay 16. — She died at nine in the morning, after being 
very ill for two days — easy at last. I arrived here late last night. Anne 
is worn out, and lias had hysterics, which returned on my arrival. Her 
broken accents were like those of a child, the language as well as the 
tones broken, but in the most gentle voice of submission. ^‘Poor 
mamma — never return again — gone forever — a better place.** Then, 
when, she came to herself, she spoke with sense, freedom and strength 
of mind, till her weakness returned. It would have been inexpressibly 
moving to me as a stranger — what was it then to the father and the 
husband ? For myself, I scarce know how I feel ; sometimes as firm 
as the Bass Rock, sometimes as weak as the water that breaks on it. 
I am as alert at thinking and deciding as I ever was in my life. Yet, 
when I contrast what this place now is, with what it has been not long 
since, I think my heart will break. Lonely, aged, deprived of my 
family — all but poor Amie ; an impoverished, an embarrassed man, 
deprived of the sharer of my thoughts and counsels, who could always 
talk-down my sense of the calamitous apprehensions which lu'eak 
the heart that must bear them alone. — Even her foibles were of 
service to me, by giving me things to think of beyond my weary self- 
reflections. 

‘ I have seen her. The figure I beheld is, and is not my Charlotte— 
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my tliivty-years companion. There is. the same symmetry of form, though 
those limbs are rigid which were once so gracefully elastic — hut that 
yellow mask, with pinched features, which seems to mock life rather 
than emulate it, can it be the face that was once so full of Lively expres- 
sion ? I will not look on it again. Anne thinks her little changed, 
because the latest idea she had formed of her mother is as she appeared 
under circumstances of extreme pain. Mine go back to a period of com- 
parative ease. If I write long in this way, I shall write-down my reso- 
lution, which I should rather write-up, if I could.' 

^ May 18. — ^ ^ Cerements of lead and of wood already hold her; 
cold earth must have her soon. But it is not my Charlotte, it is not the 
bride of my youth, the mother of my children, that will be laid among 
the ruins of Dryburgh, which we have so often visited in gaiety and^ 
pastime. No, no.' 

‘ May 22. — ^ ^ Well, I am not apt to shrink from that which is my 
duty, merely because it is painful ; but I wish this funeral-day over. A 
kind of cloud of stupidity hangs about me, as if all were unreal that men 
seem to be doing and talking.' 

‘ May 26. — ^ ^ Were an enemy coming upon my house, would I 
not do my best to fight, although oppressed in spirits ; and shall a 
similar despondency prevent me from mental exertion ? It shall not, 
hy Heaven 1 ' 

^ Mliiihurghf May 30. — Eeturned to town last night with Charles. 
This morning resume ordinary habits of rising early, working in the 
morning, and attending the Court. ^ ^ ^ I finished correcting the proofs 
for the Quarterly ; it is hut a fiimsy article, hut then the circumstances 
were most untoward. — -This has been a melancholy day — most melan- 
choly. I am afraid poor Charles found me weeping. I do not know 
what other folks feel, but with me the hysterical passion that impels 
tears is a terrible violence — a sort of throttling sensation — then succeeded 
by a state of dreaming stupidity, in which I ask if my poor Charlotte 
can actually be dead.'^^ 

This is beautiful as well as tragical. Other scenes, in that 
Seventh Volume, must come, which will have no beauty, but be 
tragical only. It is better that we are to end here. 

And so the curtain falls ; and the strong Walter Scott is with 
us no more. A possession from him does remain; widely scat- 
tered ; yet attainable ; not inconsiderable. It can be said of him. 
When he departed, he took a Man’s life along with him. No 
sounder piece of British manhood was put together in that 
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eigliteenth century of Time. Alas, Hs fine Scotch face, with its 
shaggy honesty, sagacity and goodness, when we saw it latterly 
on the Edinburgh streets, was all worn with care, the joy all fled 
fiom it ; -ploughed deep with labour and sorrow. We shall never 
forget it ; we shall never see it again. Adieu, Sir Walter, pride 
of all Scotchmen, take our proud and sad farewell. 
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YAENHAGEF VON ENSE’S MEMOIES.^ 

[1838.] 

The Lady Bahel, or Eacfcel, surnauied Levin in her maiden days, 
who died some five years ago as Madam Varnhagen von Ense, 
seems to be still memorable and notable, or to have become more 
than ever so, among our German friends. The widower, long 
known 'in Berlin and Germany for an intelligent and estimable 
man, has here published successively, as author, or as editor and 
annotator, so many Volumes, Nine in all, about her, about himself, 
and the things that occupied and environed them. Nine Volumes, 
properly,* of German Memoirs ; of letters, of miscellanies, biographi- 
cal and autobiographical; which we have read not without zeal 
and diligence, and in part with great pleasure. It seems to us 
that such of our readers as take interest in things German, ought 
to be apprised of this Publication ; and withal that there are in it 
enough of things European and universal to furnish-out a few 
pages for readers not specially of that class. 

One may hope, Germany is no longer to any person that vacant 
land, of gray vapour and chimeras, which it was to most English* 
,4en, not many years ago. One may hope that, as readers of 
"German have increased a hundredfold, some partial intelligence 
of Germany, some interest in things German, may have increased 
in a proportionably higher ratio. At all events, Memoirs of meii, 
German or other, will find listeners among men. Sure enough, 

^ London and Westminster Heview, Ko. 62. — 1. liahel Lin Buch d *s 
Andenhens filr Hire Freunde (RaheL A Book of Memorial for her Friends), 
3 vols. Berlin, 1834. 

2. Gallerie wn Bildnissen aus BaJieVs Umgang tind Brief ivechsel (Gallery of 
Portraits from Bahel’s Circle of Society and Correspondence) . Edited by 
K. A. Varnhagen von Ense. 2 vols. Leipzig, 1836. 

3, JDenhwiirdigkeiten und re'iiniscMe Bchrif ten (MemoiTB ojid Miscellaneous 
Writings). By K, A, Varnhagen von Ense. 4 vols. Mannheim, 1837-38. 
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Berlin city, on the sandy banks of the Spree, is a living city, even 
as London is, on the muddy banks of Thames. Daily, with every 
rising of the blessed heavenly light, Berlin sends up the smoke 
of a hundred-thousand kindled hearths, the fret and stir of five- 
hundred-thousand new-awakened human souls marking or de- 
facing with smoke-cloud, material or spiritual, the serene 
of our common all-embracing Heaven. One Heaven, the same 
for all, embraces that smoke-cloud too, adopts it, absorbs it, like 
the rest. Are there not dinner-parties, ^ esthetic teas;' scandal- 
mongeries, changes of ministry, police-cases, literary gazettes? 
The clack of tongues, the sound of hammers, mounts tip in that 
corner of the Planet too, for certain centuries of Time. Berlin has 
its royalties and diplomacies, its traffickings, travailings; litera- 
tures, sculptures, cultivated heads, male and female ; and boasts 
itself to be 'the intellectual capital of Germany.' Nine Volumes 
of Memoirs out of Berlin will surely contain something for us. 

Samuel Johnson, or perhaps another, used to say there was no 
man on the streets whose biography he would not like to be 
acquainted with. No rudest mortal walking there who has not 
seen and known experimentally something, which, could he tell 
it, the wisest would hear willingly from him ! Nay, after all that 
can be said and celebrated about poetry, eloquence and the higher 
forms of composition and utterance; is not the primary use of 
speech itself this same, to utter memoirs, that is, memorable ex- 
periences to our fellow-creatures ? A fact is a fact ; man is for- 
ever the brother of man. That thou, 0 my brother, impart to 
me truly how it stands with thee in that inner man of thine, what 
lively images of things past thy memory has painted there, what 
hopes, what thoughts, affections, knowledges do now dwell there : 
for this and for no other object that I can see, was the gift of 
speech and of hearing bestowed on us two. I say not how thou 
feignest. Thy fictions, and thousand-and-one Arabian Nights, 
promulgated as fictions, what are they also at bottom but this, 
things that are in thee, though only images of things ? But to 
bewilder me with indeed ; to ray-out error and darkness, 
— misintelligence, which means misattainment, otherwise failure 
and sorrow ; to go about confusing worse our poor world's confu- 
sion, and, as a son of Nox and Chaos, propagate delirium on earth : 
not snrely with this view, but with a far different one, was that 
miraculous tongue suspended in thy head, and set vibrating there ! 
— In a word, do not two things, mracity and memoir-writing ^ seem 
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to be presciibed by Nature and the very constitution of 

man? Let us read, therefore, according to opportunity, — and, 
with judicious audacity, review ! 

Our Nine printed Yolumes we called German Memoirs, They 
agree in this general character, but are otherwise to be distin- 
guished into kinds, and differ very much in their worth for us. 
The first book on our list, entitled Rahel, is a book of private 
letters; three thick volumes of Letters written by that lady; 
selected from her wide correspondence; with a short introduction, 
with here and there a short note, and that on Yarnhageifis part 
is all Then follows, in two volumes, the work named Gallery of 
Poftfaih; consisting principally of Letters to Eahel, by various 
persons, mostly persons of note ; to which Varnhagen, as editor, 
has joined some slight commentary, some short biographical 
sketch of each. Of these five volumes of German Letters we will 
say, for the present, that they seem to be calculated for Germany, 
and even for some special circle there, rather than for England 
or us. A glance at them afterwards, we hope, will be possible. 

But the third work, that of Varnhagen himself, is the one we 
must chiefly depend on here: the four volumes of Memoirs and 
Miscellanies; lively pieces; which can be safely recommended as 
altogether pleasant reading to every one. They are ‘ Miscellaneous 
Writings,' as their title indicates; in part collected and reprinted 
out of periodicals, or wherever they lay scattered ; in part sent 
forth now for the first time. There are criticisms, notices literary 
or didactic; always of a praiseworthy sort, generally of small 
ent. There are narrations ; there is a long personal narrative, 
^ it might be called, of service in the ' Liberation War' of 1814, 
’wherein Yarnhagen did duty as a volunteer officer in Tettenborn s 
corps, among the Cossacks ; this is the longest piece, by no means 
the best. There is farther a curious narrative of Lafayette's escape 
(brief escape with recapture) from tiie Prison of Olmlltz. Then 
also there is a curious biography of Doctor Boilmann, the brave 
young Hanoverian, who aided Lafayette in that adventure. Then 
other biographies not so curious ; on the whole, there are many 
biographies: Biography, we might say, is the staple article; an 
article in which Yarnhagen has long been known to excel Lastly, 
as basis for the whole, there are presented, fitfully, now here, now 
there, and with long intervals, considerable sections of Autobio- 
graphy; — not confessions, indeed, or questionable -work of the 
Kousseau sort, but discreet reminiscences, personal and other, of 


230 


MISCELLANIES* 


a man who having looked on mnch,may be sure of willing audieriire" 
in reporting it welL These are the Four Volumes written by 
Varnhagen von Ease* those are the Five edited by him. We 
shall regard his autobiographic memorials as a general substratum, 
upholding and uniting into a certain coherence the multifarious 
contents of these publications : it is Varnhagen von Ense's Passage 
through Life; this is what it yielded him; these are the things 
and persons he took note of, and had to do with, in travelling 
thus far. 

Beyond ascertaining for ourselves what manner of eyesight and 
way of judgment this our Memoir- writer has, it is not necessary 
to insist much on Varnhagen's qualities or literary character here. 
He seems to us a man peculiarly fitted, both by natural endow- 
ment and by position and opportunity, for writing memoirs. In 
the space of half a century that he has lived in this world, his 
course has been what we might call erratic in a high degree : from 
the student’s garret in Halle or Tlibingen to the Tuileries hall 
of audience and the Wagram battle-field, from Chamisso the poet 
.to Napoleon the emperor, his path has intersected all manner of 
paths of men. He has a fine intellectual gift ; and what is the 
foundation of that and of all, an honest, sympathising, manfully 
patient, manfully courageous heart. His way of life, too erratic 
we should fear for hajDpiness or ease, and singularly checkered by 
vicissitude, has had this considerable advantage, if no other, that 
it has trained him, and could not but train him, to a certain 
Catholicism of mind. He has been a student of literature, an 
author, a student of medicine, a soldier, a secretary, a diplomatist. 
A man withal of modest, affectionate nature ; courteous and yet 
truthful; of quick apprehension, precise in utterance; of just, 
extensive, occasionally of deep and fine insight: this is a man 
qualified beyond most to write memoirs. We should call him one 
of the best memoir-writers we have met with; decidedly the best 
we know of in these days. For clearness, grace of method, easy 
comprehensibility, he is wmrthy to be ranked among the French, 
who have a natural turn for memoir- writing ; and ix\ respect oi 
honesty, valorous gentleness and , simplicity of heart, his character 
is German, not French. 

Such a man, conducting us in the spirit of cheerful friendliness 
along his course of life, and delineating what he has found most 
memorable in it, produces one of the pleasantest books. Brave 
old Germany, in this and the other, living phasis, now here, now 
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there, from Rhineland to the East-sea, from Hamburg and Berlin 
to Deutsch-Wagram and the Marclifeld, paints itself in the colours 
of reality ; with notable persons, with notable events. For con- 
sider withal in what a time this man’s life has lain ; in the thick 
of European things, while the Nineteenth Century was opening 
itself Amid convulsions and revolutions, outward and inward, — 
with Napoleons, Goethes, Fichtes ; while prodigies and battle- 
thunder shook the world, and ‘amid the glare of conflagrations, 
and the noise of falling towns and kingdoms,’ a New Era of 
Thought was also evolving itself : one of the wonderfulest times ! 
On the whole, if men like Varnhagen were to be met with, why have 
we not innumerable Memoirs ? Alas, it is because the men like 
Varnhagen are not to be met with; men with the clear eye and 
the open heart. Without such qualities, memoir-writers are but 
a nuisance ; which, so often as they show themselves, a judicious 
world is obliged to sweep into the cesspool, with loudest possible 
prohibition of the like. If a man is not open-minded, if he is 
ignorant, perverse, egoistic, splenetic; on the whole, if he is false 
and stupid, how shall he write memoirs ?— • 

From Varnhagen’s young years, especially from his college years, 
we could extract many a lively little sketch, of figures partially 
known to the reader : of Cbamisso, La Motte Fouque, Raumer, 
and other the like; of Platonic Schleiermacher, sharp, crabbed, 
shrunken, with his wire-drawn logic, his sarcasms, his sly malicious 
ways ; of Homeric Wolf, with his biting wit, with his grim ear- 
nestness and inextinguishable Homeric laugh, the irascible great- 
hearted man. Or of La Fontaine, the sentimental novelist, over 
whose rose-coloured moral-sublime what fair eye has not wept? 
Varnhagen found him ‘ in a pleasant house near the Saale-gate ’ 
of Halle, with an ugly good-tempered wife, with a pretty niece, 
which latter he would not allow to read a word of his romance- 
stuff, but ‘ kept it locked from her like poison ; ’ a man jovial as 
Boniface, swollen-out on booksellers’ profit, church-preferments 
and fat things, ‘ to the size of a hogshead ; ’ for the rest, writing 
with such velocity (he did some hundred-and-fifty weeping volumes 
in his time) that he was obliged to hold-in, and ' wHte only two 
days in the week : ’ this was La Fontaine, the sentimental novelist. 
But omitting all these, let us pick-out a family-picture of one far 
better worth looking at : Jean Paul in his little home at Baireuth, 
— ‘little city of my habitation, which I belong to on this side the 
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grave!’ It is Sunday, the 23 d of October 1808 , according to 
Varnhagen’s note~book. The ingenious youth of four-and-twenty, 
as a rambling student, passes the day of rest there, and luckily for 
us has kept memorandums; 

< Visit to Jean Paul Friedrich Richter , — This forenoon I went to J ean 
PaiiFs. Priend Harsclier was out of humour, and would not go, say what 
I would. I too, for that matter, am but “ a poor nameless student; ” but 
what of that 

* A pleasant, kindly, inquisitive woman, who had opened the door to 
me, I at once recognised for Jean Paul’s wife by her likeness to her 
sister. A child was sent to call its father. He came directly ; ho 
had been forewarned of my visit by letters from Berlin and Leipzig ; 
and received me with great kindness. As he seated himself beside me 
on the sofa, I had almost laughed in his face, for in bending down 
somewhat he had the very look our Heumann, in his VersucJmi und 
Hindernissen^ has jestingly given him, and Ms speaking and what he 
spoke confirmed that impression. Jean Paul is of stout figure; has a 
full, well-ordered face ; the eyes small, gleaming-out on you with lam- 
bent fire, then again veiled in soft dimness ; the mouth friendly, and 
with some slight motion in it even when silent. His speech is rapid, 
almost hasty, even stuttering somewhat here and there ; not without a 
certain degree of dialect, difficult to designate, but which probably is 
some mixtm’e of Prankish and Saxon, and of course is altogether kept- 
down within the rules of cultivated language. 

^ First of all, I had to tell him what I was charged with in the shape 
of messages, then whatsoever I could teU in any way, about his Berlin 
friends. He willingly remembered the time he had lived in Berlin, as 
Marcus Herz’s neighbour, in Leder’s house ; where I, seven years before, 
had first seen him in the garden by the Spree, with papers in his hand, 
which it was privately whispered were leaves of Hes^jerus, This talk 
about persons, and then still more about Literature growing out of that, 
set him fairly underway, and soon he had more to impart than to inquire. 
His conversation was throughout amiable and good-natured, always full 
of meaning, but in quite simple tone and expression. Though I knew 
beforehand that his wit and humour belonged only to his pen, that he 
could hardly write the shortest note without these introducing them- 
selves, while on the contrary his oral utterance seldom showed the like, 
— yet it struck me much that, in this continual movement and vivacity 
of mood to which he yielded Mmself, I observed no trace of these 
qualities. His demeanour otherwise was like his speaking ; nothing 
forced, nothing studied, nothing that went beyond the burgher tone. 
His courtesy was the free expression of a kind heart ; his way and bear- 
ing were patriarchal, considerate of the stranger, yet for himself too 
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altogether unconstrained. Neither in the animation to which some word 
or topic would excite him, was this fundamental temper ever altered; 
nowhere did seyerity appear, nowhere any exhibiting of himself, any 
watching or spying of his hearer ; everywhere kind-heartedness, Iree 
movement of his somewhat loose-flowing nature, open course for him, 
■with a hundred transitions from one course to the other, howsoever or 
whithersoever it seemed good to him to go. 

‘ At first he praised everything that was named of our new appearances 
in Literature ; and then, when we came a little closer to the matter, 
there was blame enough and to spare. So of Adam Milller's Lectures, 
of Friedrich Sclilegel, of Tieck and others. He said, German writers 
ought to hold by the people, not by the tipper classes, among whom all 
was already dead and gone ; and yet he had just been praising Adam 
Muller, that he had the gift of speaking a deep word to cultivated people 
of the world. He is convinced that from the opening of the old Indian 
world nothing is to he got for us, except the adding of one other mode 
of poetry to the many modes we have already, but no increase of ideas : 
and yet he had just been celebrating Friedrich Schlegel’s labours with 
the Sanscrit, as if a new salvation were to issue out of that. He was 
free to confess that a right Christian in these days, if not a Protestant 
one, was inconceivable to him ; that changing from Protestantism to 
Catholicism seemed a monstrous perversion ; and with this opinion great 
hope had been expressed, a few minutes before, that the Catholic spirit 
in Friedrich Sclilegel, combined with the Indian, would produce much 
good ! Of Schleiermacher he spoke with respect ; signified, however, that 
he did not relish his Plato greatly ; that in Jacobies, in HerdeFs soaring 
flight of soul he traced far more of those divine old sages than in the 
learned acumen of Schleiermacher ; a deliverance which I could not let 
pass without protest. Fichte, of whose to the German Nation, 

held in Berlin under the sound of French drums, I had much to say, 
was not a favourite of his; the decisiveness of that energy gave him 
uneasiness ; he said he could only read Fichte as an exercise, “ gymnas- 
tically,^’ and that with the purport of his Philosophy he had now nothing 
more to do. 

^ Jean Paul was called out, and I stayed a while alone with his wife. 
I had now to answer many new questions about Berlin ; her intemst in 
persons and things of her native town was by no means sated with what 
she had already heard. The lady pleased me exceedingly ; soft, refined, 
acute, she united with the loveliest expression of household goodness an 
air of higher breeding and freer management than Jean Paul seemed to 
manifest. Yet, in this respect too, she willingly held herself inferior, 
and looked-up to her gifted husband. It was apparent everyway that 
their life together was a right happy one. Their three children, a boy 
and two girls, are beautiful, healthy, well-conditioned creatures. I had 
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a lieaity pleasure in tliem ; they recalled other dear children to my 
thoughts, whom I had lately been beside i * ^ 

*Witli continual copiousness and in the best humour, Jean Paul (we 
were now at table) expatiated on all manner of objects. Among the 
rest, I had been charged with a salutation from Eahel Levin to him, and 
the modest question, Whether he remembered her still? His face 
beamed with joyful satisfaction : How could one forget such a person?” 
cried he impressively. ‘‘That is a woman alone of her kind: I liked 
her heartily well, and more now than ever, as I gain in sense and ap- 
prehension to do it; she is the only woman in whom I have found 
genuine humour, the one woman of this world who had humour 1 ” He 
called me a lucky fellow to have such a friend ; and asked, as if proving 
me and measuring my value, How I had deserved that ? 

^ Monday^ 2ith October » — Being invited, I went a second time to dine. 
Jean Paul had just returned from a walk ; his wife, with one of the 
children, was still out. We came upon his writings; that questionable 
string with most authors, which the one will not have you touch, which 
another will have you keep jingling continually. He was here what I 
expected him to be; free, unconstrained, good-natured, and sincere with 
his whole heart. His Dream of a Madman, just published by Cotta, was 
what had led us upon this. He said he could write such things at any 
time ; the mood for it, when he was in health, lay in his own power ; 
he did but seat himself at the harpsichord, and fantasying for a while on 
it, in the wildest way, deliver himself over to the feeling of the moment, 
and then write his imaginings, — according to a certain predetermined 
course, indeed, which however he would often alter as he -went on. In 
this kind he had once undertaken to write a Hell, such as mortal never 
heard of; and a great deal of it is actually done ; but not ht for print. 
Speaking of descriptive composition, he also started as in fright when I 
ventured to say that Goethe was less complete in this province ; he re- 
minded me of two passages in Werter, which are indeed among the finest 
descriptions. He said that to describe any scene w’-ell, the poet must 
make the bosom of a man his camera ohscura, and look at it through 
this, then would he see it poetically. ^ ^ ^ 

‘ The conversation turned on public occurrences, on the condition of 
Germany, and the oppressive rule of the Prench. To me discussions of 
that sort are usually disagreeable ; but it was delightful to hear Jean 
Paul express, on such occasion, his noble patriotic sentiments ; and, for 
the sake of this rock-island, I willingly swam through the empty tide of 
uncertain news and wavering suppositions which environed it. "What he 
said was deep, considerate, hearty, valiant, German to the marrow of the 
bone. I had to tell him much; of Napoleon, whom he knew only by 
portraits ; of Johannes von Muller ; of Fichte, whom he now as a patriot 
admired cordially; of the Marquez de k Eoinana and his Spaniards 
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whom I had soen in Plamburg. Jean Paul said he afc no moment 
doubted hut the Germans, like the Spaniards, would one day rise, and 
Prussia would avenge its disgrace, and free the country ; he hoped his 
son would live to see it, and did not deny that he was bringing him up 
for a soldier. ^ ^ 

^ Odoher — I stayed to supper, contrary to my purpose, having to 

set-out next morning early. The lady was so kind, and Jean Paul him- 
self so trustful and blithe, I could not withstand their entreaties. At 
the neat and well-furnished table (reminding you that South Germany 
was now near), the best humour reigned. Among other things, we had 
a good laugh at this, that Jean Paul offered me an introduction to one of 
what he called his dearest friends in Stuttgart, — and then was obliged to 
give it up, having irrecoverably forgotten his name ! Of a more serious 
sort, again, was our conversation about Tieck, Friedrich and Y^ilhelm 
Schlegel, and others of the romantic school. He seemed in ill-humour 
with Tieck at the moment. Of Goethe ho said : Goethe is a conse- 
crated head; he has a place of his own, high above us all.’' ‘We spoke 
of Goethe afterwards, for some time : Jean Paul, with more and more 
admiration, nay with a sort of fear and awe-struck reverence. 

' Some beautiful fruit was brought-in for dessert. On a sudden, Jean 
Paul started up, gave me his hand, and said : Forgive me, I must go to 
bed I Stay you here in God’s name, for it is still early, and chat with 
my wife ; there is much to say between you, which my talking has kept 
back. I am a Sfiesshiirger^^ (of the Club of Odd Fellows), and my 
hour is come for sleep.” He took a candle, and said good-night. We 
parted with great cordiality, and the wish expressed on both sides, that 
I might stay at Baireuth another time.’ 

These biographic phenomena; Jean PaiiFs loose-flowdng talk, 
his careless variable judgments of men and things ; the prosaic 
basis of the free-and-easy in domestic life with the poetic Shan- 
dean, Shakspearean, and even Dantesque, that grew from it as its 
public outcome ; all this Yamhagen had to rhyme and reconcile 
for himself as he best could. The loose-flowing talk and' variable 
judgments, the fact that Richter went along, 'looking only right 
before him as with blinders on,’ seemed to Yarnhagen a pardon- 
able, nay an amiable peculiarity, the mark of a trustful, sponta- 
neous, artless nature ; connected with whatever was best in Jean 
Paul. He found him on the whole (what we at a distance have 
always done) ' a genuine and noble man : no deception or impurity 
' exists in his life : he is altogether as he writes, lovable, hearty, 
' robust and brave. A valiant man I do believe : did the cause 
' summon, I fancy he would be readier with his sword too than the 
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' most/ And so we quit our loved Jean Paul, and his simple little 
Baireuth home. The lights are blown-out there, the fruit-platters 
swept aw^ay, a dozen years ago, and all is dark now, — swallowed 
in the long Night. Thanks to Varnhagen, that he has, though 
imperfectly, rescued any glimpse of it, one scene of it, still visible 
to eyes, by the magic of pen-and-ink. 

The next picture that strikes us is not a family-piece, but a 
battle-piece : Deutsch-Wagram, in the hot weather of 1809 ; 
whither Varnhagen, with a great change of place and plan, has 
wended, purposing now to be a soldier, and rise by fighting the 
tyrannous French. It is a fine picture ; with the author's best 
talent in it. Deutsch-Wagram village is filled with soldiers of 
every uniform and grade ; in all manner of movements and em- 
ployments ; Arch-Duke Karl is heard ^ fantasying for an hour on 
the pianoforte,’ before his serious generalissimo duties begin. The 
Marchfeld has its camp, the Marchfeld is one great camp of many 
nations, — Germans, Hungarians, Italians, Madshars ; advanced 
sentinels walk steady, drill-sergeants bustle, drums beat ; Austrian 
generals gallop, 4n blue-gray coat and red breeches,' combining 
‘ simplicity with conspicuousness/ Faint on our south-western 
horizon appears the StephanstMorm (Saint Stephen’s Steeple) of 
Vienna; south, over the Danube, are seen endless French hosts 
defiling towards us, with dust and glitter, along the hill- roads ; one 
may hope, though with misgivings, there will be work soon. 

Meamvhile, in every regiment there is but one tent, a chapel, 
used also for shelter to the chief officers ; you, a subaltern, have to 
lie on the ground, in your own dug trench, to which, if you can 
contrive it, some roofing of branches and rushes may be added. , 
It is burning sun and dust, occasionally it is thunder-storm and 
water-spouts; a volunteer, if it were not for the hope of speedy 
battle, has a poor time of it ; your soldiers speak little, except 
unintelligible Bohemian Sclavonic; your brother ensigns know 
nothing of Xenophon, Jean Paul, of patriotism, or the higher 
philosophies; hope only to be soon back at Prague, where are 
billiards and things suitable, 'The following days were heavy 
'and void : the great summer-heat had withered grass and grove ; 
'the willows of the Eussbach were long since leafless, in part 
'barkless ; on the endless Plain fell nowhere a shadow ; only dim 
' dust-clouds, driven-up by sudden whirlblasts, veiled for a moment 
‘the glaring sky, and sprinkled all things with a hot rain of sand. 
'We gave-up drilling as impossible/and crept into our earth-holes.’ 
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It is feared, too, there will be no battle: Varnhagen has thoughts 
of making-off to the fighting Duke of Bruns wick- 0 els, or some 
ortiher that will fight. * However,’- it would seem, 'the worst trial 
'was already over. After a hot, wearying, wasting day, w^hich 
'promised nothing but a morrow like it, there arose on the evening 
'of the 30th June, from beyond the Danube, a sound of cannon- 
' thunder ; a solacing refreshment to the languid soul ! A party 
' of French, as we soon learned, had got across from the Lobaii, by 
'boats, to a little island named Muhleninsel, divided only by a 
'small arm from our side of the river; they had then thrown a 
' bridge over this too, with defences ; our batteries at Esslingen were 
'for hindering the enemy’s passing there, and his nearest cannons 
' about the Lobau made answer/ On the fourth day after, 

' Archduke John got orders to advance again as far as Marcheck ; that, 
in the event of a battle on the morrow, he might act on the enemy’s 
right flank. With us too a resolute engagement was arranged. On the 
4th of July, in the evening, we were ordered, if there was cannonading 
in the night, to remain quiet till daybreak ; but at daybreak to he under 
arms. Accordingly, so soon as it was dark, there began before us, on 
the Danube, a violent fire of artillery; the sky glowed ever and anon 
with the cannon-flashes, with the courses of bombs and grenades: for 
nearly two hours this thunder-game lasted on both sides ; for the French 
had begun their attack almost at the same time with ours, and while 
we were striving to ruin their works on the Lobau, they strove to burn 
Enzersdorf towm, and ruin ours. The Austrian cannon could do little 
against the strong works on the Lobau. On the other hand, the enemy’s 
attack began to tell ; in his object was a wider scope, more decisive 
energy ; his guns were more numerous, more efiectuai : in a short time 
Enzersdorf burst-out in flames, and our artillery struggled without effect 
against their superiority of force. The region round had been illuminated 
for some time with the conflagration of that little town, when the sky 
grew black with heavy thunder : the rain poured down, the flames 
dwindled, the artillery fired seldomer, and at length fell silent altogether. 
A frightful thunder-storm, such as no one thought he had ever seen, now 
raged over the broad Marchfeld, which shook with the crashing of the 
thunder, and, in the pour of rain-floods and howl of winds, %vas in such a 
roar, that even the artillery could not have been heard in it.’ 

On the morrow morning, in spite of Austria and the war of 
elements, Napoleon, with his endless hosts, and ' six-hundred pieces 
of artillery’ in front of them, is across : advancing like a conflagra- 
tion ; and soon the whole Marchfeld, far and wide, is in a blaze. ; 
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^ Ever stronger "batteries advanced, ever larger masses of troops came 
into action ; the whole line blazed with fire, and moved forward and 
forward. 'We, from our higher position, had hitherto looked at the 
evolutions and fightings before us, as at a show ; but now the battle had 
got Higher ; the air over us sang with cannon-balls, which were lavishly 
hurled at us, and soon our batteries began to bellow in answer. The 
infantry got orders to lie fiat on the ground, and the enemy’s bails at first 
did little execution; however, as he kept incessantly advancing, the 
regiments erelong stood to their arms. The Archduke Generalissimo, with 
his stafi, came galloping along, drew bridle in front of us ; he gave his 
commands ; looked down into the plain, where the French still kept 
advancing. You saw by his face that he heeded not danger or death, 
that he lived altogether in his work ; his whole bearing had got a more 
impressive aspect, a loftier determination, full of joyous courage, which he 
seemed to diffuse round him ; the soldiers looked at him with pride and 
trust, many voices saluted him. He had ridden a little on towuirds Baumers- 
dorf, when an adjutant came galloping back, and cried : ‘‘ Tolunteers, 
forward 1 ” In an instant, almost the whole company of Captain Marais 
stept-out as volunteers : we fancied it was to storm the enemy’s nearest 
battery, which was advancing through the corn-fields in front; and so, 
cheering with loud shout, we hastened down the declivity, when a second 
adjutant came in, with the order that we were but to occupy the Eussbach, 
defend the passage of it, and not to fire till the enemy were quite close. 
Scattering ourselves into skirmishing order, behind willow-trunks, and 
high corn, we waited with firelocks ready ; covered against cannon-balls, 
but hit by musket-shots and howitzer-grenades, which the enemy sent in 
great numbers to our quarter. About an hour we waited here, in the 
incessant roar of the artillery, which shot both ways over our head ; with 
regret we soon remarked that the enemy's were superior, at least in 
number, and delivered twice as many shots as ours, which however was 
far better served ; the more did we admire the active zeal and valorous 
endurance by which the unequal match was nevertheless maintained. 

‘The Emperor Napoleon meanwhile saw, with impatience, the day 
passing-on without a decisive result; he had calculated on striking the 
blow at once, and his great accumulated force was not to have directed 
itself all hitherward in vain. Eapidly he arranged his troops for storm- 
ing. Marshal Bernadotte got orders to press forward, over Atterkla, 
towards Wagram ; and, by taking this place, break the middle of the 
Austrian line. Two deep storming columns ^vere at the same time to 
advance, on the right and left, from Baumersdorf over the Eussbach ; 
to scale the heights of the Austrian position, and sweep away the troops 
there. French infantry had, in the mean while, got up close to where 
we stood ; we skirmishers were called back from the Eussbach, and again 
"Went into the general line : along the whole extent of which a diaarifuJ 
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fire of mnsketry now began. This monstrous noise of the universal, 
never-ceasing crack of shots, and still more, that of the infinite jingle of 
iron, in handling of more than twenty-thousand muskets all crowded 
together here, was the only new and entirely strange impression that 
I, in these my first experiences in war, could say I had got ; ail the 
rest was in part conformable to my preconceived notion, in part even 
below it: but everything, the thunder of artillery never so numerous, 
every noise I had heard or figured, was trifling, in comparison with 
this continuous storm-tumult of the small-arms, as we call them, — 
that weapon by which indeed our modern battles do chiefly become 
deadly.’ 

What boots it ? Ensign Vamhagen and Generalissimo Arch- 
duke Karl are beaten ; have to retreat in the best possible order. 
The sun of Wagram sets as that of Austeiiitz had done; the war 
has to end in submission and marriage : and as the great Atlantic 
tide-stream rushes into every creek and alters the current there, 
so for our Vamhagen too a new chapter opens, — the diplomatic 
one, in Paris first of all. 

Varnhagen^s experiences the Court of Napoleon, as one of his 
sections is headed, are extremely entertaining. They are tragical, 
comical, of mixed character; always dramatic, and vividly given. 
We have a grand Schwartzenberg Festival, and the Emperor 
himself, and all high persons present in grand gala; with music, 
light and crowned goblets ; in a wooden pavilion, with upholstery 
and draperies : a rag of drapery flutters the wrong way athwart 
some waxlight, shrivels itself up in quick fire, kindles the other 
draperies, kindles the gums and woods, and all blazes into swift- 
choking ruin; a beautiful Princess Schwartzenberg, lost in the 
mad tumult, is found on the morrow as ashes amid the ashes 1 
Then also there are soirees of Imperial notabilities ; ‘ the gentle- 
‘ men walking about in varied talk, wherein you detect a certain 
‘ cautiousness; the ladies all solemnly ranged in their chairs, rather 
‘silent kf ladies.’ Berthier is a ‘man of composure,’ not without 
higher capabilities. Denon, in spite of his kind speeches, produces 
an ill effect on one; and in his hahit halilU, with court-rapier and 
lace-cuffs, ‘looks like a dizened ape.’ Cardinal Maury in red 
stockings, he that was once Abbe Maury, ‘ pet son of the scarlet- 
woman,’ whispers diplomatically in your ear, in passing, “ N'oics 
avons ' heaucoup de joie de voits wir id,” But the thing that 
will best of all suit us here, is the presentation to Napoleon 
himself : 
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*On Sunday the 22d of July (1810), was to he the Emperor’s first 
levee after that fatal occurrence of : the fire; and we were told it -would 
he uncommonly fine and grand. In Berlin I had often accidentally 
seen Napoleon, and afterwards at Yienna and Schonhrunn; hut always 
too far ofi for a right impression of him. At Prince Schwartzenherg’s 
festival, the look of the man, in that whirl of horrible occurrences, had 
effaced itself again. I assume, therefore, that I saw him for the first 
time now, when I saw ]iim rightly , near at hand, with convenience, and 
a sufficient length of time. The frequent opportunities I afterwards had, 
in the Tuileries and at Saint-Cloud (in the latter place especially, at the 
brilliant theatre, open only to the Emperor and his guests, wdrere Talma, 
Fieury and La Eaucourt figured), did hut confirm, and, as it were, 
complete that first impression. ’ , 

^ We had driven to the Tuileries, and arrived through a great press of 
guards and people at a chamber, of which I had already heard, under 
the name of Salle des Amhassadeurs, The way in which, here in this 
narrow ill-farnished pen, so many high personages stood jammed together, 
had something ludicrous and insulting in it, and was indeed the material 
of many a Paris jest. — The richest uniforms and court-dresses were, with 
difficulty and anxiety, struggling hitherward and thitherward ; inter- 
mixed with Imperial liveries of men handing refreshments, who always, 
by the near peril, suspended every motion of those about them. The tall^ 
was loud and vivacious on all sides ; people seeking acquaintances, seek- 
ing more room, seeking better light. Seriousness of mood, and dignified 
concentration of oneself, seemed foreign to all; and what a man could 
not bring wuth him, there was nothing here to produce. The whole 
matter had a distressfal, offensive air; you found yourself ill-off, and 
waited out of humour. My look, however, dwelt with especial pleasure 
on the members of our Austrian Embassy, whose hearing and demeanour 
did not discredit the dignity of the old Imperial house. — Prince Schwart- 
zenberg, in particular, had a stately aspect; ease without negligence, 
gravity without assumption, and over all an honest goodness of expres- 
sion ; beautifully contrasted wuth the smirking saloon-activity, the perked- 
up courtierism and pretentious nullity of many here. ^ ^ ^ 

*At last the time came for going-up to audience. On the first an- 
nouncement of it, all rushed without order towards the door; you 
squeezed along, you pushed and shoved your neighbour without cere- 
mony. Chamberlains, pages and guards filled the passages and ante- 
chamber; restless, overdone officiousness struck you here too ; the soldiers 
seemed the only figures that knew how to behave in their business, 
— and this, truly, they had learned, not at Court, but from, their 
drill-sergeants. 

' We had formed ourselves into a half-circle in the Audience Hall, 
and got placed in several crowded ranks^ when the cry of “ 
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TtuT 1 ” announced the appearance of Napoleon, who entered from the 
lower side of the apartment. In simple blue uniform, his little hat 
inder his arm, he walked heavily towards us. His bearing seemed to 
ne to exj^ress the contradiction between a will that would attain some- 
diing, and a contempt for those by whom it was to he attained. An 
'mposing appearance he would undoubtedly have liked to have ] and yet 
It seemed to him not worth the trouble of acquiring; acquiring, I may 
iay, for by nature he certainly had it not. Thus there alternated in 
his manner a negligence and a studiedness, which com]}hied themselves 
only in unrest and dissatisfaction. He turned first to the Austrian 
Embassy, which occupied one extremity of the half-circle. The conse- 
quences of the unlucky festival gave occasion to various questions and 
remarks. The Emperor sought to appear sympathetic, he even used 
words of emotion ; but this tone by no means succeeded with him, and 
accordingly he soon let it drop. To the Paissiaii Ambassador, Kurakin, 
wlio stood next, bis manner had already changed into a rougher ; and 
in his fiirther progress some face or some thought must have stung him, 
for he got into violent anger ; broke stormfully out on some one or 
other, not of the most important there, whose name has now escaped 
me; could he pacified with no answer, but demanded always new; 
rated and threatened, and held the poor man, for a good space, in to3> 
menting annihilation. Those who stood nearer, and were looking at 
this scene, not without anxieties of their own, declared afterwards that 
there was no cause at all for such fury ; that the Emperor had merely 
been seeking an opportunity to vent his ill-humour, and had done so 
even intentionally, on this poor wight, that all tlie rest might be thrown 
into due terror, and every opposition beforehand beaten down. 

^As he walked on, he again endeavoured to speak more mildly; but 
his jarred humour still sounded through. His wortls were short, hasty, 

' if shot from him, and on the most indifferent matters had a passionate 
(ipidity ; nay, when he wished to be kindly, it still sounded as if he 
"were in anger. Such a raspy, untamed voice as that of his I have hardly 
heard. 

^ His eyes were dark, overclouded, fixed on the ground before him ; 
and only glanced backwards in side-looks now and then, swift and sharp, 
on the persons there. When he smiled, it was but the mouth and a part 
of the cheeks that smiled ; brow and eyes remained gloomily motionless. 
If he constrained these also, as I have subsequently seen him do, his 
countenance took a still more distorted expression. This union of gloom 
and smile had something frightfully repulsive in it. I know 3iot what 
to think of the people who have called this countenance gracious, and its 
kindliness attractive. Were not his features, though undeniably beautiful 
in the plastic sense, yet hard and rigorous like marble ; foreign to all 
trust, incapable of any heartiness % 
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‘What he said, whenever I heard him speaking, was always trivial 
both in purport and phraseology ; without spirit, without wit, without 
force, nay, at times, quite poor and ridiculous. Faber, in his Notices sur 
VlnUrieuT de la France^ has spoken expressly of his questions, those 
questions which Napoleon was wont to prepare beforehand for certain 
persons and occasions, to gain credit thereby for acuteness and special 
knowledge. This is literally true of a visit he had made a short while, 
before to the great Library : all the way on the stairs, he kept calling out 
about that passage in Josephus where Jesus is made mention of ; and 
seemed to have no other task here but that of showing-off this bit of 
learning; it had altogether the air of a question got by heart. ^ ^ His 

gift lay in saying things sharp, or at least unpleasant ; nay, when he 
wanted to speak in another sort, he often made no more of it than insig- 
nificance : thus it befell once, as I myself witnessed in Saint-Cloud, he 
went through a whole toav of ladies, and repeated twenty times merely 
these three words, “ II fait chaudf ^ ^ ^ 

‘ At this time there circulated a song on his second marriage ; a piece 
composed in the lowest popular tone, but which doubtless had originated 
in the higher classes. Napoleon saw his power and splendour stained by 
a baUad, and breathed revenge ; but the police could no more detect the 
author than they could the circulators. To me among others a copy, 
written in a bad hand and without name, had been sent by the city-post • 
I had privately with friends amused myself over the burlesque, and knew 
it by heart. Altogether at the wrong time, exactly as the Emperor, 
gloomy and sour of humour, was now passing me, the words and tune of 
that song came into my head ; and the more I strove to drive them back, 
the more decidedly they forced themselves forward ; so that my imagin- 
ation, excited by the very frightfulness of the thing, was getting giddy, 
and seemed on the point of breaking-forth into the deadliest offence, — 
when happily the audience came to an end ; and deep repeated bow's 
accompanied the exit of Napoleon; who to me had addressed none of his 
words, but did, as he passed, turn on me one searching glance of the eye, 
with the departure of which it seemed as if a real danger had vanished. 

‘ The Emperor gone, ail breathed free, as if disloaded from a heavy 
burden. By degrees the company again grew loud, and then went over 
altogether into the noisy disorder and haste which had ruled at the com- 
mencement. The French courtiers, especially, took pains to redeem their 
late downbent and terrified bearing by a free jocularity now; and even in 
descending the stairs there arose laughter and quizzing at the levee, the 
solemnity of which had ended here.’ 

Such was Varnhagen von Ense's presentation to Napoleon 
Bonaparte in the Palace of the Tuileries. What Varnhagen saw 
remains a possession for him and for us. The judgment he formed 
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on what lie saw, will— depend upon circumstances. For the eye 
of the intellect ' sees in all ohjects what it brought with it the 
means of seeing.' Napoleon is a man of the sort which Varnhagen 
elsewhere calls dcoimoonsch, a ‘ daemonic man ; ' whose meaning or 
magnitude is not very measurable by men ; who, with his otonness 
of impulse and insight, with his mystery and strength, in a word, 
with his originality (if we will understand that), reaches down into 
the region of the perennial and primeval, of the inarticulate and 
unspeakable; concerning whom innumerable things maybe said, 
and the right thing not said for a long while, or at all. We 
will lea%’-e him standing on his own basis, at present; bullying the 
ha 2 Dless obscure functionary there; declaring to all the world the 
meteorological fact, JZ fait chaud, 

Varnhagen, as we see, has many things to write about ; but the 
thing which beyond all others he rejoices to write about, and would 
gladly sacrifice all the rest to, is the memory of Rabel, his deceased 
wife. Mysterious indications have of late years flitted round us 
concerning a certain Eahel, a kind of spiritual queen in Germany, 
who seems to have lived in familiar relation to most of the dis- 
tinguished persons of that country in her time. Travellers to 
Germany, now a numerous sect with us, ask you as they return 
from aesthetic capitals and circles, “Do you know Eahel 
Marquis Custine, in the (treating of this Book of 

Eahel’ s Letters), says, by experience : ‘ She was a woman as ex- 
‘ traordinary as Madame de Stael, for her faculties of mind, for her 
‘abundance of ideas, her light of soul and her goodness of heart: 

‘ she had moreover, what the author of Gorinne did not pretend to, 
‘a disdain for oratory; she did not write. The silence of minds 
‘like hers is a force too. With more vanity, a person so superior 
‘would have sought to make a public for herself: hut Eahel 
‘ desired only friends. She spoke to communicate the life that was 
‘ in her ; never did she speak to be admired.' Goethe testifies that 
she is a ‘ right woman ; with the strongest feelings I have ever 
seen, and the completest mastery of them.' Eichter addresses her 
by the title geflugelte, ‘ winged one.' Such a Eahel might be worth 
knowing. 

We find, on practical inquiry, that Eahel was of Berlin; by birth 
a Jewess, in easy, not affluent circumstances; who lived, mostly 
there, — from 1771 to 1833. That her youth passed in studies, 
struggles, disappointed passions, sicknesses and other sufferings and 
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vivacities to wliicli one of Ler excitable organisation was liable. 
That she was deep in many spiritual provinces, in Poetry, in Art, 
in Philosophy ; — the first, for instance, or one of the first to 
recognise the significance of Goethe, and teach the Schlegels to do 
it. That she wrote nothing : but thought, did and spoke many 
things, which attracted notice, admiration spreading wider and , 
wider. That in 1814 she became the wife of Varnhagen ; the loved 
wife, though her age was forty-three' exceeding his hj some twelve 
years or more, and she could never boast of beauty. That without 
beauty, without wealth, foreign celebrity, or any artificial nimbus 
whatsoever, she had grown in her silently progressive way to be 
the most distinguished woman in Berlin; admired, partly wor- 
shipped by all manner of high persons, from Prince Louis of Prussia 
downwards ; making her mother s, and then her husband's house 
the centre of an altogether brilliant circle there. This is the 
‘social phenomenon of Bahel/ What farther could be readily done 
to understand such a social phenomenon we have endeavoured to 
do ; with what success the reader shall see. 

First of all, we have looked at the portrait of Eahel given in 
these Volumes. It is a face full of thought, of affection and 
energy; with no pretensions to beauty, yet lovable and attractive 
in a singular degree. The strong high brow and still eyes are full 
of contemplation ; the long upper lip (sign of genius, some say) 
protrudes itself to fashion a curved mouth, condemnable in acade- 
mies, yet beautifully expressive of laughter and affection, of strong 
endurance, of noble silent scorn ; the whole countenance looking as 
with cheerful clearness through a world of great pain and disappoint- 
ment; one of those faces which the lady meant when she said : 
“But are not all beautiful faces ugly, then, to begin with V In 
the next place, we have read diligently whatsoever we could any- 
where find written about Eahel ; and have to remark here that; 
the things written about her, unlike some things written by her, 
are generally easy to read. Varnhagen's account of their inter- 
course ; of his first young feelings towards her, his long waiting, 
and final meeting of her in snowy weather under the Lindens, in 
company with a lady whom he knew ; his tremulous speaking to 
her there, the rapid progress of their intimacy ; and so onwards, 
to love, to marriage : all this is touching and beautiful ; a Petrarcan 
romance, and yet a reality withal. 

Finally, we have read in these Three thick Volumes of Letters, 
— till, in the Second thick Volume, the reading faculty imhap|)ily 
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"broke down, and had to skip largely thenceforth, only diving hero 
and there at a venture with considerable intervals ! ’ Such is the 
melancholy fact. It must be urged in defence that these Yolumes 
are of the toughest reading ; calculated, as we said, for Germany 
rather than for England or us. To be written with such indis- 
putable marks of ability, nay of genius, of depth and sincerity, they 
are the heaviest business we perhaps ever met with. The truth 

is, they do not suit us at all They are siibjcetive letters, what 
the metaphysicians call subjective, not objectim ; the grand 
material of them is endless depicturing of moods, sensations, 
miseries, joys and lyrical conditions of the writer; no definite 
picture drawn, or rarely any, of persons, transactions or events 
which the writer stood anaidst : a wrong material, as it seems to 
us. To what end, to what end ? we always ask. Not by looking 
at itself, but by looking at things out of itself, and ascertaining 
and ruling these, shall the mind become known, * One thing above 
all others,’ says Goethe once ; ' I have never thoicglit aho'ut Thmh- 
ing! What a thrift of thinking-faculty there ; thrift almost of 
itself equal to a fortune, in these days: ^habe nie am Denken 
gedacM !' But how much wastefuler still is it to feel about Feel- 
ing ! One is wearied of that ; the healthy soul avoids that. Thou 
shalt look outward, not inward. Gazing inward on one’s own self, 
— why, this can drive one mad, like the Monks of Athos, if it last 
too long ! Unprofitable writing this subjective sort does seem ; — 
at all events, to the present reviewer, no reading is so insupport- 
able. Nay, we ask, might not the world be entirely deluged by 

it, unless prohibited ? Every mortal is a microcosm ; to himself a 
macrocomi, or Universe large as Nature; universal Nature would 
barely hold what he could say about himself. Not a dyspeptic 
tailor on any shopboard of this city hut could furnish all England, 
the year through, with reading about himself, about his emotions 
and internal mysteries of woe and sensibility, if England would 
read him. It is a course which leads nowhither; a course which 
should be avoided. 

Add to all this, that such self-utterance on the part of Kahel, 
in these Letters, is in the highest degree vaporous, vague. Her 
very mode of writing is complex, nay is careless, incondite ; wdth 
dashes and splashes, with notes of admiration, of interrogation (nay 
both together sometimes), with involutions, abruptnesses, whirls 
and tortuosities ; so that even the grammatical meaning is alto- 
burdensome to seize. And then when seized, alas, it is as 
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we say, of due likeness to the phraseology ; a thing crude, not arti- 
culated into propositions, hut flowing out as in bursts of interjection 
and exclamation. No wonder the reading faculty breaks down ! 
And yet we do gather gold grains of precious thought here and 
there ; though out of large wastes of sand and quicksand. In fine, 
it becomes clear, beyond doubting, both that this Rahel was a 
woman of rare gifts and worth, a woman of true genius ; and also . 
that her genius has passed away, and left no impress of itself there \ 
for us. These printed Volumes produce the effect not of speech, 
but of multifarious, confused wind-music. It seems to require the 
aid of pantomime, to tell us what it means. But after all, we can 
understand how talk of that kind, in an expressive mouth, with 
bright deep eyes, and the vivacity of social movement, of question 
and response, may have been delightful; and moreover that, for 
those to whom they vividly recall such talk, these Letters may 
still be delightful. Hear Marquis de Custine a little farther : 

* You could not speak with her, a quarter of an hour, without drawing 
from that fountain of light a shower of sparkles. The comic was at her 
command equally with the highest degree of the sublime. The proof 
that she was natural is that she understood laughter as she did grief ; 
she took it as a readier means of showing truth ; all had its resonance 
in her, and her manner of receiving the impressions which you wished 
to communicate to her modified them in yourself : you loved her at first 
because she had admirable gifts ; and then, wiiat prevailed over every- 
thing, because she was entertaining. She was nothing for you, or she 
was all ; and she could be all to several at a time without exciting 
jealousy, so much did her noble nature participate in the source of all 
life, of all clearness. When one has lost in youth such a friend,’ 
&c. &c. , . ‘ It seems to me you might define her in one word : 

she had the head of a sage and the heart of an apostle, and in spite of 
that, she was a child and a woman as much as any one can be. Her 
mind penetrated into the obscurest depths of Nature ; she was a thinker 
of as much and more clearness than our Tlieosophist Saint-Martin, whom 
she comprehended and admired ; and she felt like an artist. Her per- 
ceptions were always double ; she attained the siiblimest truths by two 
faculties which are incompatible in ordinary men, by feeling and by 
reflection. Her friends asked of themselves, Whence came these flashes 
of genius which she threw from her in conversation % Was it the effect 
of long studies? Was it the effect of sudden inspiration? It was the 
intuition granted as recompense by Heaven to souls that are true. These 
martyr souls wrestle for the truth, which they have a forecast of ; they 
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suffer for the God wliom they love, and their whole life is the school of 
eternity/ ^ 

This enthusiastic testimony of the clever sentimental Marquis 
is not at all incredible to us, in its way: yet from these Letters we 
have notliing whatever to produce that were adequate to make it 
good. As was said already, it is not to be made good by excerpts 
and written documents ; its proof rests in the memory of living 
witnesses. Meanwhile, from these same wastes of sand, and even 
of quicksand, dangerous to linger in, we will try to gather a few 
grains the most like gold, that it may be guessed, by the charit- 
able, whether or not a Pactolus once flowed there : 

‘ If there be miracles, they are those that are in our own breast ; what 
we do not know, we call by that name. How astonished, almost how 
ashamed are we, when the inspired moment comes, and we get to know 
thenil* 

^ One is late in learning to lie : and late in learning to speak the truth.* 
— ^ I cannot, because I cannot, lie. Fancy not that I take credit for it : 
I cannot, just as one cannot play upon the flute.* 

^ In the meanest hut is a romance, if yon knew the hearts there.* 

^ So long as we do not take even the injustice which is done us, and 
which forces the burning tears from us ; so long as we do not take even 
this for just and right, we are in the thickest darkness, without dawn.* 

^ Manure with despair, — but let it be genuine ; and you will have a 
noble harvest* 

^ True misery is ashamed of itself; hides itself, and does not complain. 
You may know it by that* 

^ What a commonplace man I If he did not live in the same time 
with us, no mortal would mention him.* 

^ Have you remarked that Homer, whenever he speaks of the water, 
is always great ; as Goethe is, when he speaks of the stars ? * 

* If one were to say, You think it easy to be original : but no, it is 
difficult, it costs a whole life of labour and exertion,’* — you would think 
him mad, and ask no more questions of him. And yet his opinion 
would be altogether true, and plain enough withal. Original, I grant, 
every man might be, and must be, if men did not almost always admit 
mere undigested hearsays into their head, and fling them out again un- 
digested. Whoever honestly questions himself, and faithfully ajiswers, 
is busied continually with all that presents itself in life ; and is inces- 
santly inventing, had the thing been invented never so long before. 
Honesty belongs as a first condition to good thinking ; and there are 

2 Eivm de Fans, Novembre 1837, 
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almost as few absolute dunces as geniuses. Genuine dunces wonlil 
always be original ; but there are none of them genuine : they have 
almost always understanding enough to be dishonest.' 

'He (the blockhead) tumbled out on me his definition of genius: the 
trivial old distinctions of intellect and heart ; as if there ever was, or 
could.be, a great intellect with a mean heart 1 ' 

' Goethe ? When I think of Mm, tears come into my eyes : all other 
men I love with my own strength ; he teaches me to love with his. My : 
Poet!' 

'Slave-trade, war, marriage, working-classes : — and they are astonished, 
and keep clouting, and remendingP' 

' The whole world is, properly speaking, a tragic embarras! 

. . I here, Eahel the Jewess, feel that I am as unir][ne as the 

greatest appearance in this earth. The greatest artist, philosopher, 
or poet, is not above me. We are of the same element : in the same 
rank, and stand together. Whichever would exclude the other, excludes 
only Jiimself. But to me it was appointed not to write or act, but to 
live : I lay in embryo till my century ; and then was, in outward respects, 
so flung away, — It is for this reason that I tell you. But pain, as I 
know it, is a life too : and I think with myself, I am one of those figures 
which Humanity was fated to evolve, and then never to use more, never 
to have more: me no one can comfort.' — ^ Why not he beside oneself, 
dear friend? There are beautiful parentheses in life, wdiich belong 
neither to us nor to others : beautiful I name them, because they give 
us a freedom we could not get by sound sense. Who would volunteer 
to have a nervous fever ? And yet it^may save one's life. I love rage ; 

I use it, and patronise it,' — ' Be not alarmed ; I am commonly calmer. 
But when I write to a friend's heart, it comes to pass that the sultry 
laden horizon of my soul breaks out in lightning. Heavenly men love 
lightning.' 

' To Varnhagen . . , One thing I must write to thee ; what I thought- 
of last night in bed, and for the first time in my life. That I, as a 
relative and pupil of Shakspeare, have, from my childhood upw’ards, 
occupied myself much with death, thou mayest believe. But never did 
my own death affect me ; nay, I did not even think of this fact, that I 
was not affected by it. Now, last night there was something I had to 
write ; I said, Yarnhagen must know this thing, if he is to think of me 
after I am dead. And it seemed to me as if I must die ; as if my heart 
were flitting-away over this earth, and I must follow it ; and my death 
gave me pity : for never before, as I now saw, had I thought that it 
would give anybody pity : of thee I knew it would do so, and yet it was 
the first time in my life I had seen this, or known that I had never seen 
it. In such solitude have I lived : comprehend it 1 I thought, When 
I am dead, then first will Yarnhagen know what sufferings I had • and 
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all his lamenting will he in vain ; the figure of me meets him again, 
through all eternity, no more ; swept away am I ilien, as our poor Prince 
Louis is. And no one can he hind to me then ; with the strongest will, 
with the effort of despair, no one j and this thought of thee about me 
was what at last affected me. I must write of this, though it affect thee 
never so. ^ . . . . 

‘ To Rose, a younger sister, on her marriage in Amsterdam. — Paris, 
1801. . . . Since thy last letter I am sore downcast. Gone art 

thou ! No Pose comes stepping-in to me with true foot and heart, who 
knows me altogether, knows ail my sorrows cdtogether. When I am 
sick of body or soul, alone, alone, thou comest not to me any more ; thy 
room empty, quite empty, forever empty. Thou art away, to try thy 
fortune. 0 Heaven ! and to me not even trying is permitted. Am not 
I in luck I The garden in the Lindenstrasse, where we used to he with 
Hanne and Feu — was it not beautiful % — I -will call it Rose now ; with 
Hanne and Hanse will I go often thither, and none shall know of it. 
Dost thou recollect that night when I was to set out -with Fink, the 
time before last? How thou hadst to sleep upstairs, and then to stay 
with me ? 0 my sister, I might he as ill again — though not for that 
cause : and thou too, what may not lie before thee ! Put no, thy name 
is Eose ; thou hast blue eyes, and a far other life than I with my stars 
and black ones. ^ ^ Salute Mamma a million times ; tell her I 

congratulate her from the heart ; the more so, as I can never give her 
such a pleasure ! God willed it not. But I, in her place, would have 
great pity for a child so circumstanced. Yet let her not lament for me, 
I know all her goodness, and thank her with my soul. Tell her I have 
the fate of nations, and of the greatest men, before my eyes here : they 
too go tumbling even so on the great sea of Existence, mounting, sink- 
ing, swallowed up. From of otd ail men have seemed to me like spring 
blossoms, which the wind blows off and whirls ; none knows where they 
’^'brall, and the fewest come to fruit/ 

Poor Eahel! The Frenchman said above, she was an artist 
and apostle, yet had not ceased to be a child and woman. But 
we must stop short. One other little scene, a scene from her 
deathbed by Varnhagen, must end the tragedy : 

^ . She said to me one naorning, after a dreadful night, witli the 
penetrating tone of that lovely voice of liers : 0, I am still happy ; I 
am God's creature still; He knows of me; I shall come to see how it 
was good and needful for me to suffer : of a surety I had sometliing to 
learn by it. And am I not already happy in this trust, and in all the 
love that I feel and meet with ? " 

« In this manner she spoke, one day, among other things, with joyful 


250 


MISCELLANIES. 


lieaxtiiiess, of a dream wKicli always from cMldhood sLe had reraemhered 
and taken comfort from. In my seventh year/’ said she, I dreamt ’ 
that I saw God quite near me ; he stood expanded above me, and his 
mantle was the whole sky ; on a corner of this mantle I had leave to 
rest, and lay there in peaceable felicity till I awoke. Ever since, through 
my whole life, this dream has returned on me, and in the worst times 
was present also in my waking moments, and a heavenly comfort to me. 
I had leave to throw myself at God’s feet, on a corner of his mantle, 
and he screened me from all sorrow there : He permitted it.” ^ ^ ^ 
Tlie following words, which I felt called to write down exactly as she 
spoke them on the 2cl of March, are also remarkable : ‘‘ What a history 1 ” 
cried she, with deep emotion : “ A fugitive from Egypt and Palestine am 
I here ’ and find help, love and kind care among yon. To thee, dear 
August, was I sent by this guiding of God, and thou to me ; from afar, 
from the old times of Jacob and the Patriarchs ! With a sacred joy 
I think of this my origin, of all this wide web of pre-arrangement. How 
the oldest remembrances of mankind are united with the newest reality 
of things, and the most distant times and places are brought together. 
What, for so long a period of my life, I considered as the worst ignominy, 
the sorest sorrow and misfortune, that I was born a Jewess, this I would 
not part -with now for any price. Will it not be even so with these 
pains of sickness ] Shall I not, one day, mount joyfully aloft on them 
too; feel that I could not want them for any price? 0 August, 

this is just, this is true; we will try to go on thus I” Thereupon 
she said, with many tears, Dear August, my heart is refreshed to its 
inmost : I have thought of Jesus, and wept over his sorrows ; I have 
felt, for the first time felt, that he is my brother. And Mary, what 
must not she have suffered 1 She saw her beloved Son in agony, and 
did not sink ; she stood at the Cross. That I could not have done ; I 
am not strong enough for that. Eorgive me, God ; I confess how weak 
lam.” ^ ^ 

'At nightfall, on the 6th of March, Eahel felt herself easier than for 
long before, and expressed an irresistible desire to be new dressed. As 
she could not he persuaded from it, this was done, though with the 
greatest precaution. Sire herself was busily helpful in it, and signified 
great contentment that she had got it accomplished. She felt so well, 
she expected to sleep. She wished me good-night, and bade me also 
go and sleep. Even the maid, Dora, was to go and sleep ; however^ she 
did not. 

' It might he about midnight, and I was still awake, when Dora called 
me : "I was to come ; she was much worse.” Instead of sleep, Eahel 
had found only suffering, one distress added to another ; and now all 
had combined into decided spasm of the breast. I found her in a state 
little short of that she had passed six days ago. The medicines left fur 
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sucli an occurrence (regarded as possible, not probable) were tried ; but, 
this time, with little elfect. The frightful struggle continued; and the 
beloved suferer, writhing in Dora's arms, cried, several times, ‘'"This 
pressure against her breast was not to be borne, was crushing her heart 
out : " the breathing, too, was painfully difficult. She complained that 
it was getting into her head now, that she felt like a cloud there:" 
she leaned back with that. A deceptive hope of some alleviation gleamed 
on us for a moment, and then went out forever ; the eyes were dimmed, 
the mouth distorted, the limbs lamed! In this state the Doctors found 
her; their remedies were all bootless. An unconscious hour and half, 
during which the breast still occasionally struggled in spasmodic efforts, 
— and this noble life breathed-out its last. The sight I saw then, while 
kneeling almost lifeless at her bed, stamped itself glowing forever into 
my heart/ 

So died Rahel Varnliagen von Ense, born Levin, a singular 
biographic phenomenon of this century; a woman of genius, of 
true depth and worth ; whose secluded life, as one cannot but see, 
had in it a greatness far beyond what has many times fixed the 
public admiration of the whole world ; a woman equal to the 
highest thoughts of her century ; in whom it was not arrogance, 
we do believe, but a just self-consciousness, to feel that ‘ the highest 
philosopher, or poet, or artist was not above her, hut of a like 
element and rank with her.’ That such a woman should have 
lived unknown and, as it were, silent to the world, is peculiar 
in this time. 

We say not that she was equal to De Stael, nor the contrary ; 
neither that she might have written De StaeFs books, nor even 
that she might not have written far better books. She has ideas 
unequalled in De Stael; a sincerity, a pure tenderness and 
genuineness which that celebrated person had not, or had lost. 
But what then ? The subjunctive, the optative are vague moods: 
there is no tense one can found on but the preterite of the in- 
dicative. Enough for us, Eahel did not write. She sat imprisoned, 
or it might be sheltered and fosteringly embowered, in those 
circumstances of hers; she "was not appointed to write or to act, 
but only to live.’ Call her not unhappy on that account, call her 
not useless ; nay, perhaps, call her happier and usefuler. Blessed 
are the humble, are they that are not known. It is written, 
‘Seekest thou great things, seek them not:’ live where thou art, 
only live wisely, live diligently. Eahel’s life was not an idle one 
for herself or for others: how many souls may the "sparkles 
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showering from that light-fountain ’ have kindled and illuminated ; 
whose new virtue goes on propagating itself, increasing itself, 
under incalculable combinations, and will be found in far places, 
after many days ! She left no stamp of herself on paper ; but in 
other ways, doubt it not, the virtue of her working in this world 
will survive all paper. For the working of the good and brave, 
seen or unseen, endures literally for ever, and cannot die. Is a 
thing nothing because the Morning Papers have not mentioned it ? 
Or can a nothing be made something, by never so much babbling 
of it there ? Far better, probably, that no Morning or Evening 
Paper mentioned it ; that the right hand knew not what the left 
was doing 1 Rahel might have written books, celebrated books. 
And yet, what of books? Hast tbou not already a Bible to 
write, and publish in print that is eternal ; namely, a Life to 
lead? Silence too is great: there should be great silent ones 
too. 

Beautiful it is to see and understand that no worth, known or 
unknown, mn die even in this earth. The work an unknown 
good man has done is like a vein of water flowing hidden under- 
ground, secretly making the ground green; it flows and flows, it 
joins itself with other veins and veinlets ; one day, it will start 
forth as a visible perennial well. Ten dumb centuries had made 
the speaking Dante; a well he of many veinlets. William Burnes, 
or Burns, was a poor peasant; could not prosper in his 'seven 
acres of nursery-ground,’ nor any enterprise of trade and toil ; had 
to 'thole a factors snash,’ and read attorney-letters, in his poor 
hut, 'which threw us all into tears:’ a man of no money-caj)ita] at 
all, of no account at all : yet a brave man, a wise and just, in evil 
fortune faithful, unconquerable to the death. And there wept 
withal among the others a boy named Bolert, with a heart of 
m.eltmg pity, of greatness and fiery wrath; and his voice, fashioned 
here by this poor father, does it not already reach, like a great 
elegy, like a steim prophecy, to the ends of the world ? ' Let me 

make the songs, and you shall make the laws ! ’ What chancellor, 
king, senator, begirt with never such sumptuosity, dyed velvet, 
blaring and celebrity, could you have named in England that was 
so momentous as that William Burnes ? Courage ! — 

We take leave of Varnhagen with true goodwill, and heartily 
thank him for the pleasure and instruction he has given us. 
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CHAPTER L 


CONDITIOH-OF-ENGLANI) QUESTIO]!T. 

A FEELING very generally exists that the condition and disposi- 
tion of the Working Classes is a rather ominous matter at present ; 
that something ought to be said, something ought to be done, in 
regard to it And surely, at an epoch of history when the 
‘National Petition' carts itself in wagons along the streets, and is 
presented ‘bound with iron hoops, four men bearing it,' to a 
Reformed House of Commons; and Chartism numbered by the 
million and half, taking nothing by its iron-hooped Petition, breaks 
out into brickbats, cheap pikes, and even into sputterings of 
conflagration, such very general feeling cannot be considered un- 
natural 1 To us individually this matter appears, and has for many 
years appeared, to be the most ominous of all practical matters 
whatever ; a matter in regard to which if something be not done, 
something will do itself one day, and in a fashion that will please 
nobody. The time is verily come for acting in it ; how much more 
for consultation about acting in it, for speech and articulate inquiry 
about it ! 

We are aware that, according to the newspapers, Chartism is 
extinct; that a Reform Ministry has ‘put down the chimera of 
Chartism' in the most felicitous effectual manner. So say the 
newspapers; — and yet, alas, most readers of newspapers know 
withal that it is indeed the ‘ chimera ’ of Chartism, not the reality, 
which has been put down. The distracted incoherent embodiment 
of Chartism, whereby in late months it took shape and became 
visible, this has been put down; or rather has fallen down and 
gone asunder by gravitation and law of nature: but tlie living 
essence of Chartism has not been put down. Chartism means the 
bitter discontent grown fierce and mad, the wrong condition there- 
fore or the wrong disposition, of the Working Classes of England, 
Ifc is a new name for a thing which has had many names, which 
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will yet have many. The matter of Chartism is weighty, 
deep-rooted, far-extending ; did not begin yesterday ; will by no 
means end this day or tomorrow. Eeform Ministry, constabulary 
rural police, new levy of soldiers, grants of money to Birmingham; 
all this is well, or is not well; all this will put down only the 
embodiment or 'chimera’ of Chartism. The essence continuing, 
new and ever new embodiments, chimeras madder or less mad, 
have to continue. The melancholy fact remains, that this thing 
known at present by the name of Chartism does exist ; has existed ; 
and, either 'put down,’ into secret treason, with rusty pistols, 
vitriol-bottle and match-box, or openly brandishing pike and torch 
(one knows not in which case fatal-looking), is like to exist 
till quite other methods have been tried with it. What means this 
bitter discontent of the Working Glasses ? Whence comes it, whither 
goes it? Above all, at what price, on what terms, will it probably 
consent to depart from us and die into rest? These are questions. 

To say that it is mad, incendiary, nefarious, is no answer. To 
say all this, in never so many dialects, is saying little. ' Glasgow 
Thuggery,’ ' Glasgow Thugs it is a witty nickname : the practice 
of 'Number 60 ’ entering his dark room, to contract for and settle 
the price of blood with operative assassins, in a Christian city, 
once distinguished by its rigorous Christianism, is doubtless a fact 
worthy of all horror : but what will horror do for it ? What will 
execration ; nay at bottom, what will condemnation and banish- 
ment to Botany Bay do for it? Glasgow Thuggery, Chartist torch- 
meetings, Birmingham riots, Swing conflagrations, are so many 
symptoms on the surface; you abolish the symptom to no puiqoose, 
if the disease is left untouched. Boils on the surface are curable or 
incurable, — small matter which, while the virulent, humour festers 
deep within ; poisoning the sources of life ; and certain enough to 
find for itself ever new boils and sore issues ; ways of announcing 
that it continues there, that it would fain not continue there. 

Delirious Chartism will not have raged entirely to no purpose, 
as indeed no earthly thing does so, if it have forced all thinking 
men of the community to think of this vital matter, too apt to be 
overlooked otherwise. Is the condition of the English working 
people wrong; so wrong that rational working men cannot, will 
not, and even should not rest quiet under it ? A most grave case, 
complex beyond all others in the world; a case wherein Botany 
Bay, constabulary rural police, and suchlike, will avail but little. 
Or is the discontent itself mad, like the shape it took? Not the 
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condition of tlie working people that is wrong; but their disposi- 
tion, their own thoughts, beliefs and feelings that are wrong ? This 
too were a most grave case, little less alarming, little less complex 
than the former one. In this case too, where constabulary police 
and mere rigour of coercion seems more at home, coercion will by 
no means do all, coercion by itself will not even do much. If there 
do exist general madness of discontent, then sanity and some 
measure of content must be brought about again, — not by constabu- 
lary police alone. When the thoughts of a people, in the great 
mass of it, have grown mad, the combined issue of that people’s 
workings will be a madness, an incoherency and ruin I Sanity will 
have to be recovered for the general mass; coercion itself will 
otherwise cease to be able to coerce. 

We have heard it asked, Why Paiiiameiit throws no liglifc on 
this cpiestion of the Working Classes, and the condition or <]ispo- 
sition they are in? Truly to a remote*observer of Parlianiontary 
procedure it seems surprising, especially in late Reformed times, to 
see wliat space this question occupies in the Debates of the Nation. 
Can any other business whatsoever be so pressing on legislators? 
A Reformed Parliament, one would think, should inquire into 
popular discontents lefore they get the length of pikes and torclms ! 
For what end at all are men, Honourable Members and Reform 
Members, sent to St. Stephen’s, with clamour and effort; kept talk- 
ing, struggling, motioning and counter-motioning ? The condition of 
the great body of people in a country is the condition of the country 
itself : this you would say is a truism in all times ; a truism rather 
pressing to get recognised as a truth now, and be acted upon, in 
these times. Yet read Plansard’s Debates, or the Morning Papers, 
if you have nothing to do ! The old grand question, whether A is 
to be in office or B, with the innumerable subsidiaxy questions 
growing out of that, courting paragi'aphs and suffrages for a blessed 
solution of that: Canada question, Irish Appropriation question, 
West-India question, Queen’s Bedchamber qxxestion; Game Laws, 
Usury Laws ; African Blacks, Hill Coolies, Smithfield cattle, and 
Dog-carts, — all manner of questions <and subjects, except simply 
this the alpha, and omega of all 1 Surely Honourable Members 
ought to speak of the Condition-of-England question too. Radical 
Members, above all; friends of the people; chosen with effort, by 
the people, to interpret and articulate the dumb deep want of the 
people 1 To a remote observer they seem oblivious of their duty. 
Are they not there, by trade, mission, and express appointment of 
Misc. III. S 
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themselves and others, to speak for the good of the British Nation ? 
Whatsoever great British interest can the least speak for itself, for 
that beyond all they are called to speak. They are either speakers 
for that great dumb toiling class which cannot speak, or they are 
nothing that one can well specify. 

Alas, the remote observer knows not the nature of Parliaments; 
how Parliaments, extant there for the British Nation's sake, find 
that they are extant withal for their own sake; how Parliament^/ 
travel so naturally in their deep-rutted routine, commonplace worn ' 
into ruts axle-deep, from which only strength, insight and courage- 
ous generous exertion can lift any Parliament or vehicle ; how in 
Parliaments, Keformed or Unreformed, there may chance to be a 
strong man, an original, clear-sighted, great-hearted, patient and 
valiant man, or to be none such; — how, on the whole, Parliaments, 
lumbering along in their deep ruts of commonplace, find, as so 
many of us otherwise da, that the ruts are axle-deep, and the 
travelling very toilsome of itself, and for the day the evil thereof 
sufficient ! What Parliaments ought to have done in this business, 
what they will, can or cannot yet do, and where the limits of their 
faculty and culpability may lie, in regard to it, were a long inves- 
tigation ; into which we need not enter at this moment. What 
they have done is unhappily plain enough. Hitherto, on this most 
national of questions, the Collective Wisdom of the Nation has 
availed us as good as nothing whatever. 

And yet, as we say, it is a question which cannot be left to the 
Collective Folly of the Nation ! In or out of Parliament, darkness, 
neglect, hallucination must contrive to cease in regard to it; true 
insight into it must be had. How inexpressibly useful were true 
insight into it; a genuine understanding by the upper classes of 
society what it is that the under classes intrinsically mean ; a clear 
interpretation of the thought which at heart torments these wild 
inarticulate souls, struggling there, with inarticulate uproar, like 
dumb creatures in pain, unable to speak what is in them I Some- 
thing they do mean ; some true thing withal, in the centre of their 
confused hearts, — for they are hearts created by Heaven too: to 
the Heaven it is clear what thing; to us not clear. Would that 
it were ! Perfect clearness on it were equivalent to remedy of it. 
For, as is well said, all battle is misunderstanding ; did the parties 
know one another, the battle wmuld cease. No man at bottom 
means injustice ; it is always for some obscure distorted image of a 
right that he contends : an obscure image diffracted, exaggerated, 
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in tlie wonderfulesfc way, by natural dimness and selfishness ; 
getting tenfold more diffracted by exasperation of contest, till at 
length it become all but irrecognisable; yet still the image of a 
right. Could a man own to himself that the thing ho fought for 
was wrong, contrary to fairness and the law of reason, he would 
OTO also that it thereby stood condemned and hopeless; he could 
fight for it no longer. Nay independently of right, could the 
contending parties get but accurately to discern one another's 
might and strength to contend, the one would peaceably yield to 
the other and to Necessity; the contest in this case too wore over. 
No African expedition now, as in the days of Herodotus, is fitted 
out against the Smcth-wincL One expedition was satisfactory in 
that department. The South-wind Simoom continues blowing 
occasionally, hateful as ever, maddening as ever; but one expe- 
dition was enough. Do we not all submit to Death ? The highest 
sentence of the law, sentence of death, is passed on all of us by the 
fact of birth ; yet we live patiently under it, patiently undergo it 
when the hour comes. Clear undeniable right, clear undeniable 
might : either of these once ascertained puts an end to battle. All 
battle is a confused experiment to ascertain one and both of these. 

What are the rights, what are the mights of the discontented 
Working Classes in England at this epoch ? He were an CEdipiis, 
and deliverer from sad social pestilence, who could resolve us fully ! 
Eor we may say beforehand, The struggle that divides the upper 
and lower in society over Europe, and more painfully and notably 
in England than elsewhere, this too is a struggle which will end 
and adjust itself as all other struggles do and have done, by making 
the right clear and the might clear; not otherwise than by that. 
Meantime, the questions, Why are the Woiddug Classes discon- 
tented ; what is their condition, economical, moral, in their houses 
and their hearts, as it is in reality and as they figure it to them- 
selves to be ; what do they complain of ; what ought they, and ougiit 
they not to complain of? — these are measurable questions ; on some 
of these any common mortal, did he but turn his eyes to them, might 
throw some light. Certain researches and considerations of ours 
on the matter, since no one else will undertake it, are now to bo 
made public. The researches have yielded us little, almost nothing ; 
but the considerations are of old date, and press to have utterance. 
We are not without hope that our general notion of the business, 
if we can get it uttered at all, will meet some assent from many 
candid men. 

S 2 
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STATISTICS. 

A WITTY statesman said, you might prove anything by figures. 
We have looked into ■ various statistic works, Statistic-Society 
Reports, Poor-Law Reports, Reports and Pamphlets not a few, 
with a sedulous eye to this question of the Working Classes and 
their general condition in England; we grieve to say, with as 
good as no result whatever. Assertion swallows assertion ; accord- 
ing to the old Proverb, ' as the statist thinks, the bell clinks ’ I 
Tables are like cobwebs, like the sieve of the Danaicles ; beauti- 
fully reticulated, orderly to look upon, but which will hold no 
conclusion. Tables are abstractions, and the object a most concrete 
one, so difficult to read the essence of. There are innumerable 
circumstances; and one circumstance left out may be the vital 
one on which all turned. Statistics is a science which ought to be 
honourable, the basis of many most important sciences ; but it is 
not to be carried on by steam, this science, any more than others 
are ; a wise head is requisite for carrying it on. Conclusive facts 
are inseparable from inconclusive except by a head that already 
understands and knows. Vain to send the purblind and blind to 
the shore of a Pactolus never so golden : these find only gravel ; 
the seer and finder alone picks up gold grains there. And now 
the purblind offering you, with asseveration and protrusive impor- 
tunity, his basket of gravel as gold, what steps are to be taken 
with him ? — Statistics, one may hope, will improve gradually, and 
become good for something. Meanwhile, it is to be feared the 
crabbed satirist was partly right,, as things go: 'A judicious man,' 
says he, ‘looks at Statistics, not to get knowledge, but to save 
‘himself from having ignorance foisted on him.’ With what serene 
concliisiveiiess a member of some Useful-Knowledge Society stops 
your mouth with a figure of arithmetic 1 To him it seems he has 
there extracted the elixir of the matter, on which now nothing 
more can be said. It is needful that you look into his said 
extracted elixir; and ascertain, alas, too probably, not without a 
sigh, that it is wash and vapidity, good only for the gutters. 
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Twice or three times have we heard the lamentations and pro- 
phecies of a humane Jeremiah, mourner for the poor, cut short bj 
a statistic fact of the most decisive nature : How can the condi- 
tion of the poor be other than good, be other than better; has not 
the average duration of life in England, and therefore among the 
most numerous class in England, been proved to have increased ? 
Our Jeremiah had to admit that, if so, it was an astounding fiict; 
wdiereby all that ever he, for his part, had observed on other sides 
of the matter, was overset without remedy. If life last longer, life 
must be less worn upon, by outward suffering, by inward discontent, 
by hardship of any kind ; the general condition of the poor must 
be bettering instead of worsening. So was our Jeremiali cut short. 
And now for the 'proof’? Readers who are curious in statistic 
proofs may see it drawn out with all solemnity, in a Pam|.)hlet 
' published by Charles Knight and Company/ ^ — and perhaps him- 
self draw inferences from it. Northampton Tables, compiled by 
Dr. Price 'from registers of the Parish of All Saints from 17o5 
to 1780;’ Carlisle Tables, collected by Dr. Heyshani from observ- 
ation of Carlisle City for eight years, ' the calculations founded on 
them ’ conducted by another Doctor ; incredible ' document con- 
sidered satisfactory by men of science in France : ’ — alas, is it not 
as if some zealous scientific son of Adam had proved the deepening 
of the Ocean, by survey, accurate or cursory, of two miid-plashes 
on the coast of the Isle of Dogs ? ' Not to get knowledge, but to 
save yourself from having ignorance foisted on you ’ 1 

The condition of the working-man in this country, what it is and 
has been, whether it is improving or retrograding, — is a question 
to which from statistics hitherto no solution can be got. Hitherto, 
after many tables and statements, one is still left mainly to what 
he can ascertain by his own eyes, looking at the concrete pheno- 
menon for himself. There is no other method; and yet it is a 
most imperfect method. Each man expands his own hand -breadth 
of observation to the limits of the general whole; more or less, 
each man must take what he himself has seen and ascertained for 
a sample of all that is seeable and ascertainable. Hence discre- 
pancies, controversies wide-spread, long-continued ; which there is 
at present no means or hope of satisfiictorily ending. When 
Parliament takes up 'the Conclifeion-of-England question,’ as it 
will have to do one day, then indeed much may be amended 1 

1 An Essay on the Means of Insurance against the Casualties of Ac, Ac, 
London, Charles Knight and Company, 1830. Price two sliiliings. 
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Inquiries wisely gone into, even on this most complex matter, will 
yield results worth something, not nothing. But it is a most 
complex matter ; on which, whether for the past or the present, 
Statistic Inquiry, with its limited means, with its short vision and 
headlong extensive dogmatism, as yet too often throws not light, 
but error worse than darkness. 

What constitutes the well-being of a man ? Many things ; of 
which the wages he gets, and the bread he buys Avith them, are 
but one preliminary item. Grant, hoAvever, that the Avages Avere 
the Avhole ; that once knoAving the wages and the price of bread, 
Ave know all ; then Avhat are the wages ? Statistic Inquiry, in its 
present unguided condition, cannot tell. The average I'ate of day’s 
Avages is not correctly ascertained for any portion of this conntiy ; 
not only not for half-centuries, it is not even ascertained anyAvhere 
for decades or years: far from instituting comparisons AAuth the 
past, the present itself is unknown to us. And then, given the 
average of wages, wdiat is the constancy of employment ; Avhat is 
the difficulty of finding employment ; the fluctuation from season 
to season, from year to year ? Is it constant, calculable Avages ; or 
fluctuating, incalculable, more or less of the nature of gambling ? 
This secondary circumstance, of quality in wages, is perhaps even 
more important than the primary one of quantity. Farther we 
ask, Can the labourer, by thrift and industry, hope to rise to 
mastership ; or is such hope cut off from him ? How is he related 
to his employer ; by bonds of friendliness and mutual help ; or by 
hostility, opposition, and chains of mutual necessity alone ? In a 
Avord, Avhat degree of contentment, can a human creature be sup- 
posed to enjoy in that position ? With hunger j^reying on him, 
his contentment is likely to be small 1 But even with abundance, 
his discontent, his real misery may be great. The labourer s feel- 
ings, his notion of being justly dealt with or unjustly; his whole- 
some composure, frugality, prosperity in the one case, his acrid 
unrest, recklessness, gin-drinking, and gradual ruin in the other, — 
how shall figures of arithmetic represent all this? So much is 
still to be ascertained ; much of it by no means easy to ascertain ! 
Till, among the ' Hill Cooly ’ and ^ Dog-cart ' questions, there arise 
in Parliament and extensively out of it ‘a Condition-of-England 
question," and quite a new set of inquirers and methods, little of it 
is likely to be ascertained. 

One fact on this subject, a fact which arithmetic is capable of 
representing, Ave have often considered would be Avorth all the rest ; 
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Whether the labourer, whatever his wages are, is saving money ? 
Laying up money, he proves that his condition, painful as it may 
be without and within, is not yet desperate ; that he looks forward 
to a better day coming, and is still resolutely steering towards the 
same ; that all the lights and darknesses of his lot are united under 
a blessed radiance of hope, — the last, first, nay one may say the 
sole blessedness of man. Is the habit of saving increased and in* 
creasing, or the contrary? Where the present writer has been able 
to look with his own eyes, it is decreasing, and in many quarters 
ail but disappearing. Statistic science turns up her Savings- 
Bank Accounts, and answers, Increasing rapidly.'^ Would that 
one could believe it I But the Danaides -sieve character of such 
statistic reticulated documents is too manifest. A few years ago, in 
regions where thrift, to one’s own knowledge, still was, Savings- 
Banks were not; tlie labourer lent his money to some farmer, of 
capital, or supposed to be of capital, — and has too often lost it since ; 
or he bought a cow with it, bought a cottage with it; nay hid it 
under his thatch : the Savings-Banks books then exhibited mere 
blank and zero. That they swell yearly now, if such be the fact, 
indicates that what thrift exists does gradually resort more and 
more thither rather- than elsewhither; but the question, Is thrift 
increasing ? runs througli the reticulation, and is as water spilt on 
the ground, not to be gathered here. 

These are inquiries on which, had there been a proper ‘Con- 
dition-of-England question,’ some light would have been thrown, 
before ^ torch-meetings ’ arose to illustrate them 1 Far as they lie 
out of the course of Parliamentary routine, they should have been 
gone into, should have been glanced at, in one or the other fashion. 
A Legislature making laws for the Working- Classes, in total un- 
certainty as to these things, is legislating in the dark; not wisely, 
nor to good issues. The simple fundamental question, Can the 
khoiiring man in this England of ours, who is willing to labour, 
find work, and subsistence by his work t is matter of mere con- 
jecture and assertion hitherto; not ascertainable by authentic 
evidence : the Legislature, satisfied to legislate in the dark, has 
not yet sought any evidence on it. They pass tlieir New Poor- 
Law Bill, without evidence as to all this. Perhaps their New 
Poor-Law Bill is itself only intended as an ex2:)crwi€Mhm crncis 
to ascertain all this ? Chartism is an answer, seemingly not in 
the affirmative. 
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To read the Eeports of the Poor-Law Commissioners, if one h 
hiith enough, would be a pleasure to the friend of humanity. One 
sole recipe seems to have been needful for the woes of England : 
‘refusal of out-door relief.' England lay in sick discontent, writh- 
ing powerless on its fever-bed, dark, nigh desperate, in wasteful- 
ness, want, improvidence, and eating care, till like Hyperion down 
the eastern steeps, the Poor-Law Commissioners arose, and 
Let there be workhouses, and bread of affliction and water of 
affliction there! It was a simple invention; as all truly grea 
inventions are. And see, in any quarter, instantly as the walls of 
the workhouse arise, misery and necessity fly away, out of sight, — 
out of being, as is fondly hoped, and dissolve into the inane, 
industry, frugality, fertility, rise of wages, peace on earth and good- 
will towards men do, — in the Poor-Law Commissioners' Reports, 
— infallibly, rapidly or not so rapidly, to the joy of all 
supervene. It was a consummation devoutly to be wished. We 
have looked over these four annual Poor-Law Reports with 
variety of reflections ; with no thought that our Poor-Law Com- 
missioners are the inhuman men their enemies accuse them of 
being; with a feeling of thankfulness rather that there do 
men of that structure too; with a persuasion deeper and 
that Nature, who makes nothing to no purpose, has not 
either them or their Poor-Law Amendment Act in vain 
hope to prove that they and it were an indispensable 
harsh hut salutary, in the progress of things. 

That this Poor-Law Amendment Act meanwhile should be, as 
we sometimes hear it named, the ‘ chief glory ' of a Reform Cabinet, 
betokens, one would imagine, rather a scarcity of glory there. To 
say to the poor, ,Te shall eat the bread of affliction and drink the 
water of affliction, and be very miserable while here, required not 
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so miTcli a stretcli of licroic faculty in any sense, as due tougliness 
of bowels. If paupers are made miserable, paupers will needs 
decline in multitude. It is a secret known to all rat-catchers : stop 
up the granary-crevices, afflict with continual mewing, alarm, and 
going-off of traps, your ' chargeable labourers ' disappear, and cease 
from the establishment. A still briefer method is that of arsenic ; 
perhaps even a milder, wdi ere otherwise permissible. Rats and 
paupers can be abolished; the human faculty was from of old 
adequate to grind them down, slowly or at once, and needed no 
ghost or Reform Ministry to teach it. Furthermore when one 
hears of ‘ all the labour of the country being absorbed into employ- 
ment' by this new system of affliction, when labour complaining of 
want can find no audience, one cannot but pause. That misery 
and unemployed labour should ‘ disappear ' in that case is natural 
enough ; should go out of sight, — but out of existence ? What wo 
do know is, that Hhe rates are diminished,' as they cannot well 
help being ; that no statistic tables as yet report much increase of 
deaths by starvation : this we do know, and not very conclusively 
anything more than this. If this be absorption of all the labour 
of the country, then all the labour of the country is absorbed. 

To believe practically that the poor and luckless are here only 
as a nuisance to be abraded and abated, and in some permissible 
manner made away with, and swept out of sight, is not an amiable 
faith. That the airangements of good and ill success in this per- 
plexed scramble of a world, which a blind goddess was always 
thought to i^reside over, are in fact the work of a seeing goddess 
or god, and require only not to be meddled with : what stretch of 
heroic faculty or inspiration of genius was needed to teach one 
that? To button your pockets and stand still, is no complex 
recipe. , Laissez fairc, laissez passer ! Whatever goes on, ought it 
not to go on ; ' the widow picking nettles for her children's 
' dinner ; and the perfumed seigneur delicately lounging in the 
' CEil-de-Boimf, wlio has an alcluemy whereby he will extract from 
'her the third nettle, and name it rent and law'? What is 
written and enacted, has it not black-on-white to show for itself? 
Justice is justice; but all attorney s parchment is of the nature of 
Targum or sacred-parchment. In brief, ours is a world requiring 
only to be well let alone. Scramble along, thou insane scramlTo 
of a world, with thy pope's tiaras, king's mantles and beggar’s 
gabardines, chivalry- ribbons and i:)lebeian gallows-ropes, where a 
Paul shall die on the gibbet and a Nero sit fiddling as imperial 
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Ccesar ; tlio%L art all rigiit, and shalt scramble even so ; and whoever 
in the press is trodden down, has only to lie there and be trampled 
broad: — Such at bottom seems to be the chief social principle, 
if principle it have, which the Poor-Law Amendment Act has the 
merit of courageously asserting, in opposition to many things. A 
chief social principle which this present writer, for one, will by no 
manner of means believe in, but pronounce at all fit times to be 
false, heretical and damnable, if ever aught was ! 

And yet, as we said, Nature makes nothing in vain ; not even a 
Poor-Law Amendment Act. For withal we are far from joining in 
the outcry raised against these poor Poor-Law Commissioners, as 
if they were tigers in men’s shape; as if their Amendment Act 
were a mere monstrosity and horror, deserving instant abrogation. 
They are not tigers ; they are men filled with an idea of a theory : 
their Amendment Act, heretical and damnable as a whole truth, 
is orthodox and laudable as a half-imih] and was imperatively 
required to be put in practice. To create men filled with a theory, 
that refusal of out-door relief was the one thing needful : Nature 
had no readier way of getting out-door relief refused. In fact, if 
we look at the old Poor-Law, in its assertion of the opposite social 
principle, that Fortune’s awards are %ot those of Justice, we shall 
find it to have become still more unsupportable, demanding, if 
England was not destined for speedy anarchy, to be done away with. 

Any law, however well meant as a law, which has become a 
bounty on unthrift, idleness, bastardy and beer-drinking, must be 
put an end to. In all ways it needs, especially in these times, to 
he proclaimed aloud that for the idle man there is no place in this 
England of ours. He that will not work, and save according to 
his means, let him go elsewhither ; let him know that for him the 
Law has made no soft provision, but a hard and stern one ; that 
by the Law of Nature, which the Law of England would vainly 
contend against in the long-run, he is doomed either to quit these 
habits, or miserably be extruded from this Earth, which is made 
on principles different from these. He that will not work accord- 
ing to his faculty, let him perish according to his necessity : there 
is no law j aster than that. Would to Heaven one could preach it 
abroad into the hearts of all sons and daughters of Adam, for it is 
a law applicable to all ; and bring it to bear, with practical obliga- 
tion strict as the Poor-Law Bastille, on all ! We had then, in 
good truth, a ‘perfect constitution of society;’ and ‘God’s fair 
‘ Earth and Task-garden, where whosoever is not working must be 
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"begging 01' stealing,’ were then actually what ■ alwa^-s, through so 
many changes and struggles, it is endeavouring to become. 

That this law of " No work no recompense ’ should first of all be 
enforced on the worker, and brought stringently liome to 

him and his numerous class, while so many other classes and 
persons still go loose from it, was natural to the case. Let it be 
enforced there, and rigidly made good. It belioves to be enforced 
everywhere, and rigidly made good ; — alas, not by such simple 
methods as "refusal of out-door relief,’ but by fax other and costlier 
ones ; wdiich too, however, a bountiful Providence is not unfur- 
nished with, nor, in these latter generations (if we will understand 
their convulsions and confusions), sparing to apply. Work is the 
mission of man in this Earth. A day is ever struggling forward, a 
day will arrive in some approximate degree, wlien he who has no 
work to do, by whatever name he may be named, will not find it 
good to show himself in our cpiarter of the Solar System ; but may 
go and look out elsewhere, If there be any Idle Planet discover- 
able ? — Let the honest working man rejoice that such law, the first 
of Nature, has been made good on him ; and hope tliat, by and by, 
all else will be made good. It is the beginning of all We define 
the harsh New Poor-Law to he withal a ‘protection of the thrifty 
" labourer against the thriftless and dissolute ; ’ a thing inexpres- 
sibly important ; a licdf-nemli, detestable, if you will, when looked 
upon as the whole result ; yet without which the whole result is 
forever unattainable. Let wastefulness, idleness, drunkenness, im- 
providence take the fate which God has appointed them; that 
their opposites may also have a chance for their fate. Let the 
Poor-Law Administrators be considered as useful labourers whom 
Nature has furnished with a whole theory of the universe, that 
they might accomplish an indispensable fractional practice there, 
and prosper in it in spite of much contradiction. 

We will praise the New Poor-Law, forth er, as the probable pre- 
liminary of some general charge to be taken of the lowest classes 
by the higher. Any general charge whatsoever, I'^ather than a 
conflict of charges, varying from parish to parish ; the emblem 
of darkness, of unreadable confusion, Siipervisal by the central 
government, in what spirit soever executed, is supervisal from a 
centre. By degrees the object will become clearer, as it is at once 
made thereby universally conspicuous. By degrees true vision of 
it will become attainable, will be universally attained ; whatso- 
ever order regarding it is just and wise, as grounded on the truth 
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of it, will then be capable of being taken. Let ns v/elcome the 
New Poor-Law as the harsh beginning of much, the harsh ending 
of much 1 Most harsh and barren lies the new ploughers’ fallow- 
field, the crude subsoil all turned up, which never saw the sun; 
wdiich as yet grows no herb; which has ‘out-door relief’ for no 
one. Yet patience : innumerable weeds and corruptions lie safely 
turned down and extinguished under it; this same crude subsoil ^ 
is the first step of all true husbandry ; by Heaven’s blessing and the 
skyey influences, fruits that are good and blessed will yet come of it. 

For, in truth, the claim of the poor labourer is something quite 
other than that ‘Statute of the Forty-third of Elizabeth’ will 
ever fulfil for him. Not to be supported by roundsmen systems, by 
never so liberal parish doles, or lodged in free and easy workhouses 
when distress overtakes him; not for this, however in words he 
may clamour for it ; not for this, but for something far different 
does the heart of him struggle. It is ‘ for justice ’ that he struggles ; 
for ‘just wages,’ — not in money alone ! An ever-toiling inferior, 
he would fain (though as yet he knows it not) find for himself 
a superior that should lovingly and wisely govern : is not that too 
the ‘just wages’ of his service done? It is for a manlike place 
and relation, in this world where he sees himself a man, that he 
struggles. At bottom, may we. not say, it is even for this. That 
guidance and government, which he cannot give himself, which in 
our so complex world he can no longer do witiiout, might be 
afforded liim ? The thing he struggles for is one which no Forty- 
third of Elizabeth is in any condition to furnish him, to put him 
on the road towards getting. Let him quit the Forty-third of 
Elizabeth altogether ; and rejoice that the Poor-Law Amendment 
Act has, even by harsh methods and against his own will, forced 
him av/ay from it. That was a broken reed to lean on, if there 
ever was one; and did but run into his lamed right-hand. Let 
him cast it far from him, that broken reed, and look to quite the 
opposite point of the heavens for help. His imlamed right-hand, 
with tlie cunning industry that lies in it, is not this defined to he 
‘ the sceptre of our Planet ’ ? He that can work is a born king of 
something ; is in communion with Nature, is master of a thing or 
thiiigs, is a priest and king of Nature so far. He that can work at 
nothing is but a usurping king, be his trappings what they may ; 
he is the born slave of ail things. Let a man honour his craft- 
mansliip, his cmi-do ; and know that his rights of man have no 
concern at all with the Forty-third of Elizabeth. 


CHAPTER IV. 


FXK^EST PEASANTET IK THE WOELD. 

The New Poor-Law is an announcement, sufficiently distinct, 
that whosoever will not work ought not to live. Can th.e poor 
man that is willing to work always hnd work, and live by Ids 
work? Statistic Inquiry, as we saw, has no answer to give. 
Legislation presupposes the answer— to be in the affirmative. A 
large postulate; wliich should have been made a proposition of; 
which should have been demonstrated, made iiidubitahle to all 
persons! A man willing to work, and unable to find work, is 
perhaps the saddest sight that Fortune’s inequality exhibits under 
this sun. Burns expresses feelingly wdiat thoughts it gave him' 
a poor man seeking seeking leave to toil that he might 

be fed and sheltered 1 That he might but be put on a level with 
the four-footed workers of the Planet which is his ! There is not 
a horse willing to work but can get food and shelter in requital ; 
a thing this two-footed worker has to seek for, to solicit occasion- 
ally in vain. He is nobody’s two-footed worker; he is not even 
anybody’s slave. And yet he is a two-iooi^di. worker; it is currently 
reported there is an immortal soul in him, sent down out of 
Heaven into the Earth ; and one beholds him scchiiig for tliis I — 
Nay what will a wise Legislature say, if it turn out that he 
cannot tind it ; that the answer to their postulate proposition is nut 
affirmative but negative ? 

Tiiere is one fact which Statistic Science has communicated, 
and a most astonishing one ; the inference from which is pregnant 
as to this mattei*. Ireland has near seven millions of w^orking 
people, the third unit of whom, it appears by Statistic Science, has 
not for thirty weeks each year as many third-rate potatoes as will 
suffice him. It is a fact perhaps the most eloquent that was ever 
written down in any language, at any date of the world’s history. 
Was change and reforaication needed in Ireland? Has Ireland 
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been goyerned and guided in a * wise and loving’ manner? A 
government and guidance of white European men which has 
issued in perennial hunger of potatoes to the third man extant, — 
ought to drop a veil over its face, and walk out of court under 
conduct of proper officers; saying no word; expecting now of a 
surety sentence either to change or die. All men, we must repeat, 
were made by God, and have immortal souls in them. The 'i 
Sanspotato is of the selfsame stuff as the superfinest Lord Lieu-*^ 
tenant. Notan individual Sanspotato human scarecrow hut had 
a Life given him out of Heaven, with Eternities depending on it; 
for once and no second time. With Immensities in him, over him 
and round him ; with feelings which a Shakspeare’s speech would 
not utter ; with desires illimitable as the Autocrat’s of all the 
Eussiasl Him various thrice-honoured persons, things and insti- 
tutions have long been teaching, long been guiding, governing: 
and it is to perpetual scarcity of third-rate potatoes, and to what 
depends thereon, that he has been taught and guided. Figure 
thyself, 0 high-minded, clear-headed, clean-burnished reader, clapt 
by enchantment into the torn coat and waste hunger-lair of that 
same root-devouring brother man 1 — 

Social anomalies are things to be defended, things to be amended ; 
and in all places and things, short of the Pit itself, there is some 
admixture of worth and good. Room for extenuation, for pity, for 
patience ! And yet when the general I'esult has come to the length 
of perennial starvation, argument, extenuating logic, pity and 
patience on that subject may be considered as drawing to a close. 
It may he considered that such arrangement of things will have to 
terminate. That it has all just men for its natural enemies. That 
all just men, of what outward colour soever in Politics or otherwise, 
will say : This cannot last, Heaven disowns it, Earth is against it ; 
Ireland will he burnt into a black unpeopled field of ashes rather 
than this should last. — The woes of Ireland, or ‘justice to Ireland,’ 
is not the chapter we have to write at present. It is a deep 
matter, an abysmal one, which no plummet of ours will sound. 
For the oppression has gone far farther than into the economics of 
Ireland; inwards to her very heart and soul. The Irish National 
character is degraded, disordered ; till this recover itself, nothing is 
yet recovered. Immethodic, headlong, violent, mendacious : what 
can you make of the wretched Irishman ? “A finer people never 
lived,” as the Irish lady said to us; ‘tonly they have two faults, 
they do generally lie and steal : barring these ” — I A people that 
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knows not to si^eak tbe truth, and to act the truth, such people has 
departed from even the possibility of well-being. Such people 
works no longer on Nature and Reality; works now on Phantasm, 
Simulation, Nonentity ; the result it arrives at is naturally not a 
thing but no-thiiig,— defect even of potatoes. Scarcity, futility, 
confusion, distraction must be perennial there. Such a people 
circulates not order but disorder, through every vein of it; — and 
the cure, if it is to be a cure, must begin at the heart: not in his 
condition only but in himself must the Patient be all clianged. 
Poor Ireland! And yet let no true Irisliman, who believes and 
sees all this, desjDair by reason of it Cannot he too do somethiiig 
to withstand the unproductive falsehood, tlierc as it lies accursed 
around him, and change it into truth, which is fruit! iii and 
blessed ? Every mortal can and shall hiinseif be a true man : it is 
a great thing, and the parent of great things; — as from a single 
acorn the whole eartli might in the end he peopled willi oaks ! 
Every mortal can do something: this let him faithfully do, and 
leave with assured heart the issue to a liiglier Power! 

We English pay, even now, the bitter smart of long centuries of 
injustice to our neighbour Island. Injustice, doubt it not, abounds ; 
or Ireland would not be miserable. The Earth is good, bountifully 
sends food and increase ; if man s unwisdom did not intervene and 
forbid. It was an evil day when Strigiil first meddled with that 
people. He could not extirpate them : could they but have 
agreed together, and extirpated him 1 Violent men there have 
been, and merciful; unjust rulers, and just; conflicting in a great 
element of violence, these five wild centuries now ; and the violent 
and unjust have carried it, and we are come to this, England is 
guilty towards Ireland; and reaps at last, in full measure, the 
fruit of fifteen generations of wrong-doing. 

But the thing we had to state here was our inference from tliat 
niournfiil fact of the third Sanspotato,— cou}jled with this other 
•well-known fact that the Irish speak a partially intelligible dialect 
of English,, and their fare across by steam is fourpence sterling I 
Crowds of miserable Irish darken all our towns. The wild Milesian 
features, looking false ingenuity, restlessness, unreason, misery and 
mockery, salute you on all highways and byways. The English 
coachman, as he whirls past, lashes the Milesian with his whip, 
' curses him with his tongue ; the Milesian is holding out his hat to 
beg. He is the sorest evil this country has to strive witli. In his 
rags and laughing savagery, he is there to undertake all work that 
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can be done by mere strength of hand and back; for wages that 
will purchase him potatoes. He needs only salt for condiment; 
he lodges to his mind in any pighutch or doghutch, roosts in out- 
houses; and wears a suit of tatters, the getting off and on of 
•which is said to be a difficult operation, transacted only in festivals 
and the hightides of the calendar. The Saxon man if he cannot 
work on these terms, finds no work. He too may be ignorant; 
but he has not sunk from decent manhood to squalid apehood ; he 
cannot continue there. American forests lie untilled across the 
ocean ; the uncivilised Irishman, not by his strength, but by the 
opposite of strength, drives out the Saxon native, takes possession 
in his room. There abides he, in his squalor and unreason, in his 
falsity and drunken violence, as the ready-made nucleus of degra- 
dation and disorder. Whosoever struggles, swimming with diffi- 
culty, may now find an example how the human being can exist 
not swimming but sunk. Let him sink ; he is not the wmrst of 
men; not worse than this man. We have quarantines against 
pestilence; but there is no pestilence like that; and against it 
what quarantine is possible ? It is lamentable to look upon. This 
soil of Britain, these Saxon men have cleared it, made it arable, 
fertile and a home for them; they and their fathers have done 
that. Under the sky there exists no force of men who "with arms 
in their hands could drive them out of it ; all force of men with 
arms these Saxons would seize, in their grim way, and fling 
(Heaven's justice and their own Saxon humour aiding them) 
swiftly into the sea. But behold, a force of men armed only w-ith 
rags, ignorance and nakedness; and the Saxon owners, paralysed 
by invisible magic of paper formula, have to fly far, and hide them- 
selves in Transatlantic forests. ' Irish repeal' ? “ Would to God," 

as Dutch William said, ‘"yoio were King of Ireland, and could take 
yourself and it three thousand miles off," — there to repeal it I 
And yet these poor Celtiberian Irish brothers, what can they 
help it ? They cannot stay at home, and starve. It is just and 
natural that they come hither as a curse to us. Alas, for them 
too it is not a luxury. It is not a straight or joyful way of aveng- 
ing their sore wrongs this;, but a most sad circuitous one. Yet a 
way it is, and an effectual way. The time has come when the 
Irish population must either be improved a little, or else exter- ^ 
rninated. Plausible management, adapted to this hollow outcry or 
to that, will no longer do; it must be management grounded on 
sincerity and fact, to which the truth of things will respond — by 
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an actual beginning of improvement to tliese wretched brother- 
men. In a state of perennial ultra-savage famine, in the midst of 
civilisation, they cannot continue. For that the Saxou British 
will ever submit to sink along with them to such a state, we 
assume as impossible. There is in these latter, tliatik God, an 
ingenuity which is not false; a methodic spirit, of insiglit, of per- 
severant well-doing ; a rationality and veracity which Nature with 
;her truth does not disowm; — withal there is a 'Berserkir rage’ in 
the heart of them, which will prefer all things, including dt'stnic- 
tion and self-destruction, to that. Let no man awaken it, this same 
Berserkir rage ! Deep-hidden it lies, far down in the centre, like 
genial central-fire, with stratum after stratum of arrangement, 
traditionary method, composed p^roJiictiveness, all built above it, 
vivified and rendered fertile by it : justice, clearness, silence, per- 
severance, unliasting unresting diligence, hatred of disorder, liatred 
of injustice, which is the worst disorder, characterise this people; 
their inward fire we say, as all such fire should he, is hidden at the 
centre. Deep-hidden; but awakenable, but immeasurable; — let 
no man awaken it ! With this strong silent people have the noisy 
vehement Irish now at length got common cause made. Ireland, 
now for the first time, in such strange circuitous way, does find 
itself embarked in the same boat with England, to sail togetlier, or 
to sink together; the wretchedness of Ireland, slowly but irieidtably, 
has crept over to us, and become our own wretchedness. The Irisii 
population must get itself redressed and saved, for the sake of the 
English if for nothing else. Alas, that it should, on both sides, be 
poor toiling men that pay the smart for unruly Striguls, Henrjs, 
Maedermots, and O’Donoghues ! The strong have eaten sour grapes, 
and the teeth of the weak are set on edge. ^Curses,’ says tLe 
Proverb, ^ are like chickens, they I'etixrn always home! 

But now, on the whole, it seems to us, English Statistic Science, 
with floods of the finest peasantry in the world streaming in, on us 
daily, may fold up her Danaides reticulations on this matter of the 
Working Classes ; and conclude, what every man who will take the 
statistic spectacles off his nose, and look, may discern in town or 
country: That the condition of the lower multitude of English 
labourers approximates more and more to that of tlie Irish com- 
peting with them in all markets that whatsoever labour, to wineli 
mere strength with little skill will suffice, is to be done, will be done 
not at the English price, but at an approximation to the Irish price : 
at a price superior as yet to the Irish, that is, superior to scoxcity 
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of tliird-rate potatoes for thirty -weeks yearly; superior, yet hourly, 
•with the arrival of every new steamboat, sinking nearer to an 
equality with that. Half-a-million hanclloom weavers, working 
fifteen hours a-day, in perpetual inability to procure thereby enougl:*^ 
of the coarsest food ; English farm-labourers at nine shillings and 
at seven shillings a- week; Scotch farm-labourers who, ‘in districts 
'the half of whose husbandry is that of cows, taste no milk, can 
'procure no milk:' all these things are credible to us; several of 
them are known to us by the best evidence, by eyesight. With all 
this it is consistent that the wages of' skilled labour,' as it is called, 
should in many cases be higher than they ever were : the giant 
Stearnengine in a giant English Nation will hei*e create violent 
demand for labour, and will there annihilate demand. But, alas, 
the great portion of labour is not skilled : the millions are and must 
be skilless, where strength alone is wanted; ploughers, delvers, 
borers; hewers of wood and drawers of water; menials of the Steam- 
engine, only the chief menials and immediate &{5%-servants of which 
require skill. English Commerce stretches its fibres over the whole 
earth ; sensitive literally, nay quivering in convulsion, to the farthest 
influences of the earth. The huge demon of Mechanism smokes 
and tliimders, panting at his great task, in all sections of English 
land ; changing his sheq^e like a very Proteus ; and infallibly, at 
every change of shai^e, our setting whole multitudes of workmen, 
and as if with the waving of his shadow from afar, hurling them 
asunder, this way and that, in their crowded march and course of 
work or traffic ; so that the wisest no longer knows his whereabout. 
With an Ireland pouring daily in on us, in these circumstances ; 
deluging us down to its own waste confusion, outward and inward, 
it seems a cruel mockery to tell poor drudges that their condition 
is improving. 

New Poor-Law! Laissez faire, laissez pccsser ! The master of 
horses, when the summer labour is done, has to feed his horses 
through the winter. If he said to his horses : “ Quadrupeds, I have 
no longer work for you; but work exists abundantly over the 
world : are you ignorant (or must I read you Political-Economy 
Lectures) that the Stearnengine always in the long-run creates 
additional work ? Railways are forming in one quarter of this earth, 
canals in another, much cartage is wanted ; somewhere in Europe, 
Asia, Africa or America, doubt it not, ye will find cartage : go and 
seek cartage, and good go with you ! " They, with protrusive upper 
lip, snort dubious ; signifying that Europe, Asia, Africa and America 
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lie somewhat out of their beat; that what cartage rany bo wanted 
there is not too %vell known to them. They can find no cartage. 
They gallop distracted along highways, all fenced in to the right 
and to the left : finally, under pains of hunger, they take to leaping 
fences : eating foreign property, and — we know the rest. Ah, it is 
not a joyful mirth, it is sadder than tears, the laugh Humanity is 
forced to, at applied to poor peasants, in a world like 

our Europe of the year 1839 I 

So much can observation altogether unstatistic, looking only 
at a Drogheda or Dublin steamboat, ascertain for itself. Another 
tiling, likewise ascertainable on this vast obscure matter, excites 
a superficial surprise, but only a superficial one: That it is the 
best-paid workmen wdio, by Strikes, Trades-unions, Chartism, and 
the like, complain the most. No doubt of it! Tlie best-paid 
workmen are tliey alone that ca??/ so coin plain 1 How sliall he, the 
handloom weaver, who in the day that is passing over him lias 
to find food for the day, strike ■work ? If he strike work, he starves 
within the week. He is past complaint 1 — The fact itself, however* 
is one which, if we consider it, leads us into still deeper regions 
of the malady. Wages, it would appear, are no index of well-being 
to the working man : without proper wages there can be no well- 
being ; but wdth them also there may he none. Wages of working 
men differ greatly in different quarters of this country ; according 
to the researches or the guess of Mr, Symmons, an intelligent 
humane inquirer, they vary in the ratio of not less than three to 
one'. Cotton-spinners, as we learn, are generally well paid, while 
employed ; their w^ages, one week with another, wives and children 
all working, amount to sums which, if •well laid out, were fully 
adequate to comfortable living. And yet, alas, there seems little 
question that comfort or reasonable well-being is as much a stranger 
in these households as in any. At the cold hearth of the over- 
toiling ever-hungering weaver, dwells at least some equability, 
fixation as if in perennial ice : hope never comes : but also irregular 
impatience is absent. Of outward things these otiiers have or 
might have enough, but of all inward things there is the fataiost 
lack. Economy does not exist among them ; their trade now in 
plethoric prosperity, anon extenuated into inanition and 'short 
time,' is of the nature of gambling ; they live by it like gamljlers, 
now in luxurious superfluity, now in starvation. Black mutinous 
discontent devours them ; simply the miserablest feeling that can 
inhabit the heart of man. English Commerce with its world-wide 
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convulsive fluctuations, "witli its imxQeasurable Proteus Steam- 
demon, makes all paths uncertain for them, all life a bewilderment ; 
sobriety, steadfastness, peaceable continuance, the first blessings 
of man, are not theirs. 

It is in Glasgow among that class of operatives that ^ Number 60/ 
in his dark room, pays down the price of blood. Be it with leasoiL 
or with unreason, too surely they do in verity find the time all out \ 
of joint; this world for them no home, but a dingy prison-house, 
of reckless unthrift, rebellion, rancour, indignation against them- 
selves and against all men. Is it a green flowery world, with azure 
everlasting sky stretched over it, the wmrk and government of a 
God; or a murky-simmering Tophet, of copperas-fumes, cotton- 
fuzz, gin-riot, wrath and toil, created by a Demon, governed by a 
Demon ? The sum of their wretchedness merited and unmerited 
welters, huge, dark and baleful, like a Dantean Hell, visible there 
in the statistics of Gin: Gin justly named the most authentic 
incarnation of the Infernal Principle in our times, too indisputable 
an incarnation ; Gin the black throat into which WTetchedness of 
every sort, consummating itself by calling on delirium to help it, 
whirls down; abdication of the power to think or resolve, as too 
painful now, on the part of men whose lot of all others would 
require thought and resolution ; liquid Madness sold at ten-pence 
the quartern, all the products of which are and must be, like its 
origin, mad, miserable, ruinous, and that only 1 If from this black 
unluminous unheeded Inferno, and Prisonhouse of souls in pain, 
there do flash up from time to time, some dismal wide-spread glare 
of Chartism or the like, notable to all, claiming remedy from all, — 
are we to regard it as more baleful than the quiet state, or rather 
as not so baleful ? Ireland is in chronic atrophy these five centu- 
ries ; the disease of nobler England, identified now with that of 
Ireland becomes acute, has crises, and will be cured or kill 



CHAPTER V. 


MGIiTS AKB MIGHTS. 

It is not wliat a man outwardly Has or wants tliat constitutes tlie 
Happiness or misery of him. Nakedness, hunger, distress of all 
kinds, death itself have been cheerfully siiifered, when the heart 
was right. It is the feeling oi is insupportable to all 
men. The brutalest black African cannot bear that he should be 
used unjustly. No man can bear it, or ought to bear it. A deeper 
law than any parchment-law whatsoever, a law written direct by 
the hand of God in the inmost being of man, incessantly protests 
against it. What is injustice ? Another name for ci^isorder, for 
imveracity, unreality; a thing which veracious created Nature, 
even because it is not Chaos and a wasto-wliiiiing baseless 
Phantasm, rejects and disowns. It is not the outward pain of 
injustice ; that, were it even the flaying of the back with knotted 
scourges, the severing of the head with guillotines, is comparatively 
a small matter. The real smart is the sours pain and stigma, the 
hurt inflicted on the moral self. The rudest clown must draw him- 
self up into attitude of battle, and resistance to the death, if such 
be offered him. He cannot live under it; his own soul aloud, and 
all the Universe with silent continual beckonings, says. It cannot 
he. He must revenge himself ; revctnchcr himself, make himself good 
again, — that so memi may be mine, t%i%m tldne, and each ])arty 
standing clear on his own basis, order be restored. There is some- 
thing infinitely respectable in this, and we may say universally 
respected ; it is the common stamp of manhood vindicating itself in 
all of us, the basis of whatever is worthy in all of us, and through 
superficial diversities, the same in all 

As cZisorder, insane by the nature of it, is the hatefulest of things 
to man, who lives by sanity and order, so injustice is the worst evil, 
some call it the only evil, in this world. All men submit to toil, to 
disappointment, to unhappiness ; it is their lot here ; but in all 
hearts, inextinguishable by sceptic logic, by sorrow, perversion or 
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despair itself, there is a small still voice intimating that it is not 
the final lot; that wild, waste, incoherent as it looks, a God 
■presides over it ; that it is not an injustice, but a justice. Force 
itself, the hopelessness of resistance, has doubtless a composing 
effect; — against inanimate and much other infliction of 

the like sort, we have found it suffice to produce complete com- 
posure. Yet one would say, a permanent Injustice even from an 
Infinite Power would prove unendurable by men. If men had 
lost belief in a God, their oiily resource against a blind No-God, of 
Necessity and Mechanism, that held them like a hideous Woiid- 
Steamenglne, like a hideous Phalaris’ Bull, imprisoned in its own 
iron belly, would be, with or without hope,— They could, 
as Novalis says, by a ' simultaneous universal act of suicide,' ch^mi 
out of the World-Steamengine; and end, if not in victory, yet in 
invincibility, and unsubduable protest that such World-Steam- 
engine was a failure and a stupidity. 

Conquest, indeed, is a fact often witnessed ; conquest, which 
seems mere wrong and force, everywhere asserts itself as a right 
among men. Yet if we examine, we shall find that, in this world, 
no conquest could ever become permanent, which did not withal 
show itself beneficial to the conquered as well as to conquerors. 
Mithridates King of Pontus, come now to extremity, 'appealed to 
the patriotism of his people;' but, says the history, 'he had 
'squeezed them, and fleeced and plundered them for long years;' 
his requisitions, flying irregular, devastative, like the whirlwind, 
were less supportable than Roman strictness and method, regular 
though never so rigorous : he therefore appealed to their patriot- 
ism in vain. The Romans conquered Mithridates. The Romans, 
having conquered the world, held it conquered, hecause they could 
best govern the world ; the mass of men found it nowise pressing 
to revolt; their fancy might be afflicted more or less, but in their 
solid interests they were better off than before. 

So too in this England long ago, the old Saxon Nobles, disunited 
among themselves, and in power too nearly equal, could not have 
governed the country well ; Harold being slain, their last chance 
of governing it, except in anarchy and civil war, was over : a new 
class of strong Norman Nobles, entering with a strong man, with a 
succession of strong men at the head of them, and not disunited, 
but united by many ties, by their very community of language and 
interest, had there. been no other’,. in a condition to govern it; 
and did govern it, we can believe, in some rather tolerable manner. 


GHAEmM. 2*19 

or tiiey would not have continued there. They acted, little cou- 
scioiis of such fimction on their part, as an iirnnense voliiutuer 
Police Force, stationed everywhere, united, disciplined, feudally 
regimented, ready for action; strong Teutonic men; who, on the 
whole, proved effective men, and drilled this wihl Teutonic people 
into unity and peaceable cooperation better than others could have 
done I How can-do^ if we will well interpret it, unites itself with 
sliall-do among mortals ; how strength acts ever as the right-arm of 
justice ; how might and right, so frightfully discrepant at first, arc 
ever in the long-nm one and the same, — is a cheering consider- 
ation, which always in the black tempestuous vortices of this 
world's history, will shine out on us, like an eve idas ting polar star. 

Of eoncpiest w^e may say that it never yet waujt by brute force 
and compulsion; conquest of that kind does not endure. Conquest, 
along with pow-er of compulsion, an essential universally in Immaii 
society, must bring beiieiit along with it, or men, of the ordinary 
strength of men, will lling it out. The strong man, wliat is he if we 
will consider ? Tlie wise man ; the man witli the gill of mctliod, of 
faithfulness and valour, all of which are of the basis of wisdom ; 
who has insight into wdiat is what, into -what wall follow out of 
wdiat, the eye to see and the hand to do ; who is fit to administer, 
to direct, and guidingiy command: he is the strong man. His 
muscles and bones are no stronger than ours; but his soul is 
sti’enger, his soul is wiser, clearer, — is better and nobler, for that is, 
has been and ever will be the root of all clearness worthy of such a 
name. Beautiful it is, and a gleam from the same eternal pole-star 
visible amid the destinies of men, that all talent, all intellect is in 
the first place moral ; — what a world were this otherwise ! But 
it is the heart always that sees, before the head can see : let us 
know that ; and know therefore that the Good alone is deathless 
and victorious, that Hope is sure and steadfest, in all phases of this 
'Place of Hope.’ — Shiftiness, quirk, attorney- cunning is a kind of 
tiling that fancies itselff and is often fancied, to be talent; but it is 
luckily mistaken in that. Succeed truly it does, what is called 
succeeding; and even must in general succeed, if the dispensers of 
success be of due stupidity : men of due stupidity will iiocds say 
to it, “ Thou art wisdom, rule thou !” Whereupon it rules. But 
Hature answers, “No, this ruling of thine is nut according to omj 
laws ; thy wisdom was not wise enough I Dost thou take mo too 
for a Quackery ? For a Conventionality and Attorneyism ? This 
chaff that thou sowest into my bosom, though it pass at the poll- 
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booth and elsewhere for seed-corn, J will not grow wheat out of if, 
for it is chaff I '' 

But to return. Injustice, infidelity to truth and fact and 
"Nature’s order, being properly the one evil under the sun, and the 
feeling of injustice the one intolerable pain under the sun, our^ 
grand question as to the condition of these working men would be : 
Is it just ? And first of all, What belief have they themseh es 
formed about the justice of it? The words they promulgate are 
notable by way of answer ; their actions are still more notable- 
Chartism with its pikes, Swing with his tinder-box, speak a most 
loud though inarticulate language. Glasgow Thuggery speaks 
aloud too, in a language we may well call infernal. What kind of 
‘wild-justice’ must it be in the hearts of these men that prompts 
them, with cold deliberation, in conclave assembled, to doom their 
brother workman, as the deserter of his order and his order s cause, 
to die as a traitor and deserter; and have him executed, since not 
by any public judge and hangman, then by a private one like 
your old Chivalry Femgericht, and Secret-Tribunal, suddenly in this 
strange guise become new; suddenly rising once more on the 
astonished eye, dressed now not in mail-shirts but in fustian 
jackets, meeting not in Westphalian forests but in the paved 
Gallowgate of Glasgow! Not loyal loving obedience to those 
placed over them, but a far other temper, must animate these men ! 
It is frightful enough. Such temper must he wide-spread, virulent 
among the many, when even in its worst acme it can take such 
a form in a few. But indeed decay of loyalty in all senses, dis- 
obedience, decay of religious faith, has long been noticeable and 
lamentable in this largest class, as in other smaller ones. Revolt, 
sullen revengeful humour of revolt against the upper classes, 
decreasing respect for what their temporal superiors command, 
decreasing faith for what their spiritual superiors teach, is more 
and more the universal spirit of the lower classes. Such spirit may 
be blamed, may be vindicated ; but all men must recognise it as 
extant there, all may know that it is mournful, that unless altered 
it will be fatal. Of lower classes so related to upper, happy nations 
are not made 1 To whatever other griefs the lower classes labour 
under, this bitterest and sorest grief now superadds itself: the 
unendurable conviction that they are unfairly dealt with, that their 
lot in this world is not founded on right, not even on necessity 
and might, and is neither what it should be, nor what it shall be. 

Or why do we ask of Chartism, Glasgow Trades-unions, and 
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snclilike? Has not broad Europe heard the question put, and 
answered, on the great scale; has not a French Eevolutioh 
been ? Since the year 1789, there is now half a century complete ; 
and a French Revolution not yet complete 1 Whosoever will look 
at that enormous Phenomenon may find many meanings in it, but 
this meaning as the ground of all: That it was a revolt of the 
oppressed lower classes against the oppressing or neglecting upper 
classes: not a French revolt only; no, a European one; full of 
stern monition to all countries of Europe. These Chartisms, 
Radicalisms, Reform Bill, Tithe Bill, and infinite other discrepancy, 
and acrid argument and jargon that there is yet to be, are oitr 
French Revolution: God grant that we, with our better methods, 
may be able to transact it by argument alone I 

The French Revolution, now that we have sufficiently execrated 
its horrors and crimes, is found to have had withal a great mean- 
ing in it. As indeed, what great thing ever happened in this 
world, a world understood always to bo made and governed by a 
Providence and Wisdom, not by an Unwisdom, without meaning 
somewhat? It was a tolerably audible voice of proclamation, and 
universal oye^ ! to all people, this of three-and-twenty years’ close 
fighting, sieging, conflagrating, with a million or two of men shot 
dead : the world ought to know by this time that it was verily 
meant .in earnest, that same Phenomenon, and had its own reasons 
for appearing there ! Which accordingly the world begins now to 
do. The French Revolution is seen, or begins everywhere to be 
seen, ^ as the crowning phenomenon of our Modern Time ; ’ ' the in- 
' evitable stern end of much; the fearful, but also wonderful, 
'Indispensable and sternly beneficent beginning of much.’ He who 
would understand the struggling convulsive unrest of European 
society, in any and every country, at this day, may read it in broad 
glaring lines there, in that the most convulsive phenomenon of the 
last thousand years. Europe lay pining, obstructed, moribund ; 
quack-ridden, hag-ridden, — ^is there a hag, or spectre of the Pit, so 
baleful, hideous as your accredited quack, were lie never so close- 
shaven, mild-spoken, plausible to himself and others ? Quack- 
ridden : in that one word lies all misery whatsoever. Speciosity in 
all departments usurps the place of reality, thrusts reality away ; 
instead of performance, there is appearance of performance. 
The quack is a Falsehood Incarnate ; and speaks, and makes and 
does mere falsehoods, which Nature with her veracity has to 
disown. As chief priest, as chief governor, he stands there, 
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intrusted witli rnucli. The husbandman of ^ Time’s Seedfield ; ^ he is 
the world’s hired sower, hired and solemnly appointed to sow the 
kind true earth with wheat this year, that next year all men may 
have bread. He, miserable mortal, deceiving and self-deceiving, 
sows it, as -WQ said, not with corn but with chaff; the world no- 
thing doubting, harrows it in, pays him his wmges, dismisses him 
with blessing, and — next year there has no corn sprung. Nature 
has disowned the chaff, declined growing chaff, and behold now 
there is no bread ! It becomes necessary, in such case, to do several - 
things ; not soft things some of them, but hard. 

Nay we will add that the very circumstance of quacks in un- 
usual quantity getting domination, indicates that the heart of the 
world is already wrong. The impostor is false ; but neither are 
his dupes altogether true : is not his first grand dupe the falsest of 
all, — himself namely? Sincere men, of never so limited intel- 
lect, have an instinct for discriminating sincerity. The cunningest 
Mephistopheles cannot deceive a simple Margaret of honest heart ; 

' it stands written on his brow. ' Masses of people capable of being 
led away by quacks are themselves of partially untrue spirit. Alas, 
in such times it grows to be the universal belief, sole accredited 
knowingiress, and the contrary of it accounted puerile enthusiasm, 
this sorrowfulest disbelief that there is properly speaking any truth 
in the world ; that the world was, has been or ever can be guided, 

- except by simulation, dissimulation, and the sufficiently dextrous 
practice of pretence. The faith of men is dead: in what has 
guineas in its pocket, beefeaters riding behind it, and cannons 
trundling before it, they can believe ; in what has none of these 
things they cannot believe. Sense for the true and false is lost ; 
there is properly no longer any true or false. It is tlie heyday 
of Imposture; of Semblance recognising itself, and getting itself 
recognised, for Substance. Gaping multitudes listen ; unlisteniiig 
multitudes see not but that it is all right, and in the order [ 
Nature. Earnest men, one of a million, shut their lips ; suppressii>g 
thoughts, which there are no words to utter. To them it is too 
visible that spiritual life has departed ; that material life, in what- 
soever figure of it, cannot long remain . behind. To them it seems 
as if our Europe of the Eighteenth Gentury, long hag-ridden, vexed 
with foul enchanters, to the length now of gorgeous Domdaniel 
FarcsHiuso-ecrfs and ‘ Peasants living, on meal-husks and boiled 
grass,’ had verily sunk down to die and dissolve; and were now, 
with its French Philosophisms, Hume Scepticisms, Diderot Athe- 
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isms, maundering in tlie final deliration ; writhing, with its Seven- 
years Silesian robber- wars, in the final agony. Glory to God, our 
Euroiie was not to die but to live ! Our Europe rose like a frenzied 
giant; shook all that poisonous magician trumpery to rigl.it and 
left, trampling it storinfully under foot; and declared aloud that 
; there was strength in him, not for life only, but for new and 
infinitely wider life. Antseiis-like tlie giant had struck his foot 
■ once more upon Reality and the Earth; there only, if in tliis 
Universe at all, lay strength and healing for him. Heaven knows, 
it was not a gentle process ; no wonder that it was a fearful process 
this same ' Phcmiix fire-consumination ^ I But tlie alternative was 
it or death ; the merciful Heavens, merciful in^ their severity, 
sent us it rather. 

And so the * rights of man ’ were to be written down on paper ; 
and exjierimentaily wrought upon towards elaboration, in huge 
battle and wrestle, element conflicting with element, from side to side 
of this earth, for three-and-twenty years. Rights of man, wrongs of 
man ? It is a question wliicli has swallowed whole nations and 
generations; a question — on which we will not enter here. Far be 
it from us 1 Logic lias small business with this question at present; 
logic has no plummet that will sound it at any time. But indeed 
the rights of man, as has been not unaptly remarked, are little 
worth ascertaining in comparison to the mights of man, — to what 
portion of his rights he has any chance of being able to make good I 
The accurate final rights of man lie in the far deeps of the Ideal, 
where ^ the Ideal weds itself to the Possible, ' as the Philosophers 
say. The ascertainable temporary rights of man vary not a little, 
according to place and time. They are known to depend much on 
what a man s convictions of them are. The Highland wife, with 
her husband at the foot of the gallows, patted him on the shoulder 
(if there be historical truth in Joseph Miller), and said her 
tears; “Go up, Donald, my rhan; the Laird bids ye,** To her it 
seemed tine rights of lairds were great, the rights of men small; 
and slie acc-piiesced. Deputy Lapoule, in the Salle ties Menus at 
Versailles, on the 4th of August 1739, demandeil (he did actually 
‘demand,* and by unanimous vote obtain) that the ‘obsolete law* 
authorising a vSeigneur, on his return from the chase or otlier 
needful fatigue, to slaughter not above two of his vassals, and vo- 
fresh his feet in their warm blood and bowels, should be Gibro- 
gated. * From such obsolete law, or tnad tradition and phantasm id' 
an obsolete law, down to any corndaw, game-law, rotten-borough 
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law, or other law or practice clamoured of in this time of ours, the 
distance travelled over is great ! 

What are the rights of men ? All men are justified in demand- 
ing and searching for their rights; moreover, justified or not, they , 
will do it: by Chartisms, Exdicalisms, French Revolutions, or 
whatsoever methods they have. Rights surely are right: on the 
other hand, this other saying is most -true, ' Use every man accord- 
ing to his rights, and who shall escape whipping?’ These two 
things, we say, are both true ; and both are essential to make up 
the whole truth. All good men know always and feel, each for 
himself, that the one is not less true than the other: and act 
accordingly. The contradiction is of the surface only; as in 
opposite sides of the same fact : universal in this dualism of a life 
we have. Between these two extremes, Society and all human 
things must fiuctuatingly adjust themselves the best they can. 

And yet that there is verily a trights of man’ let no mortal 
doubt. An ideal of right does dwell in all men, in all arrangements, 
pactions and procedures of men : it is to this ideal of right, more 
and more developing itself as it is more and more approximated to, 
that human Society forever tends and struggles. We say also that 
any given thing either is unjust or else just ; however obscure the 
arguings and stragglings on it be, the thing in itself there as it 
lies, infallibly enough, is the one or the* other. To which let us 
add only this, the first, last article of faith, the alpha and omega of 
all faith among men, That nothing which is unjust can hope to 
continue in this world. A faith true in all times, more or less 
forgotten in most, but altogether frightfully brought to remem- 
brance again in ours I Lyons fusilladings, Nantes noyadings, reigns 
of terror, and such other universal battle-thunder and explosion ; 
these, if we will understand them, were but a new irrefragable 
preaching abroad of that. It woidd appear that Speciosities which 
are not Realities cannot any longer inhabit this world. It would 
appear that the unjust thing has no friend in the Heaven, and a 
majority against it on the Earth ; nay that it has at bottom all 
men for its enemies ; that it may take shelter in this fallacy and 
then in that, but will be hunted from fallacy to fallacy till it find 
no fallacy to shelter-in any more, but must march and go else- 
whither; — that, in a word, it ought to prepare incessantly for 
decent departure, before mdecent departure, ignominious drumming 
out, nay savage smiting out and burning out, overtake it I 

Alas, was that such new tidings ? Is it not from of old in- 
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diibitable, tliat Untratli, Injustice whicli is but acted untrutlij lias 
no power to continue in this true Universe of ours ? Tbe tidings 
was world-old, or older, as old as the Fall of Lucifer : and yet in 
that epoch unhappily it was new tidings, unexpected, incredible ; 
and there had to be such earthquakes and shakings of tlie nations 
befoie it could be listened to, and laid to heart even slightly 1 Let 
us lay it to heart, let us know it well, that new shakings be not 
needed. Known and laid to heart it must everywhere be, before 
peace can pretend to come. This seems to us the secret of our 
convulsed era; this which is so easily written, which is and has 
been and will be so hard to bring to pass. All true men, high and 
low, each in his sphere, are consciously or unconsciously bringing 
it to pass; all false and half-true men are fruitlessly spending 
themselves to hinder it from coming to pass. 


CHAPTER VI. 


LAISSEZ-FAIRE. 

From all which enormous events, with truths old and new 
embodied in them, what innumerable practical inferences are to be 
drawn ! Events are written lessons, glaring in huge hieroglyphic 
picture-writing, that all may read and know them : the terror and 
horror they inspire is but the note of preparation for the truth 
they are to teach ; a rnere waste of terror if that be not learned. 
Inferences enough ; most didactic, practically applicable in all 
departments of English things 1 One inference, but one inclusive 
of all, shall content us hero; this namely: That Laism-faiTe\\n.s 
as good as done its part in a great many provinces ; that in the 
province of the Working Classes, Lamez-fane having passed its 
New Poor-Law, has reached the suicidal point, and now, as/efo- 
de-se>, lies dying there, in torchlight meetings and suchlike ; that, 
in brief, a government of the under classes by the upper on a 
principle of Let-alone is no longer possible in England in these 
days. This is the one inference inclusive of all. For there can be 
no acting or doing of any kind, till it be recognised that there is a 
thing to be done ; the thing once recognised, doing in a thousand 
shapes becomes possible. The Working Classes cannot any 
longer go on without government ; without being actually guided 
and governed ; England cannot subsist in peace till, by some means 
or otlier, some guidance and government for them is found. 

For, alas, on us too the rude truth has come home. Wrappages 
and spcciosities all worn off, the haggard naked fact speaks to us : 
Ai‘e these millions taught ? Are these millions guided ? We have 
a Church, the venerable embodiment of an idea which may well 
call itself divine; which our Withers for long ages, feeling it to be 
divine, have been embodying as we see: it is a Church wmll 
furnished with equipments and appurtenances ; educated in 
universities; rich in money; set on high places that it may bo 
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conspicuous to nil, Lonoiired of all We hare an Aristocracy (4- 
landed wealfcli and commercial wealth, in whose Iiands lies the law- 
making and the law-administering; an Axistocracy rich, powerful 
long secure in its place ; an Aristocracy with, more faculty put free 
into its liands than was ever before, in any country or time, put 
into the hands of any class of men. This Cliurch answers: Yes, 
the p.^oplo are taught. This Aristocracy, astonishment in every 
feature, answers : Yes, surely the people arc guided ! Do we not 
pass what Acts of Parliament are needful ; as many as thirty-nine 
for the shooting of the partridges alone ? Are there not treadmills, 
gibbets ; even hospitals, poor-rates, New Poor-Law ? Ho answers 
Church ; so answers Aristocracy, astonishment in every feature. 

Fact, in the mean while, takes his lucifer-hox, sfds [ire to wheat- 
stacks ; slieds an all-too dismal light on several things. Fact 
searches for his third-rate potato, not in the meekest humour, six- 
and-tlurty weeks eaeh, year ; and does not find it. Fa.ct jiasslonately 
joins Messiah Thom of Canterbury, and has hinisidf shot for a new 
fifth-monarchy brought in by Bedlam. Fact holds his fustian- 
jacket FemgerieJd in Glasgow City. Fact carts his Petition over 
London streets, begging that you would simply have tlie goodness 
to grant him universal suffi'age and ‘the five points,’ by way of 
remedy. These are not symptoms of teaching and guiding. 

Nay, at bottom, is it not a singular thing tliis of Laissea-faire, 
from the first origin of it ? As good as an abdication on the part 
of governors ; an admission that they are henceforth incompetent 
to govern, that they are not there to govern at all, but to do — one 
knows not what ! The universal demand of Laissez-faire by a 
people from its governors or upper classes, is a soft-sounding demand ; 
but it is only one step removed from the fatalist. ‘ Lamezfaire! 
exclaims a sardonic German writer, ‘ What is this universal cry 
‘ for Laissczfaire ? Does it mean that human affairs require no 
‘guidance; that wisdom and forethought cannot guide them better 
‘ than folly and accident ? Alas, does it not mean : “ 8mh guidance 
‘ is worse than none I Leave us alone of yonr guidance ; eat your 
‘wages, and sleep And now if guidance have grown iudis- 
pensabl(3, and tlie sleep continue, what becomes of the sleep and its 
wages ? — In those entirely surprising circumstances to wd)ic]i the 
Eighteenth Century had brought us, in the time of Alani Smitli, 
Zaissezfaire ^vas a reasonable cry as indeed, in all circumstances, 
for a wise governor there will be meaning in the principle of it. 
To wise governors you will cry: “See what you will, and will not, 
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let alone/^ To unwise governors, to liungry Greeks throttling do\yn 
hungry Greeks on the floor of a St. Stephen s, you will cry : ''Let 
all things alone ; for Heaven's sake, meddle ye with nothing ! ” 

How Laissez-fairo may adjust itself in other provinces we say 
not : but we do venture to say, and ask whether events everywhere, 
in world-history and parish-history, in all manner of dialects are 
not saying it, That in regard to the lower orders of society, and 
their governance and guidance, the principle of Lcm^cz-fcdn has 
terminated, and is no longer applicable at all, in this Europe of 
ours, still less in this England of ours. Not misgovernment, nor 
yet no-government; only government will now serve. Wbat is 
tlie meaning of the 'five points,' if we will understand them? 
What are all popular commotions and maddest bellowings, from 
Peterloo to the Place-de-Greve itself ? Bellowings, wz-articulate cries 
as of a dumb creature in rage and pain ; to the ear of wisdom 
they are inarticulate prayers : " Guide me, govern me I I am mad 
and miserable, and cannot guide myself 1 " Surely of all ' rights 
of man,' this right of the ignorant man to be guided by the wdser, 
to be, gently or forcibly, held in the true course by him, is the 
indisputablest. Nature herself ordains it from the first ; Society 
struggles towards perfection by enforcing and accomplishing it 
more and more. If Freedom have any meaning, it means enjoy- 
ment of this right, wherein all other rights are enjoyed. It is a 
sacred right and duty, on both sides ; and the summary of all social 
duties whatsoever between the two. Why does the one toil with 
his hands, if the other be not to toil, still more unweariedly, with 
heart and head ? The brawny craftsman finds it no child’s-play to 
mould his unpliant rugged masses ; neither is guidance of men a 
dilettantism : what it becomes when treated as a dilettantism, we 
may see 1 The wild horse bounds homeless through the wilderness, 
is not led to stall and manger ; but neither does he toil for you, 
but for himself only. 

Democracy, ^ve are well aware, what is called ' self-government ' 
of the multitude by the multitude, is in words the thing every- 
where passionately clamoured for at present. Democracy makes 
rapid progress in these latter times, and ever more rapid, in a 
perilous accelerative ratio ; towards democracy, and that only, the 
progress of things is everywhere tending as to the final goal and 
winning-post. So think, so clamour the multitudes everywhere. 
And yet all men may see, whose sight is good for much, that in 
democracy can lie no finality ; that with the completest winning of 
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democracy tlicrc is nothing yet won, — oxcci)t emptiness, and the 
free chance to win! Democracy is, by the nature of it, a self- 
cancelling business; and gives in the long-run a net result ol z^cro. 
Where no government is wanted, save that of the parish-constable, 
as in America with its boundless soil, every man being able to find 
work and recompense for himself, democracy may subsist; not 
elsewhere, except briefly, as a swift transition towards something 
other and farther. Democracy never yet, that we heard of, was abl*. 
to accomplish much work, beyond tliat same caneelling of itself. 
Rome and Athens are themes for the schools; iinexceptionablc fijr 
that purpose. In Rome and Athens, as elsewhere, if we look prac- 
tically, we shall find that it was not by loud voting and debating 
of many, but by wise insight ami ordering of a few that the worlc 
was done. So is it ever, so will it ever be. 

The French Convention v;xs a Parliament elected ^ by tlie five 
points,' with ballot-boxes, universal suffrages, and what not, as per- 
fectly as Parliament can hope to be in this worhl ; and had inloed 
a pretty spell of work to do, and did it. The French Conven- 
tion had to cease from being a free Parliament, and become more 
arbitrary than any Sultan Bajazet, before it could so much as 
subsist. It had to purge out its argumentative Girondins, elect 
its Supreme Committee of Salut, guillotine into silence and ex- 
tinction all tha.t gainsaid it, and rule and work literally by the 
sternest despotism ever seen in Europe, before it could rule at 
all. Napoleon was not president of a republio; Cromwell tried 
hard to rule in that way, but found that he could not. These, 
‘ the armed soldiers of democracy,^ had to chain democracy under 
their feet, and become despots over it, before they could work out 
tlie earnest obscure purpose of democracy itself! 

Democracy, take it where yon will in our Europe, is found but 
as a regulated nietliod of rebellion and abrogation; it abrogates 
the old arrangement of things ; and leaves, as we say, zero aial 
vacuity for the institution of a new arrangement. It is tlio con- 
summation of No-government and Zamez-faire. It may be siatunil 
for our Europe at present; but cannot be the ultimatum of it. 
Not towards the impossibility, ‘ self-government ' of a multitude 
by a multitude ; but towards some possibility, government by the 
wisest, docs bewildered Europe struggle. The blesiedost possibility : 
not misgovernraeDt, not Zetmez-faire, but veritable government I 
Cannot one discern too, across all democratic turbulence, clattering 
of ballot-boxes and infinite sorrowful jangle ; needful or not, tluit 
Mise. in. U 
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this at bottom is the wish and prayer of all human hearts, every- 
where and at all times: “Give me a leader; a true leader, not a 
false sham-leader; a true leader, that he may guide me on the true 
way, that I may be loyal to him, that I may swear fealty to him 
and follow him, and feel that it is well with me T' The relation of 
the taught to their teacher, of the loyal subject to his guiding 
king, is, under one shape or another, the vital element of human 
Society ; indispensable to it, perennial in it ; without which, as 
body reft of its soul, it falls down into death, and with horrid 
noisome dissolution passes away and disappears. 

But verily in these times, with their new stern Evangel, that 
Speciosities which are not Realities can no longer be, all Aris- 
tocracies, Priesthoods, Persons in Authority, are called upon to 
consider. What is an Aristocracy ? A corporation of the Best, of 
the Bravest. To this joyfully, with heart-loyalty, do men pay the 
half of their substance, to equip and decorate their Best, to lodge 
them in palaces, set them high over all. For it is of the nature of 
men, in every time, to honour and love their Best ; to know no 
limits in honouring them. Whatsoever Aristocracy is still a corpo- 
ration of the Best, is safe from all peril, and the land it rules is 
a safe and blessed land. Whatsoever Aristocracy does not even 
attempt to he that, but only to wear the clothes of that, is not safe ; 
neither is the land it rules in safe! For this now is our sad lot, 
that we must find a real Aristocracy, that an apparent Aristocracy, 
how plausible soever, has become inadequate for us. One way 
or other, the world will absolutely need to be governed : if not by 
this class of men, then by that. One can predict, without gift of 
prophecy, that the era of routine is nearly ended. Wisdom and 
faculty alone, faithful, valiant, ever-zealous, not pleasant but pain- 
ful, continual effort will suiSSce. Cost what it may, by one means 
or another, the toiling multitudes of this perplexed, over-crowded 
Europe must and will find governors. Laissez-faire, Leave them 
to do ’ ? The thing they will dOy if so left, is too frightful to think 
of] It has been done once, in sight of the whole earth, in these 
generations : can it need to be done a second time ? 

For a Priesthood, in like manner, whatsoever its titles, possess- 
sions, professions, there is but one question : Does it teach and 
spiritually guide this people, yea or no? If yea, then is all well 
But if no, then let it strive earnestly to alter, for as yet there is 
nothing well 1 Nothing, we ^y: and indeed is not tliis that we 
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f call spiritual guidance properly tlie soul of tlie whole, the life and 
ej^^esight of the whole ? The world asks of its Church in these 
times, more passionately than of any other Institution any question, 
Canst thou teach us or not 1 '' — A Priesthood in France, when the 
world asked, " What canst thou do for us ? answered only, aloud 
and ever louder, Are we not of God 1 Invested with all power I 
— till at length France cut short this controversy too, in what 
frightful way we know. To all men who believed in the Cluirch, 
to all men who believed in God and the soul of man, there was no 
issue of the French Revolution half so sorrowful as that. France 
cast out its benighted blind Priesthood into destiaiction ; yet with 
what a loss to France also I A solution of continuity, what we m ay 
well call such; and this where continuity is so momentous: the 
New, whatever it may be, cannot now f/row out of tlie Olil, but is 
severed sheer asunder from the Old, —how much lies wasted in 
tliat gap 1 That one whole generation of thinkers should be with- 
out a religion to believe, or even to contradict; that Christianity, 
in thinking France, should as it were fade away so long into a 
remote extraneous tradition, was one of the saddest facts connected 
O with the future of that country. Look at such Political and Moral 



Philosophies, St.-Simonisms, Robert-Macairisms, and the ' Litera- 
ture of Desperation ' 1 Kingship was perhaps but a cheap waste, 
compared with this of the Priestship; ’under which France still, all 
but unconsciously, labours ; and may long labour, remediless the 
while. Let others consider it, and take warning by it I France is 
a pregnant example in all ways. Aristocracies that do not govern, 
Priesthoods that do not teach ; the misery of that, and the misery 
of altering that, — are written in Belshazzar fire-letters on the 
iiistory of France. 

Or does the British reader, safe in the assurance that 'England 
is not Fratice,' call all this unpleasant doctrine of ours ideology, 
perfectibility, and a vacant dream ? Does the British rea<lor, 
resting on the faith that what has been these two generations 
was from the beginning, and will be to the end, assert to himself 
that things are already as they can be, as they must be ; that on 
the whole, no Upper Classes did ever 'govern' the Lower, in this 
sense of governing ? Believe it not, 0 British reader ! Man is man 
everywhere; dislikes to have 'sensible species' and 'ghosts of 
defunct bodies' foisted on him, in England even as in France. 

How much the Upper Chisses did actually, in any the most 
perfect Feudal time, return to the Under by way of recompense, in 
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government, guidance, protection, we will not undertake to specify 
here. In Charity-Balls, Soup-Kitchens, in Quarter-Sessions, 
Prison-Discipline and Treadmills, we can well believe the old 
Feudal Aristocracy not to have surpassed the new. Yet we do say 
that the old Aristocracy were the governors of the Lower Glasses, 
the guides of the Lower Classes ; and even, at bottom, that they 
existed as an Aristocracy because they were found adequate for 
that. Not by Charity-Balls and Soup-Kitchens; not so ; far other- 
wise 1 But it was their happiness that, in struggling for their own^ 



of governing. For, in one word, Gash Pa^jmcnt had not then grown 
to be the universal sole nexus of man to man ; it was something 
other than money that the high then expected from the low, and 
could not live without getting from the low. Not as buyer and 
seller alone, of land or what else it might be, but in many senses 
still as soldier and captain, as clansman and head, as loyal subject 
and guiding king, was the low related to the high. With the 
siipreme triumph of Cash, a changed time has entered ; there must 
a changed Aristocracy enter. We invite the British reader to 
meditate earnestly on these things, . 

Another thing, which the British reader often reads and hears 
in this time, is worth his meditating for a moment : That Society 
^ exists for the protection of property.’ To which it is added, that 
the poor man also has property, namely, his labour,’ and the 
fifteen-pence or three-and-sixpence a-day he can get for that. 
True enough, 0 friends, ^for property ; ’ most true : and 

indeed, if you will once sufficiently enforce that Eighth Command- 
ment, the whole ‘rights of man’ are well cared for; I know no 
better definition of the rights of man. Thou shalt not steal, thou, 
shall not be stolen from : what a Society were that ; Plato’s Re- 
public, More’s Utopia mere emblems of it ! Give every man what 
is his, the accurate price of Avhat he lias done and been, no man 
shall any more complain, neither shall the earth suffer any more. 
For the protection of property, in very truth, and for that alone 1 

And now wliat is thy propex'ty? That parchment title-deed, 
that purse thou buttonest in thy breeches-pocket ? Is that thy 
valuable property ? Unhappy brother, most poor insolvent brother, 
I without parchment at all, with purse oftenest in the flaccid 
state,, impondorous, which will not fling against the wind, have 
quite other property than that! I have the miraculous breath 
of Life in me, breathed into my nostrils by Almighty God. I 
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liave affections, thonglits, a god-given mpaUHhj to and do; 
riglits, therefore, — the right for instance to thy love if I lliei?., 
to thy guidance if I obey thee: the strangest rights, whereof in 
cliurcli-pulpits one still hears something, thougli almost un’n- 
telligible now; rights stretching high into Immensity, far into 
Eternity! Fifteen-pence a-day; threo-arul-sixpence a-day; eight 
hundred pounds and odd a-day, dost thou call that my property ? 
I value that little; little all I could purcliaso with that. For 
truly, as is said, what matters it? In torn boots, in soft-lnnig 
carriages-and-four, a man gets always to liis journey's end. Socrates 
walked barefoot, or in wooden shoes, and yet arrived happily. 
They never asked liirn, IVhat shoes or conveyance ? never, What 
wages hadst thou ? but simply, What work didst thou ? — Pro})evty, 
0 brother? 'Of my very body I liave bat a life-rent.' As for 
this flaccid purse of mine, 'tis soruetlung, nothing ; has been the 
slave of pickpockets, cutthroats, Jew-brokers, golil-dnst roblx?rs; 
Twas bis, 'tis mine ; — 'tis thine, if thou care muelii to steal it. But 
my soul, breathed into me by God, my Me and what capability 
is there; that is mine, and I will resist the stealing of it, I call 
that mine and not thine ; I will keep that, and do what work I 
can with it: God has given it me. the Devil shall not take it 
away! Alas, my friends, Society exists and has existed for a 
great many purposes, not so easy to specify 1 

Society, it is understood, does not in any age prevent a man 
from being what he ca7i he. A sooty African ca7i become a 
Toussaint L'Ouverture, a murderous Three-fingered Jack, let the 
yellow West Indies say to it what they will. A Scottish Poet, 
‘proud of his name and country,' apply fervently to 'Gentle- 
men of the Caledonian Hunt,' and become a gauger of beer-barrels, 
and tragical immortal broken-hearted Singer; the stifled echo 
of his melody audible through long centuries, one other note in 
‘that sacred Miserere* that rises up to Heaven, out of all times 
and lands. What I can he thou decidedly will not liinder me 
from being. Nay even for being what I eonhl he, I luivo the 
strangest claims on thee, — not convenient to adjust at present! 
Protection of breeclies-pocket property ? 0 reader, to what sliifts 

is poor Society reduced, struggling to give still some account of 
herself, in epochs when Cash Payment has become the sole nexus 
of man to man ! On the whole, we will advise Society not to talk 
at all about what she exists for; but rather with her wlioie industry 
to exist, to try how she can keep existing! That is her best 
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plan. She may depend upon it, if sLe ever, by cruel chance, did 
come to exist only for protection of breeches-pocket property, she 
would lose very soon the gift of protecting even that, and find 



her career in our lower world on the point of terminating ! — 

For the rest, that in the most perfect Feudal Ages, the Ideal 
of Aristocracy nowhere lived in vacant serene purity as an Ideal, 
but always as a poor imperfect Actual, little heeding or not know- 
ing at all that an Ideal lay in it,— this too we will cheerfully admit.. 
Imperfection, it is known, cleaves to human things ; far is the 
Ideal departed from, in most times; very far I And yet so long 
as an Ideal (any soul of Truth) does, in never so confused a manner, 
exist and work within the Actual, it is a tolerable business. Not 
so, when the Ideal has entirely departed, and the Actual owns 
to itself that it has no Idea, no soul of Truth any longer : at that 
degree of imperfection human things cannot continue living ; they 
are obliged to alter or expire, when they attain to that. Blotches 
and diseases exist on the skin and deeper, the heart continuing 
whole; but it is another matter when the heart itself becomes 
diseased; when there is no heart, but a monstrous gangrene 
pretending to exist there as heart ! 

On the whole, 0 reader, thou wilt find everywhere that things 
which have had an existence among men have first of all had to 
have a truth and worth in them, and were not semblances hut 
realities. Nothing not a reality ever yet got men to pay bed 
and board to it for long. Look at Mahometanism itself I Dalai- 
Lamaism, even Dalai-Lamaism, one rejoices to discover, may be 
worth its victuals in this world; not a quackery but a sincerity ; 
not a nothing but a something ! The mistake of those who 
believe that fraud, force, injustice, whatsoever untrue thing, how- 
soever cloaked and decorated, was ever or can ever be the principle 
of man’s relations to man, is great and the greatest. It is the 
error of the infidel ; in whom the truth as yet is not. It is an 
error pregnant with mere errors and miseries; an error fatal, 
lamentable, to be abandoned by all men. 


CHAPTER VII 


KOT LAISSEZ-I^AIIIE. 

How an Aristocracy, in these present times and circumstances, 
could, if never so well disposed, set about governing tlio Under 
Class ? What they should do.; endeavour or attempt to do ? 
That is even the question of questions : — the question which ihey 
have to solve ; whicli it is our utmost function at present to tell 
them, lies there for solving, and must and will be solved. 

Insoluble we cannot fancy it. One select class Society has 
furnished with wealth, intelligence, leisure, means outward and 
inward for governing; another huge class, furnished by Society 
with none of tliose things, declares that it must be governed: 
Negative stands fronting Positive ; if Negative and Positive ca7inot 
unite, — it will be worse for both I Let the faculty and eanrest 
constant effort of England combine round this matter ; let it once 
be recognised as a vital matter* Innumerable things our Upper 
Classes and Lawgivers might ‘do;’ but the preliminary of all 
things, we must repeat, is to know that a thing must needs be 
done. We lead them here to the shore of a boundless continent; 
ask them, Whether they do not with their own eyes see it, see 
strange symptoms of it, lying huge, dark, unexplored, inevitable ; 
full of hope, but also full of difficulty, savagery, almost of despair ? 
Let them enter; they must enter; Time and Necessity have 
brought thorn hither; where they are is no continuing! Let 
them enter ; the first step once taken, the next will have become 
clearer, all future steps will become possible. It is a great problem 
for all of us ; but for themselves, we may say, more than for any. 
On them chiefly, as the expected solvers of it, will the failure of 
a solution first falL One way or other there must and will be 
a solution. 

True, these matters lie far, very far indeed, from tbe ‘usual 
habits of Parliament,’ in late times ; from the routine course of 
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any Legislative or Administrative body of men that exists among 
us. Too true! And that is even the thing we complain of: 
had the mischief been looked into as it gradually rose, it would 
not have attained this magnitude. That self-cancelling Donothing- 
ism and Lcmuz-faire should have got so ingrained into our Practice, 
is the source of all these miseries. It is too true that Parliament, 
for the matter of near a century now, has been able to undertake 
the adjustment of almost one thing alone, of itself and its own 
interests; leaving other interests to rub along very much as they 
could and would. True, this was the practice of the whole 
Eighteenth Century ; and struggles still to prolong itself into the 
Nineteenth, — which, however, is no longer the time for it 1 

Those Eighteenth-century Parliaments, one may hope, will 
become a curious object one day. Are not these same ' Memoirs ' 
of Horace Walpole, to an unparliamentary eye, already a curious 
object ? One of the clearest-sighted men of the Eighteenth Cen- 
tury writes down his Parliamentary observation of it there; a 
determined despiser and merciless dissector of cant; a liberal 
withal, one who will go all lengths for the ‘glorious revolution,' 
and resist Tory principles to the death : he writes, with an indig- 
nant elegiac feeling, how Mr. This, who had voted so and then 
voted so, and was the son of this and the brother of that, and had 
such claims to the fat appointment, 'was nevertheless scandalously 
postponed to Mr. That; — whereupon are not the affairs of this 
nation in a bad way ? How hungry Greek meets hungry Greek on 
the floor of St. Stephen's, and wrestles him and throttles him till he 
has to cry, Hold ! the ofBce is thine ! — of this does Horace write. — - 
One must say, the destinies of nations do not always rest entirely 
on Parliament. One must say, it is a wonderful affair that science 
of ‘government,' as practised in the Eighteenth Century of the 
Christian era, and still struggling to practise itself. One must say, 
it was a lucky century that could get it so practised : a century 
which had inherited richly from its predecessors ; and also which 
did, not unnaturally, bequeath to its successors a French Eevolu- 
tion, general overturn, and reign of terror; — intimating, in most 
audible thunder, conflagration, guillotinement, cannonading and 
universal war and earthquake, that such century with its practices 
had ended. 

Ended ; — for decidedly that course of procedure will no longer 
serve. Parliament will absolutely, with whatever effort, have to 
lift itself out of those deep ruts of donothing routine ; and learn to 
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say, on all sides, sometliing more edifying tlian Zamez-faire. If 
Paiiiament cannot learn it, what is to become of Parliamout ? The 
toiling millions of England ask of their English rarliament fore- 
most of all, Canst thou govern us or not ? Parliament with its 
privileges is strong; but Necessity and the Laws of Nature are 
stronger than it. If Parliament cannot do this thing, Parliament 
we pro 2 :)hesy will do some other thing and things which, in the 
strangest and not the haj^piest way, will forward its being done,— 
not much to the advantage of Parliament probably 1 Done, one 
way or other, the thing must be. In these complicated times, 
with Cash Payment as the sole nexus between man and man, the 
Toiling Classes of mankind declare, in their confused but most 
emphatic way, to the Untoiling, that they will be governed; that 
they must, — under penalty of Chartisms, T hugger i(}s, liick-burnings, 
and even blacker things than those. Vain also is it to think tliat 
the misery of one class, of the great universal under class, can be 
isolated, and kept apart and peculiar, down in tliat class. By 
infallible contagion, evident enough to ndiccticm, evident even to 
Political Economy that will reflect, the misery of tlie lowest spreads 
upwards and upwards till it reaches the very highest ; till all has 
grown miserable, palpably false and wrong; and poor drudges 
hungering ' on meal-husks and boiled grass ' do, by circuitous but 
sure methods, bring kings' heads to the block ! 

Cash Payment the sole nexus ; and there are so many things 
which cash will not j^ay 1 Cash is a great miracle ; yet it has not 
all power in Heaven, nor even on Earth. ‘ Supply and demand ' 
we will honour also; and yet how many 'demands' are there, 
entirely indispensable, which have to go elsewhere than to the 
shops, and produce quite other than cash, before they can got their 
supply! On tlic whole, what astonishing payments does cash 
make in this world 1 Of your Samuel Johnson, furnished with 
‘fourpence-halfpormy a-day,’ and solid , lodging at nights on tlie 
paved streets, as his payment, we do nofc speak not in the way 
of complaint: it is a world-old business for the like of him, that 
same arrangement or a worse ; perhaps the man, for liis own uses, 
had need even of that, and of no better. Nay is not Society, busy 
with its Talfourd Copyright Bill and the like, struggling to do 
something effectual for that man; — enacting with ail industry that 
his own creation bo accounted his own manufacture, and continue 
uBStolen, on his own market-stand, for so long as sixty years? 
Perhaps Society is right there ; for discrepancies on that side too 
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may became excessive. All men are not patient docile Johnsons ; 
some of them are half-mad inflammable Eousseaus. Such, in 
peculiar times, you may drive too far. Society in France, for 
example, was not destitute of cash : Society contrived to pay 
Philippe d’Orleans not yet Egalite three hundred thousand a-year 
and odd, for driving cabriolets through the streets of Paris and 
other work done ; but in cash, encouragement, arrangement, recom- 
pense or recognition of any kind, it had nothing to give this same 
half-mad Eousseau for his work done ; whose brain in consequence, 
too ^much enforced' for a weak brain, uttered hasty sparks, Gontrat 
Social and the like, which proved not so quenchable again! In 
regard to that species of men too, who knows whether Laissez-faire 
itself (which is Serjeant Talfourd's Copyright Bill continued to 
eternity instead of sixty years) will not turn out insufficient, and 
have to cease, one day ? — 

Alas, in regard to so very many things, Laissez-faire ought partly 
to endeavour to cease 1 But in regard to poor Sanspotato peasants, 
Trades-Union craftsmen, Chartist cotton-spinners, the time has 
come when it must either cease or a worse thing straightway 
begin, — a thing of tinder-boxes, vitriol-bottles, secondhand pistols, 
a visibly insupportable thing in the eyes of all. 



CHAPTER Till. 


' HEW EB'AS. 

For in very trutli it is a ‘new Era;* a new Praetiee lias l}ecomG 
indispensable in it. One lias heard so often of new eras, nciv and 
newest eras, that the word has grown ratiier empty of late. Yet 
new eras do come; there is no fact surer tlian that they have 
come more than once. And always with a change of era, with a 
change of intrinsic conditions, there had to be a change of practice 
and outward relations brought about,— if not peaceably, then by 
violence : for brought about it had to be, there could no rest come 
till then. How many eras and epochs, not noted at the moment; 
— which indeed is the blessedest condition of epochs, that they 
come quietly, making no proclamation of themselves, and are only 
visible long after: a Cromwell Rebellion, a French Revolution, 
‘ striking on the Horologe of Time,* to tell all mortals what o*clock 
it has become, are too expensive, if one could help it ! — 

In a strange rhapsodic * History of the Teuton Kindred (GescMchte 
der Teiitschen Sippsehafi)^ not yet translated into our language, we 
have found a Chapter on the Eras of England, which, were there 
U'oom for it, would be instructive in this place. We shall crave 
leave to excerpt some pages ; partly as a relief from the too near 
vexations of our own rather sorrowful Era; partly as calculated 
to throw, more or less obliquely, some degree of light on tiie 
meanings of that. The Author is anonymous : but wo have heard 
him called the Herr Professor Sauertoig, and indeed think we 
know*him under that name ; 

* Who shall say what work and works this England has yet to 
do ? For what purpose this land of Britain was created, set like 

a jewel in the encircling bine of Ocean; and this Tribe of Saxons, 
fashioned in the depths of Time, the shores of the Black Sea** 
or elsewhere, out of Harxgebirge rock ** or whatever other material, 
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was sent travelling hitherward? No man can say: it was for a 
work, and for works, incapable of announcement in words. Thou 
seest them there; part of them stand done, and visible to the eye; 
even these thou canst not oiajm : how much less the others still 
matter of prophecy only I — They live and labour there, these 
twenty million Saxon men ; they have been born into this mystery 
of life out of the darkness of Past Time : — how changed now since 
the first Father and first Mother of them set forth, quitting the 
tribe of Tlimtli, with passionate farewell, under questionable 
auspices; on scanty bullock-cart, if they had even bullocks and 
a cart; with axe and hunting-spear, to subdue a portion of our 
common Planet 1 This Nation now has cities and seedfields, has 
spring-vans, dray-wagons, Long-Acre carriages, nay railway trains ; 
has coined-money, exchange-bills, laws, books, war-fleets, spinning- 
jennies, warehouses and West-India Docks: see what it has built 
and done, what it can and will yet build and do ! These umbrageous 
pleasure-woods, green meadows, shaven stubble-fields, smooth- 
sweeping roads ; these high-domed cities, and what they hold and 
bear ; this mild Good-morrow which the stranger bids thee, equit- 
able, nay forbearant if need were, judicially calm and law-observing 
towards thee a stranger, what work has it not cost ? How many 
brawny arms, generation after generation, sank down wearied ; how 
many noble hearts, toiling while life lasted, and wise heads that 
wore themselves dim with scanning and discerning, before this 
waste White-cliff, Albion so-called, with its other Cassiterides Tin 
Islands, became a British Empire I The stream of World-History 
has altered its complexion; Komaus are dead out, English are 
come in. The red broad mark of Romanhood, stamped inefface- 
ably on that Chart of Time, has disappeared from the present, and 
belongs only to the past. England plays its part; England too 
has a mark to leave, and we will hope none of the least significant. 
Of a truth, whosoever had, with the bodily eye, seen Hengst and 
Horsa mooring on the mud-beach of Thanet, on that spring morning 
of the Year 449 ; and then, with the spiritual eye, looked forward 
to New York, Calcutta, Sidney Cove, across the ages and the 
oceans ; and thought what Wellingtons, Washingtons, Shakspeares, 
Miltons, Watts, Arkwrights, William Pitts and Davie Crocketts 
had to issue from that business, and do their several taskworks 
so, — he would have said, those leather-boats of HengsFs had a 
kind of cargo in them ! A genealogio Mythus superior to any in 
the old Greek, to almost any in the old Hebrew itself; and not 
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a Mytlius eitlier, but every fibre of it fact An Epic Poem was 
there, ami all manner of poems; except that the Pout has not yet 
made his appearance/ 

' Six centuries of obscure endeavour/ continues Saiierleig, * which 
to read Historians, you would incline to call mere obscure slaughter, 
discord, and misen Jeavour ; of which all that the human memory, 
after a thousand readings, can remember, is that it resembled, 
wdiat Milton names it, the 'blocking and fighting of kites and 
crows : '' this, in brief, is tlio history of the. Heptarcliy or Seven 
Kingdoms. Six centuries: a stormy spring-time, if there ever was 
one, for a Nation. Obscure figliting of kites and crows, howxivta*, 
was not the History of it; but was only wdiat the dim Historians 
of it saw good to record. Were not forests felled, bogs drained, 
fields made arable, towns built, laws made, and the Tlionght and 
Practice of men in many ways perfected ? Teiiorabie Ikido had 
got a Iangua.ge wdiich he could now not only speak, but spell and 
put on paper: tliink what lies in that. Eemurmured by the 
German sea-flood swinging slow with sullen roar against those 
hoarse Northumbrian rocks, the venerable man set down several 
things in a legible manner. Or was the smith idle, hammering 
only wartools ? He had learned metallurgy, stithy-w'ork in general ; 
and made ploughshares withal, and adzes and mason-hammers. 
Gastm, Caesters or Chesters, Dons, Tons {Zmms, Enclosures or 
Tow7u), not a few, did they not stand there ; of burnt brick, of 
timber, of lath-and-clay ; sending, >up the peaceable smoke of 
hearths ? England had a History then too ; though no Historian 
to write it. Those “ flockings and fightings,” sad inevitable neces- 
sities, w^ere the expensive tentative steps towards some capability 
of living and working in concert : experiments they w^ere, not always 
coneliisive, to ascertain who had the might over whom, the right 
over whom/ 


' M. Thierry has written an '' ingenious Book, celebrating wdth 
considerable pathos the fate of the Saxons fallen under tliat fierce- 
hearted Oonquoedor^ Acquirer or Conqueror, as he is named. M. 
Thierry professes to have a turn for looking at that side of things : 
the fxte of the Welsh too moves him ; of the Celts generally, 
whom a fiercer race swept before them into the mountainous nooks 
of the West, whither they were not worth following. Noble deeds, 
according to M. Thierry, were done by these unsuccessful men, 
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heroic sufferings undergone ; -which it is a pious duty to rescue 
from forgetfulness. True, surely I A tear at least is due to the 
unhappy: it is right and fit that there should be a man to assert 
that lost cause too, and see what can still be made of it. Most 
right : — and yet, on the whole, taking matters on that great scale, 
what can we say but that the cause which pleased the gods has 
in the end to please Cato also ? Cato cannot alter it ; Cato wil 1 
find that he cannot at bottom wish to alter it, 

'Might and Eight do differ frightfully from hour to hour; but 
give them centuries to try it in, they are found to be identical. 
Whose land loas this of Britain? God’s who made it, His and no 
other's it was and is. Who of God’s creatures had right to live 
in it ? The wolves and bisons ? Yes they ; till one with a better 
right showed himself. The Celt, "aboriginal savage of Europe,” 
as a snarling antiquary names him, arrived, pretending to have 
a better right ; and did accordingly, not without pain to the bisons, 
make good the same. He had a better right to that piece of God’s 
land ; namely a better might to turn it to use ; — a might to settle 
himself there, at least, and try what use he could turn it to. The 
bisons disappeared ; the Celts took possession, and tilled. Forever, 
was it to be ? Alas, Forever is not a category that can establish 
itself in this world of Time. A world of Time, by the very definir 
tion of it, is a world of mortality and mutability, of Beginning and 
Ending. No property is eternal but God the Maker’s : whom 
Heaven permits to take possession, his is the right; Heaven’s 
sanction is such permission, — while it lasts : nothing more can be 
said. Why does that hyssop grow there, in the chink of the wall ? 
Because the whole Universe, sufficiently occupied otherwise, could 
not hitherto prevent its growing I It has the might and the right. 
By the same great law do Roman Empires establish themselves, 
Christian Religions promulgate themselves, and all extant Powers 
bear rule. The strong thing is the just thing : this thou wilt find 
throughout in our world; — as indeed was God and Truth the 
Maker of our world, or was Satan and Falsehood ? 

'One proposition widely current as to this Norman Conquest is 
of a Physiologic sort : That the conquerors and conquered here 
were of different races ; nay that the Nobility of England is still, 
to this hour, of a somewhat different blood from the commonalty, 
their fine Norman features contrasting so pleasantly with the 
coarse Saxon ones of the others, God knows, there are coarse 
enough features to be seen among the commonalty of that country ; 
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bufc if tlio Nobility’s be finer, it is not tlieir Normanliood tliat can 
be the reason. Does the above Physiologist reflect who those 
same Normans, Northmen, originally were? Baltic Saxons, ami 
what other miscellany of Lurdanes, Jutes and Deutsch Pirates 
from the East-sea marshes would join them in plunder of France ! 
If living three centuries longer in Heathenism, sea-robbery, and 
the uiilucrative fishing of amber could ennoble them beyond the 
others, then were they ennobled. The Normans were Saxons who 
had learned to speak French. No: by Thor and Wodan, tlie 
Saxons were all as noble as needful; — shaped, says the ])>Iythus, 
‘‘from the rock of the Harzgebiige; ” brother-tribes being made 
of clay, wood, water, or what other material miglit be going ! A 
stubborn, taciturn, sulky, indomitable rock-made race of men ; as 
the figure they cut in all quarters, in the cano-brako of Arkansas, 
in the Ghauts of the Himmalaya, no less than in Loii(l<jn City, in 
Warwick or Lancaster County, docs still abundantly manifest/ 


‘To this English People in World-History, tliere have been, 
shall I prophesy. Two grand tasks assigned? Huge- looming 
through the dim tumult of the always incommensurable Present 
Time, outlines of two tasks disclose themselves : the grand Indus- 
trial task of conquering some half or more of this Terraqueous 
Planet for the use of man ; then secondly, the grand Constitutional 
task of sliaring, in some pacific endurable manner, the fruit of 
said conquest, and showing all people how it might be done. These 
I will call their two tasks, discernible Intherto in World-History : 
in both of these they have made respectable though unequ^d 
progress. Steamengines, ploughshares, pickaxes; what is meant 
by conquering this Planet, they partly know. Elective franchise, 
ballot-box, representative assembly; how to accomplish sharing 
of that compiest, they do not so well know. Europe knows not ; 
Europe veliemently asks in these days, but I'cceives no answer, no 
credible answer. For as to the partial Delolmish, Benthameo, or 
other French or English answers, current in the proper quarters, 
and highly beneficial and indispensable there, thy disbtdief in theru 
as final answers, I take it, is complete.' 


‘Succession of rebellions? Successive clippings away of the 
Supreme Authority; class after class rising in revolt to say, “Wo 
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•will no more be governed so''? That is not the history of tho 
English Constitution ; not altogether that. Eebellion is the means, 
but it is not the motive cause. The motive cause, and true secret 
of the matter, were always this; The, necessity there was for 
rebelling? 

'Rights I will permit thee to call everywhere "correctly- 
articulated mights!' A dreadful business to articulate correctly I 
Consider those Barons of Runnymede; consider all manner of 
successfully revolting men I Your Great Charter has to be ex- 
perimented on, by battle and debate, for a hundred-and-fifty 
years; is then found to he correct; and stands as true Magna 
Gliarta , — nigh cut in pieces by a tailor, short of measures, in later 
generations. Mights, I say, are a dreadful business ' to articulate 
correctly! Yet articulated they have to be; the time comes for 
it, the need comes for it, and with enormous difficulty and experi- 
menting it is got done. Call it not succession of rebellions ; call it 
rather succession of expansions, of enlightenments, gift of articulate 
utterance descending ever lower. Class after class acquires faculty 
of utterance, — Necessity teaching and compelling ; as the dumb 
man, seeing the knife at his father's throat, suddenly acquired 
speech 1 Consider too how class after class not only acquires 
faculty of articulating what its might is, but likewise grows in might, 
acquires might or loses might ; so that always, after a space, there 
is not only new gift of articulating, but there is something new 
to articulate. Constitutional epochs will never cease among men.' • 

' And so now, the Barons all settled and satisfied, a new class 
hitherto silent had begun to speak : the Middle Class, namely. 
In the time of James First, not only Knights of the Shire but 
Parliamentary Burgesses assemble, to assert, to complain and pro- 
pose ; a real House of Commons has come decisively into play, — 
much to the astonishment of James First. We call it a growth 
of mights, if also of necessities ; a growth of power to articulate 
mights, and make rights of them. 

' In those past silent centuries, among those silent classes, much 
had been going on. Not only had red-deer in the New and other 
Forests been got preserved and shot; and treacheries of Simon 
de Montfort, wars of Red and White Roses, Battles of Crecy, 
Battles of Bosworth, and many other battles been got transacted 
and adjusted; but England wholly, not without sore toil and 
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acliing bones to tbe lyiillions of sires and tlie milli^nis of sons tlioso 
eigbteen generations, bad been got drained and tilled, covered with 
yellow harvests, beautiful and rich possessions; tlie ininl-wooden 
Caesters and Chesters had become stcepled tile-roofed compact 
Towns. Sheffield had taken to the manufacture of Sheffield 
whittles; Worstead could from wool spin yarn, and knit or weave 
the same into stockings or breeches for men. England had 
property valuable to the auctioneer; but the accurnuiate manu- 
facturing, commercial, economic shill which lay impalpably ware- 
housed in English hands and heads, what auctioneer could estimate ? 

'Hardly an Englishman to be met with but couhl do some- 
thing; some ciinninger thing than break his fellow-creature's head 
with battle-axes. Tlie seven incorporated trades, with their 
million guild-brethren, witli tlicir hammers, their sliuttles and 
tools, wliat an army ; — fit to compior that lan<l of England, as 
we say, and to hold it concpiered I Nay, strangest of all, the 
English people ha<l ac(|uired the faculty and habit of thinking, — 
even of believing: individual conscience had unfolded itself among 
them; Conscience, and Intelligence its liandmaid. Ideas of in- 
numerable kinds were circulating among these men : witness one 
Shakspeare, a woolcomber, poacher, or whatever else at Stratford 
in Warwickshire, wlio happened to write books ! The finest human 
figure, as I appreliend, that Nature has hitherto seen fit to make 
of our widely diffused Teutonic clay. Saxon, Norman, Gelt or 
Sarrnat, I find no human soul so beautiful, these fifteen-hundred 
known years ; — our supreme modern European man. Him England 
had contrived to realise : were there not ideas ? 

'Ideas poetic and also Puritanic, — that had to seek utterance 
in the notables t way ! England had got her Shakspeare ; but was 
now about to get her Milton and Oliver Cromwell This too we 
will call a new expansion, hard as it might be to articulate and 
adjust; this, that a man could actually have a Conscience for his 
own behoof, and not for his Priest's only ; that his Priest, be who 
he might, wmuld henceforth have to take that fact along witli him. 
One of the hardest things to adjust! It is not adjusted clown 
to this hour. It lasts onwards to the time they call “Glorious 
Revolution '' before so much as a reasonable truce can be made, 
and the war proceed by logic mainly. And stiii it is war, and 
no peace, unless we call waste vacancy peace. But it needed to 
be adjusted, as the others had done, as still others will do. 
Nobility at Rimnymede cannot endure foul-play grown palpable ; 
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no more can Gentry in Long Parliament ; no more can Commonalty 
in Parliament they name Reformed. Prynne's bloody ears were 
as a testimony and question to all England : “ Englishmen, is this 
fair ? England, no longer continent of herself, answered, bellowing 
as with the voice of lions : “ No, it is not fair I ” ’ 


'But now on the Industrial side, while this great Constitutional 
controversy, and revolt of the Middle Class had not ended, had 
yet but begun, what a shoot was that that England, carelessly, in 
quest of other objects, struck out across the Ocean, into the waste 
land which it named N&w England I Hail to thee, poor little ship 
Mayflower, of Delft-Haven: poor common-looking ship, hired by 
common charterparty for coined dollars; caulked with mere oakum 
and tar ; provisioned with vulgarest biscuit and bacon ; — ^yet what 
ship Argo, or miraculous epic ship built by the Sea-Gods, was 
other than a foolish bumbarge in comparison! Golden fleeces or 
the like these sailed for, with or without effect ; thou little May- 
flower hadst in thee a veritable Promethean spark; the life-spark 
of the largest Nation on our Earth,— so we may already name the 
Transatlantic Saxon Nation. They went seeking leave to hear 
sermon in their own method, these Mayflower Puritans; a most 
honest indispensable search: and yet like Saul the son of Kish, 
seeking a small thing, they found ; this unexpected great thing! 
Honour to the brave and true ; they verily, we say, carry fire from 
Heaven, and have a power that^ dream not of. Let 

all men honour Puritanism, since God has so honoured it. Islam 
itself, with its wild heartfelt Allah ahlar, God is great,’’ was it 
not honoured ? There is but one thing without honour; smitten 
with eternal baiTemiess, inability to do or be: Insincerity, Un- 
belief, Ho who believes no who believes only the show's 

of things, is not in relation with Nature and Fact at all. Nature 
denies him ; orders him at his earliest convenience to disappear* 
Let him disappear from her domains, — into those of Chaos, 
Hypothesis and Simulacrum^ or wherever else his parish may be.’ 


'As to the Third Constitutional controversy, that of the Work- 
ing Classes, which now debates itself everywhere these fifty years, 
in France specifically since 1780, in England too since 1831, it is 
doubtless the hardest of ail to get articulated : finis of peace, or 
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even reasonable truce on this, is a thing I Lave little prospect of 
for several generations. Dark^ wikb weltering, dreary, luoiiiiclless; 
nothing liea,rd on it yet but bollot-boxes, Parliamentary arguing ; 
not to speak of much far worse arguing, by steel and lead, from 
Valniy to Waterloo, to Peterloo ! 

^And yet of Representative Assemblies may not (his good be 
said : That contending parties in a country do thiu eby aseert;, du 
one another's streiigth ? They fight there, since figiit they must, 
by petition, Parliamentary eloquence, not by sword, bayonet and 
bursts of military cannom Wliy do men fight at all, if it be not 
that they are yet ?d?iacquainted with one another s strength, aiid 
must fight and ascertain it? Knowing that thou art strnuger 
than I, that thou eanst compel me, I will submit to thee: vinless 
I chance to prefer extermination, and sliglitly circuitous suicide, 
there is no other course for mo. Tliat in England, by pn])lic 
meetings, by petitions, by elections, leading-articles, and other 
jangling hubbub and tongue-fence which perpeiiuilly goes on every- 
where in tliat country, people ascertain one another's streugtii, 
and the most obdurate House of Lords has to yiehl and givedu 
before it come to cannonading and guillotinement : this is a saving 
characteristic of England. Nay, at bottom, is not this the cele- 
brated English Constitution itself? This ^^yzspoken Constitution 
whereof Privilege of Parliament, Money-Bill, Mutiny -Bill, and all 
that could be spoken and enacted hitherto, is not the essence 
and body, but only the shape and skin? Such Constitution is, 
in our times, verily invaluable/ 


^Long stormy spring-time, wet contentious A|>ril, winter chilling 
the lap of very May ; but at length the season of summer docs 
come. 8o long the tree stood naked ; angiy wiry nakujd boughs 
moaning and creaking in the wind: you would say, Cut it down, 
why cumberetli it tlie ground? Not so; we must wait; all things 
will have their time. — Of the man Sliakspeare, and Ids .Eliza- 
bethan Era, with its Sydneys, Raleighs, Bacons, what could we sny ? 
That it was a spiritual fiower-time. Suddenly, as with the breath 
of June, your rude naked tree is touched; bursts into leaves and 
flowers, such leaves and flowers. The past long ages of nakcflness, 
and wintry fermentation and elaboration, have done their jiart, 
though seeming to do nothing. The past silence has got a voicfg 
all the more significant the longer it had continued silent. In 
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trees, men, institutions, creeds, nations, in all things extant and 
growing in this Universe, we may note such vicissitudes and 
budding-times. Moreover there are spiritual budding-tirnes ; and 
then also there are physical, appointed to nations. 

‘Thus in the middle of that poor calumniated Eighteenth 
Century, see once more I Long winter again past, the dead-seem- 
ing tree proves to be living, to have been always living ; after 
motionless times, every bough shoots forth on the sudden, verji 
strangely : — it now turns out that this favoured England was noli 
only to have had her Shakspeares, Bacons, Sydneys, but to have* 
her Watts, Arkwrights, Brindleys ! We will honour greatness 
in all kinds. The Prospero evoked the singing of Ariel, and took 
captive the world with those melodies: the same Prospero can 
send his Eire-demons panting across all oceans ; shooting with the 
speed of meteors, on cunning highways, from end to end of 
kingdoms; and make Iron his missionary, preaching its evangel 
to the brute Primeval Powers, which listen and obey: neither is 
this small. Manchester, with its cotton-fuzz, its smoke and dust, 
its tumult and contentious squalor, is hideous to thee ? Think 
not so : a precious substance, beautiful as magic dreams, and yet 
no dream but a reality, lies hidden in that noisome wrappage ; — 
a wrappage struggling indeed (look at Chartisms and suchlike) 
to cast itself off, and leave the beauty free and visible there I 
Hast thou heard, with sound ears, the awakening of a Manchester, 
on Monday morning, at half-past five by the clock; the rushing- 
off of its thousand mills, like the boom of an Atlantic tide, ten- 
thousand times ten-thousand spools and spindles all set humming 
there, — it is perhaps, if thou knew it well, sublime as a Niagara, 
or more so. Cotton-spinning is the clothing of the naked in its 
result; the triumph of man over matter in its means. Soot and 
despair are not the essence of it; they are divisible from it, — at 
this hour, are they not crying fiercely to be divided ? The great 
Goethe, looking at cotton Switzerland, declared it, I am told, to 
be of all things that he had seen in this world the most poetical. 
Whereat friend Kanzler von Muller, in search of the palpable 
picturesque, could not but stare wide-eyed. Nevertheless our 
World-Poet knew well what he was saying.’ 

‘Eichard Arkwright, it would seem, was not a beautiful man; 
no romance-hero with haughty eyes, Apollo-lip, and gesture like 


CHARTIS]\I. 


300 


the herald Mercury; a plain almost gross, bag-cheeked, potbellied 
Lancashire man, reflection, yet also of 

copious free digestion ;— a man stationed by the community to 
shave certain dusty beards, in the Northern parts of England, 
at a halfpenny each. To such end, we say, by forethought, over- 
sight, accident and arrangement, had Richard Arkwright been, 
by the community of England and his own consent, set apart. 
Nevertheless, in strapping of razors, in lathering of dusty beards, 
and the contradictions and confusions attendant thereon, the man 
had notions in that rough head of his; spindles, shuttles, whee’s 
and contrivances plying ideally within the same: rather hopeless-' 
looking ; which, however, he did at last bring to bear. Not without 
difficulty ! His townsfolk rose in mob round him, for throiitening 
to shorten labour, to shorten wages; so that he had to fly, with 
broken wash-pots, scattered household, and seek refuge elsewhere. 
Nay his wife too, as I learn, rebelled ; burnt his wooden model of 
his spinning-wheel; resolute that he should stick to his razors 
rather; — for which, however, he decisively, as thou wilt rejoice to 
understand, packed her out of doors. 0 reader, what a Historical 
Phenomenon is that bag-cheeked, potbellied, much-enduring, much- 
inventing barber 1 French Revolutions were a-brewing : to resist 
the same in any measure, imperial Kaisers were impotent without 
the cotton and cloth of England; and it was this man that had 
to give England tlie power of cotton.' 

‘ Neither had Watt of the Steameugine a heroic origin, any 
kindred with the princes of this world. The princes of tliis world 
were shooting their partridges ; noisily, in Parlianient or else wij ere, 
solving the question, Head or tail? while this man with blackened 
fingers, with grim brow, was searching out, in his workshop, the 
Fire-secret; or, having found it, was painfully wending to and 
fro in quest of a “ moneyed man," as indispensable man-midwife 
of the same. Reader, thou sbalt admire what is admirable, not 
what is dressed in admirable ; learn to know the British lion even 
when he is not throne-supporter, and also the British jackass in 
lion's skin even when he is. Ah, couldst thou always, what a 
world were it 1 But has the Berlin Royal Academy or any English 
Useful-Knowledge Society discovered, for instance, who it was 
that- first scratched earth with a stick; and threw cotub, the biggest 
he could find, into it ; seedgrains of a certain grass, which he 
named 'white or 'ivheat? Again, what is the wiioie Tees-water 
and other breeding-world to him nyIid stole home from the forests 
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the first bison-calf, and bred it np to be a tame bison, a milk-cow ? 
No machine of all they showed me in Birmingham can be put 
in comparison for ingenuity with that figure of the wedge named 
hnife.oi the wedges named of the lever named hammer : — 
nay is it not with tb^ hammer-knife, named sword, that men fight, 
and maintain any semblance of constituted authority that yet 
survives among us? The steamengine I call fire-demon and 
great; but it is nothing to the invention of fire, Prometheus, 
Tubalcain, Triptolemus 1 Are not our greatest men as good as 
lost? The men that walk daily among us, clothing us, warming 
us, feeding us, walk shrouded in darkness, mere mythic men. 

^It is said, ideas produce revolutions; and truly so they do; 
not spiritual ideas only, but even mechanical In this clanging 
clashing universal Sword-dance that the European world now 
dances for the last half-century, Voltaire is hut one choragus, 
where Richard Arkwright is another. Let it dance itself out. 
When Arkwright shall have become mythic like Arachne, we 
shall still spin in peaceable profit by him ; and the Sword-dance, 
with all its sorrowful shufflings, Waterloo waltzes, Moscow gallop- 
ades, how forgotten will that be I ^ 


‘On the whole, were not all these things most unexpected, 
unforeseen? As indeed what thing is foreseen; especially what 
man, the parent of things ! Robert Clive in that same time went 
out, with a developed gift of penmanship, as writer or superior 
book-keeper to a trading factory established in the distant East, 
With gift of penmanship developed; with other gifts not yet 
developed, which the calls of the case did by and by develop. 
Not fit for book-keeping alone, the man was found fit for con- 
queriDg Nawauhs, founding kingdoms, Indian Empires! In a 
questionable manner, Indian Empire from the other hemisphere 
took up its abode in Leadenhall Street, in the City of London. 

‘ Accidental all these things and persons look, unexpected every 
one of them to man. Yet inevitable every one of them; foreseen, 
not unexpected, by Supreme Power; prepared, appointed from 
afar. Advancing always through all centuries, in the middle of 
the eighteenth they arrived. The Saxon kindred hurst forth into 
cotton-spinning, cloth-cropping, iron-forging, steamengineing, rail- 
■waying, conunercirig and careering towards all the winds of 
Heaven, — in this inexplicable noisy manner ; the noise of which. 
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in Power-mills, in progress-of-tbe-specios Magazines, still deafens 
us somewhat. Most noisy, sudden! The Staffordshire coal- 
stratimi and coal-strata lay side by side with iron-strata, quiet 
since the creation of the world. Water flowed in Lancashire and 
Lanarkshire; bituminous fire lay bedded ir^ rocks there too, — 
over which how many fighting Stanleys, black Douglases, and 
other the like contentious persons, bad fought out their bickerings 
and broils, not without result, wve will hope! But God said, Let 
the iron missionaries be ; and they were. Coal and iron, so long 
close unregardful neighbours, are wedded together ; Birmingham 
and Wolverhampton, and the hundred Stygian forges, with tlieir 
fire-throats and iievei’-resting sledge-hammers, i-ose into day. Wet 
Manconium stretched out her hand towards Carolina and the 
torrid zone, and plucked cotton there ; who could forbid her, that 
had the skill to weave it ? Fish fled thereupon from the Mersey 
Eiver, vexed with innumerable keels. England, I say, dug out her 
bitumen-fire, and bade it work: towns rose, and steeple-chimneys; 
— Chartisms also, and Parliaments they name Reformed.’ 

Such, figuratively given, are some prominent points, chief moun- 
tain-summits, of our English History past and present, according 
to the Author of this strange untranslated Work, whom \ve think 
wm recognise to be an old acquaintance. 


CHAPTER IX. 


PAELIAMENTARY KADICALIS:^!. 

To us, looking at these matters somewhat in the same light, 
Reform-Bills, French Revolutions, Louis-Philippes, Chartisms, Re- 
volts of Three Days, and what not, are no longer inexplicable. 
Where the great mass of men is tolerably right, all is right ; where 
they are not right, all is wrong. The speaking classes speak and 
debate, each for itself ; the great dumb, deep-buried class lies like 
an Enceladus, who in his pain, if he will complain of it, has to pro- 
duce earthquakes 1 Everywhere, in these countries, in these times, 
the central fact worthy of all consideration forces itself on us in 
this shape : the claim of the Free Working-man to be raised to a 
level, we may say, with the Working Slave ; his anger and cureless 
discontent till that be done. Food, shelter, due guidance, in return 
for his labour: candidly interpreted, Chartism and all such isms 
mean that; and the madder they are, do they not the more 
emphatically mean, '' See what guidance you have given us I What 
delirium we are brought to talk and project, guided by nobody ! '' 
Zaissez-fedre on the part of the Governiug Classes, we repeat again 
and again, will, with wdiatever difficulty, have to cease; pacific 
mutual division of the spoil, and a world well let alone, will no 
longer suffice. A Do-nothing Guidance ; and it is a Do-something 
World 1 Would to God our Ducal Zicccs would become Leaders 
indeed ; our Aristocracies and Priesthoods discover in some suitable 
degree what the “world expected of them, what the world could no 
longer do without getting of them ! Nameless unmeasured con- 
fusions, misery to themselves and us, might so be spared. But 
that too will be as God has appointed. If they learn, it will be 
well and happy : if not they, then others instead of them will and 
must, and once more, though after a long sad circuit, it will be 
well and happy. 

Neither is the history of Chartism mysterious in these times ; 
especially if that of Radicalism be looked at. All along, for the last 
five-and-twenty years, it was curious to note how the internal dis- 
content of England struggled to find vent for itself through cmj 
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orifice : tlic poor patient, all sick from centre to surface, complains 
now of this member, now of that ; — corn-laws, currency- laws, free- 
trade, protection, want of free-trade : the poor patient tossing from 
side to side, seeking a sound side to lie on, finds none. This 
Doctor says, it is the liver j that other, it is the lungs, the head, 
the heart, defective transpiration in the skin. A thoroughgoing 
Doctor of eminence said, it was rotten boroughs ; the want of 
extended suffrage to destroy rotten boroughs. From of old, the 
English patient himself had a continually recurring notion that 
this was it. The English people are used to suffrage ; it is their 
panacea for all that goes wrong with them ; they have a fixed-idea 
of suffrage. Singular enough : one’s right to vote for a Member 
of Parliament, to send one’s ' twenty-thousandth part of a master 
of tongue-fence to National Palaver,’ — the Doctors asserted that 
this was Freedom, this and no other. It seemed credible to many 
men, of high degree and of low. The persuasion of remedy grew, 
the evil was pressing; Swing’s ricks were on fire. Some nine 
years ago, a State-surgeon rose, and in peculiar circumstances said : 
Let there be extension of the suffrage ; let the great Doctor’s 
nostrum, the patient’s old passionate prayer be fulfilled 1 

Parliamentary Radicalism, while it gave articulate utterance to 
the discontent of the English people, could not by its worst enemy 
be said to be without a function, If it is in the natural order of 
things that there must be discontent, no less so is it that such dis- 
content should have an outlet, a Parliamentary voice. Here the 
matter is debated of, demonstrated, contradicted, qualified, reduced 
to feasibility ; — can at least solace itself with hope, and die gently, 
convinced of w?^feasibility. The New, Untried ascertains how it will 
fit itself into the arrangements of the Old ; whether the Old can 
be compelled to admit it ; how in that case it may, with the 
minimum of violence, be admitted. Nor let us count it an easy 
one, this function of Radicalism ; it was one of the most difficult. 
The pain-stricken patient does, indeed, without effort groan and 
complain ; but not without effort does the physician ascertain what 
it is that has gone wrong with him, how some remedy may be 
devised for him. And above all, if your patient is not one sick 
man, but a whole sick nation ! Dingy dumb millions, grimed with 
dust and sweat, with darkness, rage and sorrow, stood round these 
men, saying, or struggling as they could to say : '' Behold, our lot 
is unfair; our life is not whole but sick; we cannot live under 
injustice; go ye and get us justice!” For whether the poor 
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operative clamoured for Time-bill, Factory-bill, Corn-bill, for or 
against whatever bill, this was what he meant. All bills plausibly 
presented might have some look of hope in them, might get some 
clamour of approval from him ; as, for the man wholly sick, there 
is no disease in the Nosology but he can trace in himself some 
symptoms of it. Such was the mission of Parliamentary Radicalism. 

How Parliamentary Radicalism has fulfilled this mission, in- 
trusted to its management these eight years no^v, is known to all 
men. The expectant millions have sat at a feast of the Barmecide ; 
been bidden fill themselves with the imagination of meat. What 
thing has Radicalism obtained for them ; what other than shadow's 
of things has it so much as asked for them ? Cheap Justice, Justice 
to Irelanil, Irish Appropriation-Clause, Rate-paying Clause, Poor- 
Rate, Church-Rate, Household Suffrage, Ballot-Question 'open' or 
shut : not things but shadows of things ; Beiithamee formulas ; 
barren as the east-wind I An Ultra-radical, not seemingly of the 
Benthamee species, is forced to exclaim : ' The people are at last 
wearied. They say, Why should we be ruined in our shops, thrown 
out of our farms, voting for these men? Ministerial majorities 
decline; this Ministry has become impotent, had it even the will 
to do good. They have called long to us, "We are a Reform 
Ministry; will ye not support usV We have supported them; 
borne them forward indignantly on our shoulders, time after time, 
fail after fall, when they had been hurled out into the street ; and 
lay prostrate, helpless, like dead luggage. It is the fact of a 
Reform Ministry, not the name of one that we would support! 
Languor, sickness of hope deferred pervades the public mind ; the 
public mind says at last, Why all this struggle for the name of a 
Reform Ministry ? Let the Tories be Ministry if they will : let at 
least some living reality be Ministry !. A rearing horse that will 
only run backward, he is not the horse one would choose to travel 
on ; yet of all conceivable horses the worst is the dead horse. 
Mounted on a rearing horse, you may back him, spur him, check 
him, make a little way even backwards : but seated astride of your 
dead horse, what chance is there for you in the chapter of possi- 
bilities ? You sit motionless, hopeless, a spectacle to gods and men/ 
There is a class of revolutionists named Girooidins, whose fate 
in history is remarkable enough ! Men who rebel, and urge the 
Lower Classes to rebel, ought to have other than Formulas to go 
upon. Men who discern in the misery of the toiling complaining 
millions not misery, but only a raw-material which can be wrought 
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upon and traded in, for one’s own poor hide-bound theories and 
egoisins ; to whom millions of living fellow-creatures, with beating 
hearts in their bosoms, beating, suffering, hoping, are " masses,^ 
mere fexplosive masses for biowing-down Bastilles with,’ for voting 
at hustings for : such men are of the questionable species 1 No 
man is justified in resisting by Word or deed the Authority he lives 
under, for a light cause, be such Authority what it may. Obedience, 
little as many may consider that side of the matter, is the primary 
duty of man. No man but is bound indefeasibly, with all force of 
obligation, to obey. Parents, teachers, superiors, leaders, these all 
creatures recognise as deserving obedience. Recognised or not 
recognised, a man has his superiors, a regular hierarchy above him; 
extending up, degree above degree, to Heaven itself and God the 
Maker, who made His world not for anarchy but for rule and order I 
It is not a light matter when the just man can recognise in the 
powers set over him no longer anything that is divine ; when 
resistance against such becomes a deeper law of order than obedience 
to them ; when the just man sees himself in the tragical position 
of a stirrer-up of strife 1 Rebel without due and most due cause, 
is the ugliest of words ; the first rebel was Satan. — 

But now in these circumstances shall we blame the unvoting 
disappointed millions that they turn away with horror from this 
name of a Reform Ministry, name of a Parliamentary Radicalism, 
and demand a fact and reality thereof? That they too, having 
still faith in what so many had faith in, still count ‘ extension of 
the suffrage ’ the one thing needful ; and say, in such manner as 
they can, Let the suffrage be still extended, then all will be well ? 
It is the ancient British faith; promulgated in these ages by 
prophets and evangelists ; preached forth from barrel-heads by all 
manner of men. He who is free and blessed has his twenty- 
thousandth part of a master of tongue-fence in National Palaver ; 
whosoever is not blessed but unhappy, the ailment of him is that 
he has it not. Ought he not to have it, then ? By the law of 
God and of men, yea ; — and will have it withal 1 Chartism, with 
its ' five points,’ borne aloft on pikeheads and torchlight meetings, 
is there. Chartism is one of the most natural phenomena in 
England. Not that Chartism now exists should provoke wonder ; 
but that the invited Imngi'y people should have sat eight years at 
• such table of the Barmecide, patiently expecting somewhat from 
the Name of a Reform Ministry, and not till after eight years have 
grown hopeless, this is the respectable side of the miracle. 


CHAPTER X. 

IMPOSSIBLE. 

“ But what are we to do ? ” exclaims the practical man, im- 
patiently on every side : Descend from speculation and the safe 
pulpit, down into the rough market-place, and say what can be 
done 1” — 0 practical man, there seem very many things which 
practice and true manlike effort, in Parliament and out of it, might 
actually avail to do. But the first of all things, as already said, is 
to gird thyself up for actual doing; to know that thou actually 
either must do, or, as the Irish say, ^ come out of that 1 ’ 

It is not a lucky word this same impossible : no good comes of 
those that have it so often in their mouth. Who is he that says 
always, There is a lion in the way? Sluggard, thou must slay the 
lion, then; the way has to be travelled! In Art, in Practice, 
innumerable critics will demonstrate that most things are hence- 
forth impossible ; that we are got, once for all, into the region of 
perennial commonplace, and must contentedly continue there. 
Let such critics demonstrate ; it is the nature of them : what harm 
is in it ? Poetry once well demonstrated to be impossible, arises 
the Burns, arises the Goethe. Unheroic commonplace being now 
clearly all we have to look for, comes the Napoleon, comes the 
conquest of the world. It was proved hy fluxionary calculus, that 
steamships could never get across from the farthest point of 
Ireland to the nearest of Newfoundland: impelling force, resisting 
force, maximum here, minimum there ; by law of Nature, and 
geometric demonstration : — what could be done ? The Great 
Western could weigh anchor from Bristol Port; that could be done. 
The Great Western, hounding safe .through the gullets of the 
Hudson, threw her cable out on the capstan of New York, and left 
our still moist paper-demonstration to dry itself at leisure. Im^ 
possible ? cried Mirabeau to his secretary, Ne me dites jamais ce 
liie de mot. Never name to me that blockhead of a word 1'^ 
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There is a plienomenon which one might call Paralytic Radicalism, 
in these days - which gauges with Statistic measuring-reed, sounds 
with Philosophic Politico-Economic plummet the deej) dark sea of 
troubles; and having taught us rightly what an infinite sea of 
troubles it is, sums-up with the practical inference, and use of con- 
solation, That nothing whatever can be done in it by man, who has 
simply to sit still, and look wistfully to Hime and general laws;' 
and thereupon, without so much as recommending suicide, coldly 
takes its leave of us. Most paralytic, uninstructive ; unproductive 
of any comfort to one! They are an unreasonable class who cry, 
'' Peace, peace," when there is no peace. But what kind of class 
are they who cry, '' Peace, peace, have I not told yo%{, ^ 2 ^ there is 
no peace 1 " Paralytic Radicalism, frequent among those Statistic 
friends of ours, is one of the most afflictive phenomena the mind 
of man can be called to contemplate. One prays that it at least 
might cease. Let Paralysis retire into secret places, and dormitories 
proper for it; the public highways ought not to be occupied by 
people demonstrating that motion is impossible. Paralytic ; — and 
also, thank Heaven, entirely false 1 Listen to a thinker of another 
sort : ‘ ' All evil, and this evil too, is as a nightmare ; the instant 
you begin to stir under it, the evil is, properly speaking, gone.' 
Consider, 0 reader, whether it be not actually so ? Evil, once man- 
fully fronted, ceases to be evil ; there is generous battle-hope in place 
of dead passive misery ; the evil itself has become a kind of good. 

To the practical man, therefore, we will repeat that he has, as 
the first. thing he can ‘do,' to gird himself up for actual doing; to 
know well that he is either there to do, or not there at all. Once 
rightly girded up, how many things will present themselves as 
doable which now are not attemptahle ! Two things, great things, 
dwell, for the last ten years, in , all thinking heads in England ; and 
are hovering, of late, even on the tongues of not a few. With a word 
on each of these, we will dismiss the practical man, and I'ight gladly 
take ourselves into obscurity and, silence again. Universal Education 
is the first great thing we mean; general Emigration is the second. 

Who would suppose that Education were a thing which had to 
be advocated on the ground of local expediency, or indeed on any 
ground ? As if it stood not on the basis of everlasting duty, as 
a prime necessity of man. It is a thing that should need no 
advocating; much as it does actually need. To impart the gift of 
thinking to those who cannot think, and yet who could in that 
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case think: this, one would imagine, was the first function a 
government had to set about discharging. Were it not a cruef 
thing to see, in any province of an empire, the inhabitants living 
all mutilated in their limbs, each strong man with his right arm 
lamed ? Plow much crueler to find the strong soul, with its eyes 
still sealed, its eyes extinct so that it sees not! Light has come 
into the world, but to this poor peasant it has come in vain. For 
six thousand years the Sons of Adam, in sleepless effort, have been 
devising, doing, discovering ; in mysterious infinite indissoluble 
communion, warring, a little band of brothers, against the great 
black empire of Necessity and Night ; they have accomplished such 
a conquest and conquests : and to this man it is all as if it had not 
been. The four-and-twenty letters of the Alphabet are still Runic 
enigmas to him. He passes by on the other side ; and that great 
Spiritual Kingdom, the toilwon conquest of his own brothers, all 
that his brothers have conquered, is a thing non-extant for him. 
An invisible empire ; he knows it not, suspects it not. And is it 
not his withal; the conquest of his own brothers, the lawfully 
acquired possession of all men? Baleful enchantment lies over 
him, from generation to generation ; he knows not that such an 
empire is his, that such an empire is at all. 0, what are bills of 
rights, emancipations of black slaves into black apprentices, law- 
suits in chancery for some short usufruct of a bit of land ? The 
grand ' seedfield of Time ' is this man s, and you give it him not. 
Time s seedfield, which includes the Earth and all her seedfields 
and pearl-oceans, nay her sowers too and pearl-divers, all that was 
wise and heroic and victorious here below ; of which the Earth s 
centuries are but as furrows, for it stretches forth from the Beginning 
onward even into this Day I 

‘ lly inlieritance, how lordly wide and fair ; 

Time is my fair seedfield, to Time I’m heir I * 

Heavier wrong is not done under the sun. It lasts from year to 
year, from century to century ; the blinded sire slaves himself out, 
and leaves a blinded son; and men, made in the image of God, 
continue as two-legged beasts of labour ; — and in the largest empire 
of the world, it is a debate whether a small fraction of the Revenue 
of one Day (30,000/. is but that) shall, after Thirteen Centuries, be 
laid out on it, or not laid out on it. Have we Governors, have we 
Teachers ; have we had a Church these thirteen hundred years ? 
What is an Overseer of souls, an Archoverseer, Archiepiscopus ? 
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Is he something ? If so, let him lay his hand on his heart, and 
say what thing ! 

But quitting all that, of which the human soul cannot well 
speak in terms of civility, let us observe now that Education is not 
only an eternal duty, but has at length become even a temporary 
and ephemeral one, which the necessities of the hour will oblige 
us to look after. These ♦Twenty-four million labouring men, if 
their affairs remain unregulated, chaotic, will burn ricks and mills ; 

/ reduce us, themselves and the world into ashes and ruin. Simply 
their affairs cannot remain unregulated, chaotic; but must be 
regulated, brought into some kind of order. What intellect were 
able to regulate them ? The intellect of a Bacon, the energy of 
a Luther, if left to their own strength, miglit pause in dismay 
before such a task ; a Bacon and Luther added together, to be per- 
petual prime minister over us, could not do it. No one great 
and greatest intellect can do it. What can ? Only Twenty- four 
million ordinary intellects, once awakened into action ; these, well 
j)resided over, may. Intellect, insight, is the discernment of order 
in disorder; it is the discovery of the will of Nature, of God’s will; 
the beginning of the capability to walk according to that. With 
perfect intellect, were such possible without perfect morality, the 
world would be perfect ; its efforts unerringly correct, its results 
continually successful, its condition faultless. Intellect is like light; 
the Chaos becomes a World under it: fiat lux. These Twenty-four 
million intellects are but common intellects ; but they are intellects ; 
in earnest about the matter, instructed each about his own province 
of it ; labouring each perpetually, with what partial light can be 
attained, to bring such pi^ovince into rationality. From the partial 
... determinations and their conflict springs the universal. Precisely 
what quantity of intellect was in the Twenty-four millions will be 
exhibited by the result they arrive at ; that quantity and no more. 
According as there was intellect or no intellect in the individuals, 
will the general conclusion they make-out embody itself as a world- 
healing Truth and Wisdom, or as a baseless fateful Hallucination, 
a Cliimiera breathing not fabulous fire ! 

Dissenters call for one scheme of Education, the Church objects ; 
this party objects, and that; there is endless objection, by him and 
by her and by it : a subject encumbered with difficulties on every 
side! Pity that difficulties exist; that Religion, of all things, 
should occasion difficulties. We do not extenuate them : in their 
reality they are considerable ; in their appearance and pretension, 
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they* are insuperable, lie art-appalling to all Secretaries of tlie Home 
Department. For, in very truth, how can Religion be divorced 
from Education ? An irreverent knowledge is no knowledge ; may 
be a development of the logical or other handicraft faculty inward 
or outward ; but is no culture of the soul of a man. A knowledge 
that ends in barren self-worship, comparative indifference or 
contemi^t for all God’s Universe except one insignificant item 
thereof, what is it ? Handicraft development, and even shallow 
as handicraft. Nevertheless is handicraft itself, and the habit 
of the merest logic, nothing? It is ali*eady something; it is the 
indispensable beginning of everything 1 Wise men know it to 
be an indispensable something; not yet much; and wmuld-so 
gladly superadd to it the element whereby it may become all. Wise 
men would not quarrel in attemj)ting this ; they would lovingly 
cooperate in attempting it. 

'And now how teach religion?’ so asks the indignant Ultra-:.- 
radical, cited above ; an Ultra-radical seemingly not of the Ben- 
thamee species, with whom, though his dialect is far different, there 
are sound Churchmen, we hope, who have some fellow-feeling: 

' How teach religion ? ’ By plying with liturgies, catechisms, credos ; 
droning thirty-nine or other articles incessantly into the infant 
ear? Friends 1 In that case, why not apply to Birmingham, and 
have Machines made, and set-up at all street-corners, in high- 
ways and byways, to repeat and vociferate the same, not ceasing 
night or day? The genius of Birmingham is adequate to that, 
Albertus Magnus had a leather man that could articulate ; not to 
speak of Martinus Scriblerus’ Nxirnberg man that could reason as 
well as we know who 1 Depend upon it, Birmingham can make 
machines to repeat liturgies and articles ; to do whatsoever feat is 
mechanical. And what were all schoolmasters, nay all priests and 
churches, compared with this Birmingham Iron Church I Votes of ^ 
two millions in aid of the Church were then something. You 
order, at so many pounds a-head, so many thousand iron parsons as 
your grant covers; and fix them by satisfactory masonry in all 
quarters wheresoever wanted, to preach there independent of the 
world. In loud thoroughfares, still more in unawakened districts, 
troubled with argumentative infidelity, you make the windpipes 
wider, strengthen the main steam-cylinder; your parson preaches, 
to the due pitch, while you give him coal ; and fears no man or 
thing. Here were a " Church-extension ; to which I, with my last 
penny, did I believe in it, would subscribe. 
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*Te blind leaders of tlie blind ! Are we Calniucks, that pray by 
turning of a rotatory calabash witli written prayers in it? Is 
Mammon and machinery the means of converting liiiman souls, as 
of s|)inning cotton? Is God, as Jean Paul predicted it would be, 
become verily a Force * the ABtlier too a Gas ! Alas, that Atheism 
should have got the length of putting on priests’ vestments, and 
penetrating into the sanctuary itself ! Gan ’ dronings of articles, 
repetitions of liturgies, and all the cash and contrivance of Bir- 
mingham and the Bank of England united bring ethereal fire into 
a human soul, quicken it out of earthly darkness into heavenly 
% sdom? Soul is kindled only by soul. To “teach” religion, the 
first thing needful, and also the last and the only thing, is finding 
of a man who lias religion. All else follows from this, church- 
building, church-extension, whatever else is needful follows; 
without this nothing will follow.’ 

From which we for our part conclude that the method of 
teaching religion to the English people is still far behindband ; 
that the wise and ifious may well ask themselves in silence wist- 
fully, “How is that last priceless element, by which education 
becomes perfect, to be superadded? ” and the unwise who think 
themselves pious, answering aloud, “By this method, By that 
method, ” long argue of it to small purpose. 

But now, in the mean time, could not, by some fit official person, 
some fit announcement be made, in words well-weighed, in plan 
well-schemed, adequately representing the facts of the thing, 
That after thirteen centuries of waiting, he the official person, and 
England with him, was minded now to have the mystery of the 
Alphabetic Letters imparted to all human souls in this realm? 
Teaching of i-eligion was a thing he could not undertake to settle 
this day ; it would be work for a day after this ; the work of this 
day was teaching of the alphabet to all people. The miraculous 
art of reading and writing, such seemed to him the needful pre- 
liminary of all teacliing, the first corner-stone of what foundation 
soever could be laid for what edifice soever, in the teaching kind. 
Let pious Churchism make haste, let pious Dissenterism make 
haste, let all pious preachers and missionaries make haste, bestir 
themselves according to their zeal and skill : he tlie official person 
stood up for the Alphabet; and was even impatient for it, having 
■waited thirteen centuries now. Ha insisted, and would take no 
denial, postponement, promise, excuse or subterfuge, That all 
English persons should be taught to read. He appealed to all 
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rational Englishmen, of all creeds, classes and colours. Whether 
this was not a fair demand ; nay whether it was not an indis- 
pensable one in these days, Swing and Chartism having risen? 
For a ehoice of inoffensive Hornbooks, and Schoolmasters able to 
teach reading, he trusted the mere secular sagacity of a National 
Collective Wisdom, in proper committee, might be found sufEcient 
He purposed to appoint such Schoolmasters, to venture on the 
choice of such Hornbooks ; to send a Schoolmaster and Hornbook 
into every township, parish and hamlet of England ; so that, in ten 
years hence, an Englishman who could not read might be acknow- 
ledged as the monster, which he really is ! 

This official person s plan we do not give. The thmg lies there, 
with the facts of it, and with the appearances or sham-facts of it ; 
a plan adequately representing the facts of the thing could by 
human energy be struck out, does lie there for discovery and 
striking out. It is his, the official person's duty, not ours, to 
mature a plan. We can believe that Churchism and Dissenterism 
would clamour aloud ; but yet that in the mere secular Wisdom of 
Parliament a perspicacity equal to the choice of Hornbooks might, 
in very deed, be found to reside. England we believe would, if 
consulted, resolve to that effect. Alas, grants of a half-day's 
revenue once in the thirteen centuries for such an object, do not 
call-out the voice of England, only the superficial clamour of 
England! Hornbooks unexceptionable to the candid portion of 
England, we will believe, might be selected. Nay, we can conceive 
that Schoolmasters fit to teach reading might, by a board of 
rational men, whether from Oxford or Hoxton, or from both or 
neither of these places, he pitched upon. We can conceive even, as 
in Prussia, that a penalty, civil disabilities, that penalties and dis- 
abilities till they were found effectual, might be by law inflicted on 
every parent who did not teach his children to read, on every man 
who had not been taught to read. We can conceive, in fine, such 
is the vigour of our imagination, there might be found in England, 
at a dead-lift, strength enough to perform this miracle, and produce 
it henceforth as a miracle done : the teaching of England to read 1 
Harder things, we do know, have been performed by nations before 
now, not ahler-looking than England. 

Ah me ! if by some beneficent chance, there should be an official 
man found in England who could and would, with deliberate 
courage, after ripe counsel, with candid insight, with patience, 
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clamorous and to seem real, propose this thing, and the innumer- 
able things springing from it,— woe to .any Churchism or any 
Dissenterism that cast itself athwart the path of that man ! 
Avaunt, ye gainsayers I is darkness and ignorance of the Alphabet 
necessary for you ? Eeconcile yourselves to the Alphabet, or depart 
elsewhither I— Would not all that has genuineness in England 
gradually rally round such a man; all that has strength in Eng- 
land? For realities alone have strength ; wind-bags are wind; 
cant is cant, leave it alone there. Nor are all clamours momentous ; 
among living creatures, we find, the loudest is the longest-eared; 
among lifeless things, the loudest is the drum, the emptiest. Alas, 
that official persons, and all of us, had not eyes to see what was 
real, what was merely chimerical, and thought or called itself real ! 
How many dread minatory Castle-spectres should we leave there, 
with their admonishing right-hand and ghastly-burning saucer- 
eyes, to do simply whatsoever they might find themselves able to 
do ! Alas, that we were not real ourselves ; we should otherwise 
have surer vision for the real. Castle-spectres, in their utmost 
teiTor, are but poor mimicries of that real and most real terror 
which lies in the Life of every Man : that, thou coward, is the 
thing to be afraid of, if thou wilt live in fear. It is but the scratch 
of a bare bodkin ; it is but the flight of a few days of time ; and 
even thou, poor palpitating featherbrain, wilt find how real it is. 
Etebnity: hast thou heard of that? Is that a fact, or is it 
no fact ? Are Buckingham House and St. Stephen's in that, or 
not in that ? 

But now we have to speak of the second great thing : Emi- 
gration. It was said above, all new epochs, so convulsed and 
tumultuous to look upon, are ‘ expansions,' increase of faculty not 
yet organised. It is eminently true of the confusions of this time 
of ours. Disorganic Manchester afflicts us with its Chartisms ; yet 
is not spinning of clothes for the naked intrinsically a most blessed 
thing ? Manchester once organic will bless and not afflict. The 
confusions, if we would understand them, are at bottom mere 
increase which we know not yet how to manage; 'new wealth 
which the old coffers will not hold.' How true is this, above all, of 
the strange phenomenon called ' over-population' ! Over-population 
is the grand anomaly, which is bringing all other anomalies to a 
crisis. Now once more, as at the end of the Roman Empire, a 
most confused epoch and yet one -of the greatest, the Teutonic 
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Countries find themselves too full. On a certain western rim of 
our small Europe, there ai'e more men than were expected. 
Heaped up against the western shore there, and for a couple of 
hundred miles inward, the ' tide of population ’ swells too high, and 
confuses itself somewhat 1 Over-population ? And yet, if this small 
western rim of Europe is overpeopled, does not everywhere else a 
whole vacant Earth, as it were, call to us, Come and till me, come 
and reap me ! Can it be an evil that in an Earth such as ours there 
should be new Men? Considered as mercantile commodities, as 
working machines, is there in Birmingham or out of it a machine 
of such value ? ^ Good Heavens ! a white European Man, standing 
on his two legs, with his two five-fingered Hands at his shackle-* 
bones, and miraculous Head on his shoulders, is worth something 
considerable, one would say ! ’ The stupid black African man 
brings money in the market ; the much stupider four-footed 
horse brings money ; — it is we that have not yet learned the art 
of managing our white European man I 

The controversies on Malthus and the ‘'Population Principle,' 

‘ Preventive check ' and so forth, with which the public ear has 
been deafened for a long while, are indeed sufficiently mournful 
Dreary, stolid, dismal, without hope for this world or the next, is 
all that of the preventive check and the denial of the preventive 
check. Anti-Malthusians quoting their Bible against palpable facts 
are not a pleasant spectacle. On the other hand, how often have 
we read in Malthusian benefactors of the species : ' The working 
people have their condition in their own hands; let them diminish 
the supply of labourers, and of course the demand and the re- 
muneration will increase !' Yes, let them diminish the supply : but 
who are they ? They are twenty-four millions of human individuals, 
scattered over a hundred and eighteen thousand square miles of 
space and more; weaving, delving, hammering, joinering; each 
unknown to his neighbour ; each distinct within his own skin. They 
are not a kind of character that can take a resolution, and act on 
it, very readily. Smart Sally in our alley proves all-ioo fascinating 
to brisk Tom in yours : can Tom be called on to make pause, and 
calculate the demand for labour in the British Empire first ? Nay, 
if Torn did renounce his highest blessedness of life, and struggle 
and conquer like a Saint Prancis of Assisi, what -would it profit 
him or us ? Seven millions of the finest peasantry do not renounce, 
but proceed all the more briskly ; and with blue-visaged Hibernians 
instead of fair Saxon Tomsons and Sallysons, the latter end of that 
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country is worse tlian the beginning. 0 wonderful Malthusian 
prophets ! Millenniums are undoubtedly coining, must come one 
way or the other : but will it be, think you, by twenty millions of 
working people simultaneously striking work in that department; 
passing, in universal trades-union, a resolution not to beget any 
more till the labour-market become satisfactory? By Day and 
Night I they were indeed irresistible so ; not to be compelled by 
law or war; might make their own terms with the richer classes, 
and defy the world ! 

A shade more rational is that of those other benefactors of the 
species, who counsel that in each parish, in some central locality, 
instead of the Parish Clergyman, there might be established some 
Parish Exterminator ; or say a Reservoir of Arsenic, kept up at the 
public expense, free to all parishioners; for tvliich Church the rates 
probably would not be grudged. — Ah, it is bitter jesting on such 
a subject. One's heart is sick to look at the dreary chaos, and 
valley of Jehosaphat, scattered with the limbs and souls of one’s 
fellow-men; and no divine voice, only creaking of hungry vultures, 
inarticulate bodeful ravens, horn-eyed parrots that do articulate, 
proclaiming, Let these hones live ! 

Dante’s Divina Gommedia is called the mournfuLest of hooks : 
transcendent mistemper of the noblest soul; utterance of a 
boundless, godlike, unspeakable, implacable sorrow and protest 
against the world. But in Holywell Street, not long ago, we bought, 
for three-pence, a book still mournfuler: the Pamphlet of one 
“Marcus," whom his poor Chartist editor and republisher calls the 
“Demon Author.” This Marms Pamphlet was the book alluded 
to by Stephens the Preacher Chartist, in one of his ‘ harangues : 
it proves to be no fable that such a book existed; here it lies, 
/ Printed by J ohn Hill, Black-horse Court, Fleet Street, and now 
‘reprinted for the instruction of the labourer, by William Dugdale, 
^ Holywell Street, Strand,’ the exasperated Chartist editor who sells 
it you for three-pence. We have read Marcus ; hut his sorrow is 
not divine- We hoped he would turn out to have been in sport : ah 
no, it is grim earnest with him ; grim as very death. Marcus is 
not a demon author at all: he is a benefactor of the species in 
his own kind ; has looked intensely on the world's woes, from a 
Benthamee-Malthusian watch-tower, under a Heaven dead as iron ; 
and does now, with much longwindedness, in a drawling, snuffling, 
circuitous, extremely dull, yet at bottom handhist and positive 
.manner, recommend that. all children of working pc<.*plc, after the 
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third, be disposed of by ' painless extinction. ’ Charcoal-vapour 
and other methods exist. The mothers would consent, might be 
made to consent. Three children might be left living; or perhaps, 
for Marcus’s calculations are not yet perfect, two and a half. There 
might ‘be ^ beautiful cemeteries with colonnades and flower-plots,’ 
in which the patriot infanticide mat ions might delight to take 
their evening walk of contemplation ; and reflect what patriotesses 
they were, what a cheerful flowery world it was. 

Such is the scheme of Marcus; this is what he, for his share, 
could devise to heal the world’s woes. A benefactor of the species, 
clearly recognisable as such : the saddest scientific mortal we have 
ever in this world fallen in with; sadder even than poetic Dante. 
His is a 5^(9-godlike sorrow; sadder than the godlike. The Chartist 
editor, dull as he, calls him demon author, and a man set-on by the 
Poor-Law Commissioners. What a black, godless, waste-struggling 
world, in this once merry England of ours, do such pamphlets and 
such editors betoken! Laissez-faire and Malthus, Malthas and 
, Laissezfaire : ought not these two length to part company? 
Might we not hope that both of them had as good as delivered 
their message now, and were about to go their ways ? 

For all this of the ^painless extinction,’ and the rest, is in a 
world where Canadian Forests stand unfelled, boundless Plains 
and Prairies unbroken with the plough ; on the west and on the 
east green desert spaces never yet made white with corn; and to 
the overcrowded little western nook of Europe, our Terrestrial 
Planet, nine-tenths of it yet vacant or tenanted by nomad es, is 
still crying. Come and till me, come and reap me! And in an 
England with wealth, and means for moving, such as no nation 
ever before had. With ships ; with warships rotting idle, which, 
but bidden move and not rot, might bridge all oceans. With 
trained men, educated to pen and practise, to administer and act ; 
briefless Barristers, chargeless Clergy, taskless Scholars, languish- 
ing in all court-houses, hiding in obscure garrets, besieging all 
antechambers, in passionate want of simply one thing, Work; — > 
with as many Half-pay Officers of both Services, wearing them- 
selves down in wretched tedium; as might lead an Emigrant host 
larger than Xerxes’ was! Laissezfaire and Malthus positively 
must part company. Is it not as if this swelling, simmering, 
never-resting Europe of ours stood, once more, on the verge of an 
expansion without parallel; struggling, straggling like a mighty 
tree again about to burst in the embrace of summer, and shoot 
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fortli broad frondent boughs which would fill the whole earth ? 
A disease ; but the noblest of all,— as of her who is in pain and 
sore travail, but travails that she may be a mother, and say. Behold, 
there is a new Man born 1 

'True, rhou Gold-Hofrath/ exclaims an eloquent satirical German 
of our acquaintance, in that strange Book of his,^ ‘ True, thou Gold* 
Hofrath : too crowded indeed ! Meanwhile, what portion of this 
inconsiderable Terraqueous Globe have ye actually tilled and 
delved, till it will grow no more ? How thick stands your popu- 
lation in the Pampas and Savannas of America; round ancient 
Carthage, and in the interior of Africa; on both slopes of the 
Altaic chain, in the central Platform of Asia; in Spain, Greece, 
Turkey, Crini Tartaiy, the Curragh of Kildare ? One man, in one 
year, as I have understood it, if you lend him earth, will feed 
'himself and nine others. Alas, where now are the Hengsts and 
Alarics of our still-glowing, still-expanding Europe ; who, when 
their home is grown too narrow, will enlist and, like fire-pillars, 
guide onwards those superfluous masses of indomitable living 
Valour ; equipped, not now with the battle-axe and war-chariot, 
but with the steam-engine and ploughshare ? Where are they ? — 
Preserving their Game I ’ 

1 Sartor BesartuSi People’s Edition, p. 159, 






PETITION OF THE COPYEIOHT BILL. 




t>ETITION ON THE COPYmGHT BILL ^ 

[18390 

To the Honourable the Commons of England in Parliament 
assembled, the Petition of Thomas Carlyle, a Writer of Books, 

Humbly showeth, 

That your petitioner has written certain books, being incited 
thereto by various innocent or laudable considerations, chiefly by 
the thought that said books might in the end be found to be worth 
something. 

That your petitioner had not the happiness to receive from Mr. 
Thomas Tegg, or any Publisher, Republisher, Printer, Bookseller, 
Bookbuyer, or other the like man or body of men, any encourage- 
ment or countenance in writing of said books, or to discern any 
chance of receiving such; but wrote them by effort of his own 
and the favour of Heaven. 

That all useful labour is worthy of recompense ; that all honest 
labour is worthy of the chance of recompense; that the giving 
and assuring to each man what recompense his labour has actually 
merited, may be said to be the business of all Legislation, Polity, 
Government and Social Arrangement whatsoever among men; — 
a business indispensable to attempt, impossible to accomplish 
accurately, difficult to accomplish without inaccuracies that become 
enormous, insupportable, and the parent of Social Confusions which 
never altogether end. 

That your petitioner does not undertake to say what recompense 
in money this labour of his may deserve ; whether it deserves any 
recompense in money, or whether money in any quantity could 
hire him to do the like. 

That this his labour has found hitherto, in money or moneys 
worth, small recompense or none; that he is by no means sure 
^ The Examinee, April 7, 1839. 
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of its ever finding recompense, but thinks that, if so, it will be 
at a distant time, when he, the labourer, will probably no longer 
be in need of money, and those dear to him will still be in need 
of it.-,,:; 

That the law does at least protect all persons in selling the 
production of their labour at what they can get for it, in aU 
market-places, to all lengths of time. Much more than this the law 
does to many, but so much it does to all, and less than this to none. 

That your petitioner cannot discover himself to have done un- 
lawfully in this his said labour of writing books, or to have become 
criminal, or have forfeited the law’s protection thereby. Contrari- 
wise your petitioner believes firmly that he is innocent in said 
labour; that if he be found in the long-run to have written a 
genuine enduring book, his merit therein, and desert towards 
England and English and other men, will be considerable, not 
easily estimable in money ; that on the other hand, if his book 
proves false and ephemeral, he and it will be abolished and for- 
gotten, and no harm done. 

That, in this manner, your petitioner plays no unfair game 
against the world ; his stake being life itself, so to speak (for the 
penalty is death by starvation), and the world’s stake nothing till 
once it see the dice thrown ; so that in any case the world cannot 
lose. 

That in the happy and long-doubtful event of the game’s going 
in his favour, your petitioner submits that the small winnings 
thereof do belong to him or his, and that no other mortal has 
justly either part or lot in them at all, now, henceforth or forever. 

May it therefore please your Honourable House to protect him 
in said happy and long-doubtful event ; and (by passing your Copy- 
right Bill) forbid all Thomas Teggs and other extraneous persons, 
entirely unconcerned in this adventure of his, to steal from him 
his small winnings, for a space of sixty years at shortest. After 
sixty years, unless your Honourable House provide otherwise, they 
may begin to steal. 

And your petitioner will ever pray. 

Thomas Caklyle. 
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ON THE SINKING OF THE VENGEUR.^ 

[1839.] 

TO OLIVER YORKE, ESQ. 




Dear Yorke, — Shall we now overhaul that story of the Sinlmig 
of the VengeuT a little ; and let a discerning public judge of the 
same? I will endeavour to begin at the beginning, and not to 
end till I have got to some conclusion. As many readers are 
probably in the dark, and young persons may not have so much 
as heard of the Vengetor, we had perhaps better take-up the matter 
db ow, and study to carry uninstructed mankind comfortably along 
acl mala. 

I find, therefore, worthy Torke, in searching through old files 
of newspapers, and other musty articles, as I have been obliged 
to do, that on the evening of the 10th of June 1794, a brilliant 
audience was, as often happens, assembled at the Opera House 
here in London, Radiance of various kinds, and melody of fiddle- 
strings and windpipes, cartilaginous or metallic, was filling all the 
place, — when an unknown individual entered with a wet News- 
paper in his pocket, and tidings that Lord Howe and the English 
fleet had come-up with Villaret-Joyeuse and the French, off the 
coast of Brest, and gained a signal victory over him.^ The agitation 
spread from bench to bench, from box to box ; so that the wet 
Newspaper had finally to be read from the stage, and all the 
musical instruments, human and other, had to strike-up Bide 
Britannia, the brilliant audience all standing, and such of them 
as had talent joining in chorus, — before the usual sqicallacci melody, 
natural to the place, could be allowed to proceed again. This was 
the first intimation men had of Howe’s victory of the 1st of June; 
on the following evening London was illuminated: the Gazette 
had been published, — some six ships taken, and a seventh, named 

^ Feasek’s Magazine, No. 115. ^ Morning Glironkle, June 1794, 
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Vengmr, whicli liad been Biinls: : a very glorious victory : and tlio 
joy of people's minds was considerable. 

For the remainder of tliat month of June 1794, and over into 
July, the Newspapers enliven themselves with the usual succession 
of despatches, private narratives, anecdotes, commentaries and 
rectifications ; unfolding gradually, as their way is, how the matter 
has actually passed ; till each reader may form some tolerably 
complete image of it, till each at least has had enough of it; and 
the glorious victory submerges in the general hood, giving place 
to other glories. Of the Vengeur that sank, there want not 
anecdotes, though they are not of a very prominent kind. The 
Vengeur, it seems, was engaged with the l>runs%aiek ; the Bruns- 
wick had stuck close to her, and the fight was very hot ; indeed, 
the two ships were hooked together by the Brunswick s anchors, 
and stuck so till the Vengeur had got enough ; but the anchors 
at last gave way, and the Brunswick, herself much disabled, drifted 
to leeward of the enemy’s flying ships, and had to run before the 
wind, and so escape them. The Vengeur, entirely powerless, was 
taken possession of by the Alfred, hf the OiUloden, or by both 
of them together ; and sank after not many minutes. All this is 
in the English Newspapers; this, so far as we are concerned, is the 
English version of Howe’s victory,— in which the sinking Vengeur 
is noticeable, but plays no preeminently distinguished part. 

The same English Newspapers publish, as they receive them, 
generally without any commentary whatever, the successive French 
versions of the matter; the same that can now be read more 
conveniently, in their original language, in the Ghoix des Ea^ojports, 
vol. xiv., and elsewhere. The French Convention v/as now sitting, 
in its Reign of Terror, fighting for life and death, with all weapons, 
against all men. The French Convention had of course to give 
its own version of this matter, the best it could. Barrere was the 
man to do that. On the’ 15th of June, accordingly, Barrere reports 
that it is a glorious victory for France ; that the fight, indeed, was 
sharp, and not unattended with loss, the enncmis du genre Immain 
being acharnds against us; but that, nevertheless, these gallant 
French war-ships did so shatter and astonish the enemy on this 
1st of June and the preceding days, that the enemy shore-off; and, 
on the morrow, our invaluable American cargo of naval stores, 
safely stowed in the fleet of transport-ships, got safe through ; — 
which latter statement is a fact, the transport-ships having actually 
escaped unmolested ; they sailed over, the very place of battle, saw 
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the wreck of burnt and shattered things, still tumbling on the 
waters, and knew that a battle had been. 

By degrees, however, it becomes impossible to conceal that the 
glorious victory for France has yielded six captured ships of war 
to the English, and one to the briny maw of Ocean; that, in short, 
the glorious victory has been what in unofficial language is called 
a sheer defeat. Whereupon, after some recriminating and flourish- 
ing from Jean-Bon Saint- Andrd and others, how the captain of 
the Jacobin behaved ill, and various men and things behaved ill, 
conspiring to tarnish the laurels of the Republic, — Barrere adroitly 
takes a new tack; will show that if we French did not beat, we 
did better, and are a spectacle for the very gcds. Fixing on the 
sunk Vengeur, Barrere publishes his famed Bajp^ort du 21 Messklor 
(9th July 1794), setting forth how Republican valour, conquered 
by unjust foi’tune, did nevertheless in dying earn a glory that will 
never die, but flame there forever, as a symbol and prophecy of 
victories without end: how the Vengeur, in short, being entirely 
disabled, and incapable of commonplace flight, flew desperate, and 
refused to strike, though sinking; how the enemies flred on her, 
but she returned their fire, shot aloft all her tricolor streamers, 
shouted Vive la EdpMiqiLC ; nay, fired the guns of her upper deck, 
when the lower decks were already sunk; and so, in this mad 
whirlwind of fire and shouting, and invincible despair, went down 
into the ocean-depths; Vive la BiptlUiqm m.d a universal volley 
from the upper deck being the last sounds she made. 

This Report too is translated accurately, in the 3£o7mmg Chronicle 
for July 26, 1794; and published without the smallest commentary 
there. The Vengeur with all her crew being down in the depths 
of ocean, it is not of course they that can vouch for this heroic 
feat ; neither is it the other French, who had ail fled by tliat time : 
no, the testimony is still more indubitable, that of our enemies 
themselves; it is ‘from the English Newspapers* that Barrm^e 
professes to have gathered these heart-inspiring details, the candour 
even of these e^inemis acharn^s could not conceal them, — which, 
therefore, let all Frenchmen believe as a degree truer than truth 
itself, and rejoice in accordingly. To all this, as was said, the 
English New^spapers seem to have made no reply whatever. 

The French, justly proud of so heroic a feat, a degree truer than 
truth itself, did make, and have ever since continued to make, 
what demonstration was fit. Convention decree, Convention de- 
crees were solemnly passed about this suicidal Vengeur; the death* 
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less suicidal Vengeur is written deep in innumerable French songs 
and psalmodyings ; a wooden Model of the solemnly 

consecrated in the Pantheon of Great Men, beckoned figuratively 
from its peg, grands hommes la ^atrie Teeonnaissante 
hangs there, or in the Musee beckoning, I believe, at this 

hour. In an age of miracles, such as the Eeign of Terror, one 
knows not at first view what is incredible : such loud universal 
proclamation, and the silence of the English (little interested, 
indeed, to deny), seem to have produced an almost universal belief 
both in France and here. Doubts, I now find, were more than 
once started by sceptics even among the French, — in a suitable low 
tone ; but the ' solemn Convention decrees,’ the wooden ' Modhle d%b 
VmgcuT ’ hanging visible there, the ' glory of France ’ ? Such doubts 
were instantly blown away again ; and the heroic feat, like a mirror- 
shadow wiped, not wiped ont^ remained only the clearer for them. 

Very many years ago, in some worthless English History of the 
French Revolution, the first that had come in my way, I read this 
incident; coldly recorded, without controversy, without favour or 
feud; and, naturally enough, it hnni itself indelibly into the 
boyish imagination ; and indeed is, with the murder of the Princess 
de Lamballe, all that I now remember of that same worthless 
English History. Coming afterwards to write of the French 
Revolution myself ; finding this story so solemnly authenticated, 
and not knowing that, in its intrinsic character, it had ever been 
so much as' questioned, I wrote it down nothing doubting ; as 
other English writers had done ; the fruit of which, happily now 
got to maturity so far as I am concerned, you are here to see ripen 
itself, by the following stages. Take first the eorj^ihs delicti: 

1. Extract from Oarlylds ^ Frencli Revolution.^ ^ 

'But how is it, then, with that Vengeur Ship, she neither strikes nor 
inakes-o:jffi ? She is lamed, she cannot make-off; strike she will not. 
Fire rakes her fore and aft from victorious enemies; the Vengeur is 
sinking. Strong are ye, Tyrants of the sea ; yet we also, are we weak % 
Lo ! all flags, streamers, jacks, every rag of tricolor that will yet run on 
rope, fly rustling aloft : the whole crew crowds to the upper deck ; and 
with universal soul-maddening yell, shouts Vive la RepuUique, — sinking, 
sinking. She staggers, she lurches, her last drunk whirl ; Ocean yawns 
abysmal ; down rushes the Vengeur, carrying Vive la Repulliqm along 
with her, unconquerable, into Eternity/ 

s Yol, iii. 2D5, People’s Edition. 
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2. Letler from Rear- Admiral Griffiths, in the ^ Bun * Newsjmiwr of 

— 1838. 

^Mr. Editor, — Since tb.e period of Lord Howe’s victory, on 1st June 
1794, tlie story of tlie Vengeur Erench 74-gim ship going down witlx 
colours flying, and her crew crying Vive la RejmhUgue, Vive la Liherti, 
&c., and the farther absurdity that they continued firing the maindeck 
guns after her lower deck was immersed, has been declared, and has 
. recently been reasserted by a Erench author. It originated, no douht, 
on the part of the Erench, in political and exciting motives, — precisely 
as Bonaparte caused his victory at Trafalgar to be promulgated through 
Erance. While these reports and confident assertions were confined to 
our neighbours, it seemed little worth the while to, contradict it. But 
now, when two English authors of celebrity, Mr. Alison, in his Historij 
of Europe during the French Revolution, Mr. Carlyle, in his similar 
work, give it the confirmation of English authority, I consider it right 
thus to declare that the whole story is a ridiculous piece of nonsense. 

^ At the time the Yengeur sunk, the action had ceased some time. The 
Erench fleet were making-oif before the wind; and Captain Eenaudin 
and his son had been nearly half-an-hour prisoners on board r£M.S. 
Culloden, of which ship I was the fourth lieutenant; and about 127 of 
the crew were also prisoners, either on board the Culloden or in her 
boats, besides I believe 100 in the Alfred’s, and some 40 in the hired 
cutter commanded by Lieutenant (the late Eear-Admiral) YT'inne. The 
Vengeur was taken possession of by the boats of the Culloden, Lieu- 
tenant Eotheram, and the Alfred, Lieutenant Deschamps ; and Captain 
Eenaudin and myself, who were by Captain Schomberg’s desire at lunch 
in his cabin, hearing the cries of distress, ran to the starboard quarter- 
gallery, and thence witnessed the melancholy scene. Never were men in 
distress more ready to save themselves. A. J. Griffiths.’ 

This Letter, which appeared in the Sun Newspaper early in 
November last, was copied into most of the other Newspapers in 
the following days ; I take it from the Examiner of next Sunday 
(18th Nov. 1838). The result seemed to be general uncertainty. 
On me, who had not the honour at that time to know Admiral 
Griffiths even by name, still less hy character, the main impression 
lis letter left was that this affair was singular, doubtful; that it 
vould require to be farther examined by the earliest opportunity. 
Not long after, a friend of his, who took an interest in it, and was 
known to friends of mine, transmitted me through them the follow- 
ing new Document, which it appeared had been written earlier, 
though without a view to publication : 
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3, Letter from Eear-Admlral Grijfiths to a ;pTivate Friend (penes me), 

< Since you request it, I send you the state of the actual fact as respects 
the sinking of the Vengeur after the action of the 1st June 1794. 

* I was fourth lieutenant in the Culloden in that action. Mr. Carlyle, 
in his History of the French Bevolution^ voL iii. p. 205, gives, in his 
own peculiar style, the same account of it that was published to the 
world under the influence of the French Government, for political and 
exciting purposes : and which has recently been reiterated by a French 
author. Mr. Carlyle, in adopting these authorities, has given FngUi 
testimony to the farce ; farce I call it, — for, with the exception of tl 
Yengeur ‘‘ sinking^ there is not word of fact in the narration. 'w.., 
will first review it in detail : 

The Vengeur neither strikes nor makes-o£'^ She did loth. She 
made-off as well as her disabled state admitted, and was actually taken 
in tow by a French eighteen-gun brig ; which cast her off, on the Culloden, 

Alfred and two or three others, approaching to take possession of her. 

Fire rakes her fore and aft from victorious enemies.’^ Wicked indeed 
would it have been to have fired into her, a sinking ship with colours 
down ; and I can positively assert not a gun was fired at her for an hour 
before she was taken possession of. ‘‘ The Vengeur is sinking.’’ True. 

^‘Lo! all flags, streamers, jacks, every rag of tricolor that will yet run 
'on rope, fly rustling aloft.” Not one mast standing, not one rope on 
which to hoist or display a bit of tricolor, not one flag, or streamer, or 
ensign displayed ; her colours down ; and, for more than half an hour 
before she sunk. Captain Kenaudin, and his son, &c. prisoners on hoard 
the Culloden^ — on which I will by and by more especially particu- 
larise. “ The whole crew crowds to the upper deck ; and with universal 
soul-maddening yell shouts Vive la Republlqne ! ” Beyond the fact of 
the crew (except the wounded) being on the upper deck, not even the 
slightest, the most trivial semblance of truth. Not one shout beyond 
that of horror and despair. At the moment of her sinking, we had 
on hoard the Culloden, and in our boats then at the wreck, 127 of her 
crew, including the captain. The Alfred had many; I believe about 
100: Lieutenant Winne, in command of a hired cutter, a number; I 
tliinhj 49. “Down rushes the Vengeur, carrying Vive la Republique 
along with her, unconquerable, into Eternity,” Bah ! answered above. 

‘I have thus reviewed Mr. Carlyle’s statement; I now add the par- 
ticulars of the fact. The Vengeur totally dismasted, going off before 
the wind, under her sprit-sail, &;c. ; five sail of the line come up with 
her, the Culloden and Alfred two of these. Her colours down. Lieu- 
tenant Eichard Deschamps, first of the Alfred, I believe, took possession 
of her. The next boat on board was the Culloden’s, Lieut. Eotheram, 
who died one of the Captains qf Greenwich Hospital. Deschamps went 






SINKING OF THE VENGEUB. 


341 


tip tlie side; Botlieram got-in at tlie lower-deck port, saw tliat tlie ship 
was sinking, and went thence to the quarter-deck. I am not positive 
which boat got first on hoard. Eotheram returned with Captain Eenaudin, 
liis son, and one man ; and reported her state, whereupon other boats 
were sent. The Veiigeur’s main-yard was lying across her decks; 
Eotheram, &c. descended from its larboard yard-arm by the yard-tackle 
pendant ; and I personally heard him report to Captain Schomberg the 
Yengeur’s state, That he could not place a two-feet rule in any diiection, 
■*■’16 thought, that would not touch two shot-holesd* Except the Purser, 
Oliver, who was engaged in arranging the prisoners in classes &c. 
fas they came on board, I was the only officer who knew any French, 
■ and mine very so-so. Captain Schomberg said : ‘‘Yon understand 
French ; take Eenaudiii and his son into the cabin, and divert his mind 
from attention to his ship while sinking.” Having been in presence of 
the French lieet for three days prior to the action, the accustomed cooking 
had not gone on ; the galley-fire was little lighted. But the Captain, 
foreseeing, had a cold mutton-pie standing by; this, with wine, was 
ordered for us ; and I was actually eating it with Eenaudin, a prisoner 
in Captain Schomberg's cabin, when a bustle on deck made us start 
up ; we ran to the starboard quarter-gallery, and saw the Yengeur, 
then say a stone’s-throw from us, sink. These are the facts. 

‘ SejJt 17, 1838. A. J. Geiffiths. 

‘I have said, I am net certain which boat took possession; and I 
gave it to the Alfred, because there arises so much silly squabbling on 
these trifles. But from Eotheram taking the Captain, it seems probable 
the Culloden’s boat was first. A matter, however, of no moment.' 

Such a Document as this was not of a sort to be left dormant : 
doubt could not sleep on it ; doubt, unless effectually contradicted, 
had no refuge but to hasten to denial. I immediately did two 
things : I applied to Admiral Griffiths for leave to publish this 
new letter, or such portions of it as might seem needful; and at 
the same time I addressed myself to a distinguished French friend, 
well acquainted with these matters, more zealously concerned in 
them than almost any other living man, and hitherto an un- 
doubting believer in the history of the Yengeur, This was my 
Letter to him; marked here as Document No. 4: 

4. Letter of T. Garhjle to Monsieur 

^My dear , — Enclosed herewith are copies of Admiral 

Griffiths's two Letters concerning the Yengeur, on which we communi- 
cated lately. You undertook the French side of the business ; you are 
become, so to speak, advocate of France in this matter; as I for my 
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share am put into the post of advocate for England. In the interest 
of all men, so far as that can he concerned here, the truth ought to he 
known, and recognised by all. 

‘ Having read the story in some English hook in boyhood, naturally 
tvith indelible impression of it; reading the same afterwards with all 
detail in the Choix des Eapports, and elsewhere; and finding it every- 
where acted upon as authentic, and nowhere called in question, I wrote 
it down in my Book with due energy and sympathy, as a fact forever 
memorable. But now, I am hound to say, the Eear- Admiral has alto- 
gether altered the footing it stands on ; and except other evidence than 
I yet have, or know where to procure, he adduced, I must give-np the 
business as a cunningly-devised fable, and in my next edition contradict 
it wdth as much energy as I asserted it. You know with how much 
reluctance that will he; for what man, indeed, wmiild not wish to 
believe it? 

, ‘ But what can I do ? Barrere's Rapport does not even profess to he 

grounded on any evidence except what ‘‘ the English Newspapers 
afforded him. I have looked into various “English Newspapers;'' the 
Morning Chronicle, the Opposition or ‘‘ Jacobin’* journal of that period, 
•I have examined minutely, from the beginning of June to the end of July 
1794 , through all the stages of the business; and found there no trace or 
hint of what Barrere asserts : I do not think there is any hint of it dis- 
coverable in any English Newspaper of those wrecks. What Barrke’s oivn 
authority %vas worth in such cases, we all know. On the other hand, 
here is an eye-witness, a man of grave years, of dignified rank, a man 
of perfect respectability, who in the very style of these Letters of his has 
an air of artlessness, of blunt sincerity .and veracity, the characteristic of 
a sailor. There is no motive that could induce him to deny such a fact ; 
on the contrary, the more heroic one’s enemy, the greater one's own 
heroism. Indeed, I may say generally of England, at this day, that 
there could not he anywhere a wish to disbelieve such a thing of an 
enemy recognised as brave among the bravest, but rather a wish, for 
manhood’s sake, to believe it, if possible. 

‘ What I should like therefore is, that these circumstances were, with 
the widest publicity of Journals or otherwise, to be set openly before the 
Erench Nation, and the question thereupon put : Have you any counter- 
evidence ? If you have any, produce it ; let us weigh it. If you have 
none, then let us cease to believe this too-widely credited narration ; let 
us consider it henceforth as a clever fable got-np for a great occasion ; 
and that the real Yengeur simply fought well, and sank precisely as 
another ship would have done. The French, I should hope, have accom- 
plished too many true marvels in the way of war, to have need of false 
marvels. At any rate, error, untruth, as to what matter soever, never 
profited any nation, man, or thing. . 
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‘ If any of your reputable Journalists, if any lionest man, will publish, 
ill your Hewspapers or otherwise, an Article on these deda^ and get us 
either evidence or no evidence, it will throw light on the matter. I have 
not yet Admiral Griffiths's permission to print this second Letter (though 
1 have little doubt to get it very soon) ; but the first is already published, 
and contains all the main facts. My commentary on them, and position 
towards them, is substantially given above. 

^Do what is fit; and let the truth be known* 

* Yours always, X Carlyle.' 

From Admiral Griffiths I received, without delay, the requisite 
permission ; and this under terms and restrictions which only did 
him farther honour, and confirmed, if there had been need of that, 
one’s conviction of his perfect candour as a witness on the matter. 
His Letter to me is too remarkable not to be inserted here; as 
illustrative of this controversy ; nay, especially if we consider the 
curious appendix he has added, as conclusive of it. I have not 
his express permission to print this ; but will venture to believe 
that I have a certain implied discretionary permission, which, 
without my troubling him with farther applications, may suffice : 

5. Letter of Rear-Admlrcd Griffiths to X Carlyle, 

' Sir, — I have received a Letter from ; of which follows an 

extract : 

. ^ ^ ^ ^ 

* In reply to the above, I have to say that 9jou are at full liberty to 
use the account I sent yon, or that published in the Sim Paper, and 
copied thence into the Glole, Morning Post, John Bidl, &c. ; and to 
quote me as your authority. But as I have no desire for controversy, or 
to he made unnecessarily conspicuous, I do not assent to its being pub- 
lished in any other language or Papers, as so put forth hy me, 

I never deemed it worth one thought to awaken the French from 
their dream of glory in this case ; and should have still preserved silence, 
had not Llr. Alison and yourself given it the weight of English Authority. 
"What I abstained from doing for forty-four years, I feel no disposition to 
engage in now. So far as I am an active party, I confine my interference 
to our side of the water ; leaving, you to do as you see fit on the other. 

‘ The statement I have already made in the case is abundant. But I 
will put you in possession of other facts. The action over ; the British 
fleet hrouglit-to ; the French making all sail, and running before the wind ; 
their dismasted hulks having also got before the wind, and following 
them; — the Yengeur being the sternmost, having a French jack flying 
on tlie stump of the foremast, Captain Duckworth of H.M.S. Orion, 
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oTcleied the first lieutenant, Mr. Meares, himself to fire a shot over her. 
This Lieutenant Meares did, and the Vengeur hauled down the flag I 

^Eor iris gallant conduct in that action, on his return to France, 
Captain Eenaudin, who commanded the Vengeur, -was promoted to he 
Near- Admiral, and his dag was flying at Toulon on hoard the Tonnant, 
when I was first lieutenant of the Culloden hlockading that port. I 
wrote to remind him of the treatment he had met with when prisoner on 
hoard the Culloden ; and soliciting his kindness towards Lieutenant Hills, 
•who had been taken in H.M.S. Berwiclc^ and being recognised as having, 
in command of a battery at Toulon, at the period of its evacuation, 
wounded a Frenchman, — was very illmsed. Eenaudin^s letter now lies 
before me ; and does him much honour, as, during the fervour of that 
period, it was a dangerous sin to hold intercourse with us. I send you 
a copy ; it is in English. I am. Sir, very faithfully yours, 

^ A. J. Griffiths." 

Here next is the 'curious appendix’ we spoke of; which might 
itself be conclusive of this controversy : 

Copy of Rear-Admiral Renaudin^s Letter, 

Onboard of the ship Tonnant, Bay of Toulon, 
the seventeenth Venddmiaire] fourth year of 
the French Republic, 

have, Sir, received the favour of your letter. I am extremely 
obliged to you for the interest you have taken to my promotion. Ill 
never forget the attention you have paid me, as well on hoard the 
Culloden as wdien going to prison. I wish you should he well persuaded 
that your generosity and sensibility will he for ever present to my mind, 
and that I can’t be satisfied before it will be in my power to prove you 
my gratitude. If your friend, Lieutenant Hills, bad not already gone 
back home, I should have returned to him all the attention you have 
been so good to paie me. Ill be always sincerely satisfied when it will 
ho in my power to he of some use to any of the officers of the English 
navy that the circumstances of war will carry in my country, and particu- 
larly to them that you will denote me as your friends. 

'''Be so good as take notice of our French officers that you have 
prisoners, and particularly to Captain Cond6 that has been taken on the 
ship Ca-im, Please to remember me to Captain Sclioinberg, to Mr. 
Oliver, and to all the rest of the Officers that I have known on hoard 
of the Culloden. May the peace between our nations give leave to 
yonr grateful Eenaudin to entertain along with you a longer and easier 
correspondence ! ” 

'Addressed, "To Lieutenant Griffiths/ on board of the Culloden, 
Florcnzo Bay, Corse Island.”/ . 
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My Frencli friend did not find it expedient to publish, in the 
Journals or elsewhere, any ‘article/ or general challenge to his 
countrymen for counter-evidence, as I had suggested ; indeed one 
easily conceives that no French Journal would have wished to 
be the foremost with an article of that kind. However, he did 
what a man of intelligence, friendliness and love of truth, could 
do: addressed himself to various official persons connected with 
the Naval Archives of France ; to men of note, who had written 
Fi'ench Naval Histories, &c. from one of whom came a response 
in writing, now to be subjoined as my last Document. I ought 
to say that this latter gentleman had not som Admiral Griffiths's 
written Letters ; and knew them only by description. The others 
responded verbally; that much was to be said, that they would 
prepare 2f6moires, that they would do this and that. I subjoin 
the response of the one who did respond : it amounts, as will be 
seen, not to a recantation of an impudent amazing falsehood, but 
to some vague faint murmur or whimper of admission that it is 
probably false. 

Lettre de Monsieur a Monsieur (24 Dec. 1838). 

‘'Mon cher Monsieur, — Je regrette de ne pouvoir vous donner des 
renseignemens bien precis sur la glorieuse affaire dii Vengeur. Mais si 
Topinion que je me suis formee sur cet evenenient pent vous etrc de 
quelque utilite, je me feliciterai de vous Tavoir donnee, quelque peu 
d’influence qu’elle doive avoir sur le jugement que votre ami se propose 
de porter sur le combat du 13 Prairial. 

‘ Je suis de Brest ; et c’est dans cette ville qifarriva Tescadre de Yillaret- 
Joy euse, apres le combat meurtriere qu’il avait livree a TAmiral Howe. 
Phisieurs des marins qui avaient assist^ a I’affaire du 13 Prairial mbnt 
assure que le Yengeiir avait coul4 avoir a77ie7iS son pavilion, Quel- 
qiies hommes do Tequipage de cet h4roique vaisseau furent meme, dit-oii, 
recueillis sur des debris par des embarcations anglaises. Mais il n’eii est 
pas moins vrai, que le Vengeur ne coula qu^apres s’etre sacrilie pour 
empecher i’escadre anglaise de couper la iigne fraii^aise. 

‘Les rapports du terns, et les beaux vers de Chenier, et de Le Brun sur 
le naufrage du Yengeur, hont pas manque de poetiser la noble fin de ce 
vaisseau. C’est aux cris de Vim la R^puhlique^ disent-ils, que le vaisseau 
s’ est englouti, avec le pavilion tricolore au plus haut de tons ses mats. 
IMais, je le repete, il est tr^s probable que si une parfcie de 1’equipage a 
disparu dessous les fiots aux cris de Vive la RcpuUique, tout Tequipage 
n’a pas refuse d’un commun accord le secours que les vaisseaux enneniis 
pouvaient ofirir aux naufragfe. Au surplus, quand bien meme le Yengeur 
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ait amene son pavilion avant de conler, Faction de ce vaisseau se fesant 
cannoner pendant plusieurs heures pour disputer a toute une escadre le 
passage le plus faibie de ia ligne fran^aise, nlen etait pas moins un des 
plus beaux faits d’armes de notre bistoire navale. Dans les bureaux de 
la marine, au reste, il n’existe aucun rapport de Yillaret-Joyeuse ou de 
Jean-Bon Saint- Andre que puisse faire supposer que le Yengeur ait coule 
sans avoir amene son pavilion. On dit seulement dans ces relations du 
combat du 13, que le Yengeur a disparu apres avoir resiste au feu de 
toute Fescadre anglaise qui voulait ronipre la ligne pour tomber sur les 
derrieres de Farmee, et porter le desordre dans tout le reste de notre 
escadre. 

^Yoil\ mon clier Monsieur, tout ce que je sais sur Faffaire qui vous 
occupe. C’est pen de chose comme vous le vojez, car ce n’est presque 
que mon opinion que je vous exprime sur les petits renseignemens que 
j^ai purecueillir de la bouche des marins qui se trouvaient sur le vais- 
seau la Montague ou d’autres navires de Fescadre Yillaret. — — Eecevez 
Fassurance,’ <fec. &a 

The other French gentlemen that * would prepare M^moires' 
have now in the sixth month prepared none; the ‘much' that 
‘was to he said' remains every syllable of it unsaid. My friend 
urged his official persons; to no purpose. Finally he wrote to 
Barrere himself, who is still alive and in possession of his faculties. 
From Barrke no response. Indeed, one would have liked to see 
the ancient adroit countenance of Barrere perusing, through its 
spectacles, a request to that effect I For verily, as the French say, 
tout est dit. What can be added on such a matter ? 

I conclude therefore, dear Yorke, with an expression of amaze- 
ment over this same ‘ glormtse affaire dih Vengmr ; ' in which 
truly much courage was manifested ; but no unparalleled courage 
except that of Barrke in his Report of the 21st Messidor, Year 2. 
That a son of Adam should venture on constructing so majestic a 
piece of Uagv^e, and liang it out dextrously, like the Earth itself, 
on Nothing, to be believed and venerated by twenty-five million 
sons of Adam for such a length of tihae, the basis of it all the while 
being simply Zero and Nonentity : there is in this a greatness, nay 
a kind of sublimity that strikes us silent, — as if ‘ the Infinite dis- 
closed itself,' and we had a glimpse of the ancient Reign of Chaos 
and Nox ! Miraculous Mahomet, Apollonius with the Golden 
Thigh, Mendez Pinto, Munchausen, Cagliostro, Psalmanazar seem 
but botchers in comparison. 

It was a successful lie too ? It made the French fight better in 
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that struggle of theirs? Yes, Mr. Yorke and yet withal there 
is no lie, in the long-run successful. The hour of all windbags 
does arrive; every windbag is at length ripped, and collapses; 
likewise the larger and older any ripped windbag is, the more fetid 
and extensive is the gas emitted therefrom. The French people 
had better have been content with their real fighting. Next time 
the French Government publishes miraculous bulletins, the very 
ladauds will be slower to believe them; one sees not what sanction, 
by solemn legislative decree, by songs, ceremonials, wooden emblems, 
will suffice to produce belief. Of Nothing you can, in the long- 
run, and with much lost labour, make only— Nothing. 

But ought not the French Nation to hook-down that wooden 
^ Modele du Vengeitr’ now at this late date ; and, in a quiet way, 
split it into brimstone lucifers ? The French Nation will take its 
own method in regard to that. 

As for Rear-Admiral Griffiths, we will say that he has, in his 
veteran years, done one other manful service : extinguished a 
Falsehood, sent a Falsehood to^the Father of it, made the world 
free of it henceforth. For which let him accept our respectful 
thanks. I, having once been led to assert the fable, hold myself 
bound, on all fit occasions, to ^massert it wdth equal empliasis. 
Till it please to disappear altogether from the world, as it ought to 
do, let it lie, as a copper shilling, nailed to the counter, and seen 
by all customers to be copper, 

10//2- Jum 1839. T. Carlyle. 

P.S. — Curiously enough, while this is passing through the press, 
there appears in some French Newspaper called Cliroiiique Uni- 
'VGTsello, and is copied conspicuously into the Paris National (dii, 10 
Juin 1839), an article headed ‘ SioG Matdots d/iM Vcngeitr! Six old 
sailors of the Vengeur, it appears, still survive, seemingly in tlie 
Bourdeaux region, in straitened circumstances; whom the editor, 
dth sure hope, here points out to the notice of the charitable ; — on 
which occasion^ as is natural, Barrere's Hague once more comes into 
play, not a whit worse for the wear, nay if anything, rather fresher 
than ever. Shall we send these* brave old weather-beaten men a 
trifle of money, and request the Mayor of Mornac to take their 
affidavit ? 

‘ Nothing in them but doth suffer a sea-change 
Into something new and strange ! ’ 
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men that have fought for France ought to he assisted by France. 
even though they did not drown themselves after battle. Here is 
the extract from the National : 

‘ Bix Maielots du Vengeur, 


* Tandis que la France faisait trionipher son independance h toates ses 
frontiM’es, le sol, inepuisable en defenseiirs, suffisait a peine a la noiirrir, 
et c’etait de 1’ Amerique, a travers les dots de TOcean, que la France etait 
rednite a recevoir son pain. L’Enrope en armes ne ponvait dompter la 
revolution, TAngleterre essaya de la prendre par famine. Grace a la 
croisim’c de I’Amiral Howe sur les c6tes de Bretagne et de Normandie, elle 
esperait intorcepter mi convoi de deux cents voiles, charge d'une qnantite 
considerable de grains, precieux xavitaillement impatiemment attend u 
dans nos ports ; mais pour sauver ce convoi line escadre fran^aise etait 
dcija sortie de Brest sous le commandement de Yillaret-Joyeiise et la 
direction du representant du peuple Jean-Bon Saint- Andre. 

'Le 9 Prairial de Tan II (28 Mai 1794), les deux armees navales se 
sont aper^ues, et le cri unanime de nos Equipages demande le combat avec 
nn enthoiisiasme irresistible. Cependant aux trente-trois vaisseaux de 
ligne et aux douze Legates de I’ennemi, nous n'avions k opposer que 
trente b^timens, que des matelots enlev4s de la veille a la charrue, que 
des officiers cn un amiral encore novices dans leurs grades, et c’etait 
centre les marins expehnmentes de la vieille Angleterre quhl nous fallait 
soutenir Thonneur du pavilion tricolore, arbore pour la premibre fois dans 
un combat sur mer. 

‘ On sait que le combat s’engagea des le jour m^me, continua d^s le 
lendemain, fut deux jours interrompu par une brume 6paisse, et re- 
commen^a le 13 (P*‘ Juin) a la Itimike dhin soleil eclatant, avec une 
opiniatrete inouie. Notre escadre racheta rinhabilete de ses manoeuvres 
par un deploiement extraordinaire de courage, la vivacite terrible de ses 
feux et Faudace de ses abordages. De quel c6te resta la victoire 1 Les 
deux fiottes, cruehenient endommag^es, se separOTcnt avec une %ile 
lassitude, et desesperkent d’arracher un succes decisif a la superiority du 
noinbre ou k renergie de la rysistance. Mais cette journee fut un 
bapteme de gloire pour notre jeune marine, et la France recueillit le prix 
du sang verse. Durant cette m^me journee, notre convoi de deux cents 
voiles traversait paisiblement le champ de bataille du 10, encore seme de 
d4bris, et abordait nos cotes. « 

' Co fut au milieu de cette action si mymorable qu’il fut donnd k un 
vaisseau frang;ais de se faire une gloire particuliere et dhmmortaliser son 
nom. Cerne par les bdtimens ennemis, convert des lambeaux de ses 
voiles et de sa mature, crible de boulets et d^ja faisant eau de toutes parts, 
le Yengaur^ refuse d’amener son pavilion. L^equipage ne pent plus 
combattre, il pent encore mourir, . Aix tnmulte de ia resistance, aux 
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clameuxs du courage d4sesp6r4 succode uii pxofond silence ; tons moiitent 
on sont poxtes snr le pont, Ce ne sont plus des comdattans, ce sont des 
martyrs de la religion et de la patrie. La, tranqiiillement exposes an feu 
des Anglais, sentant de moment en moment le vaisseau s’enf oncer dans 
les dots, I’eqiiipage salue d^un dernier regard les couleurs nationales 
flottant en pieces au-dessus de sa tdte, il poiisse nn dernier cri de Yive la 
Repiibligue I Vive la Liherte! Vive la France I et le Vengeur a dispaiu 
dans Tabime. Au recit de ce fait, dont TAngleterre elle-meme rendit 
temoignage avec admiration, la France entifere fiit emue et applanclit, dans 
ce devouement sublime, son esprit nouveau flottant sur les eaux comme il 
marcbait sur la terre, indomptable et rdsolu k vaincre ou mourir. D’apres 
un decret de la Convention, le Yengeur legua son nom a un vaisseau en 
construction dans les bassins de Brest, son image a la voute du Pantbeon, 
le role de Tequipage a la colonne de ce temple, et tons les arts furent appeies 
a concourir a la celebration de tant d’heroisme, tandis que la reconnaissance 
publique s’empressait de secourir les veuves et les orplielins des heros. 

^ Voil^ ce que lit alors la Prance ; mais ce qu’elle ignore peut-ctre, c'est 
que du Yengeur les flots Aont pas tout englouti, et que six marins, 
reoueillis par Tennemi et long-temps retenus dans les prisons de TAn- 
gleterre, ont survecu jusqu’a cette lieure meme, rcduits a une condition 
miserable sur le sol de la patrie qui les honora inorts et les oublie vivans ! 
Six, avons-nous dit, et void leurs noms, leur age, leur position, leur 
residence: 

‘Prevaudeau (Jacques), dgd de 60 ans, demeurant ^ Mornac; vivant, 
bien que vieux, du peu de travail qubl peut faire. 

‘ Cercl^ ( Jean-Pi erre), age de 69 ans, demeurant a La Tremblade ; 
vivant mMiocrement de son travail. 

* David (Jacques), invaiide, %e de 56 ans, demeurant a La Tremblade ; 
misdable, 

‘Pavier (Jacques), de 64 ans, demeurant a La Tremblade; n^ayant 
pour vivre que le travail de ses bras. 

*Torchut (AndrAPierre), ^gd de 70 ans, demeurant a T Aiguille; 
comme ses compagnons, il n'a d ’autre ressource que son travail 

‘Manequin (Francois), ^gd de 70 ans, demeurant au Gua; mendiant 
son pain et presque aveiigle. 

‘ Certes, il nous conviendrait pen d’implorer la reconnaissance publique 
pour ces six marins ; nous croyons suffisant de les nommer. Qu’on nous 
permette seiilement un mot : Sous la restauration, un navire fut expedid 
jusque dans rOcean-Paciflque pour ddcouvrir sur les lointains recifs les 
traces du naiifrage de la Peyrouse, .et ce fut a grands frais que Ton en 
reunit quelques debris en bois, en fer, en cuivre et en plomb, religieuse- 
ment conserves dans nos musees. Aujourdlini, c’est sur noire plage 
me me que gisent, ensevelis dans la misere et dans Tobscurite, des debris 
vivans du naufrage lieroxque du Yengeur; la France et le gouvernemenfc 
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de Juillet pourraient-ils ii’etre point jaloiix d’acquitter la dette nationale 
envers ces demieres reliques du patriotisme inspire par notre grande 
revolution? — GlironiqueUniverselle** 

The puhlication of this Paper in Fraser^ s Magazine 
rise to a certain effervescence of prose and verse, patriotic-objurga - 
tory, in several of the French Journals, Feme Britannigm, National^ 
Journal du Pmide, &c. ; the result of which, threatening to prove 
mere zero otherwise, was that ‘M. A. Jal, Historiographer of the 
French Navy,’ did candidly, in the Number of the Benue Britannigue 
for October 1839, print, from the Naval Archives of France, the 
original Despatch of Captain Bena^idin to his own Gomrnment ; the 
full official NaiTative of that battle and catastrophe, as drawn up 
by Renaudin himself and the surviving officers of the Vengeur ; 
dated Tavistock, 1 Messidor, An II,^ and bearing his and eight 
other signatures ; — whereby the statement of Admiral Griffiths, if 
it needed confirmation, is curiously and even minutely confirmed 
in every essential particular, and the story of the Vengeur is at 
length put to rest forever. 

In that objurgatory effervescence, — which was bound by the 
nature of it either to cease effervescing and hold its peace, or else 
to produce some articulate testimony of a living man who saw, or 
of a dead man who had said he saw, the Vengeur sink, otherwise 
than this living Admiral Griffiths saw it, or than a brave ship 
usually sinks after brave battle, — the one noticeable vestige of new 
or old evidence was some dubious traditionary reference to the 
Morning Ghroniele of the 16th June ; or, as the French traditionary 
referee turned out to have named it, ^ le Journal Le Mokning d%o 
IG Juin! Following this faint vestige, additional microscopic 
researches in the Morning Chronicle of the 16th June and else- 
where did, at last, disclose to me what seemed the probable genesis 
and origin of Barr^re’s Fable ; how it first suggested itself to his 
mind, and gathered shape there, and courage to publish itself: the 
discovery, unimportant to all other things and men, is not of much 
importance even to our criticism of Barrere ; altering somewhat 
one’s estimate of the ratio his poetic faculty may have borne to his 
mendacity in this business, but leaving the joint product of the two 
very much what it was in spiritual value ; — a discovery not worth 
communicating. The thing a Lie wants, and solicits from all men, 
is not a correct natural-history of it, but the swiftest possible 
extinction of it, followed by entire silence concerning it. 

^ Twenty days hefore that final, sublime Eeport of Barrere’s. 
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. BAILLIE THE COVENANTERS 

- : 

Early in the seventeenth century of our era, a certain Mr. Robert 
Baillie, a man of solid wholesome character, lived in moderate 
comfort as Parish Minister of Kilwinning, in the west of Scotland. 
He had comfortably wedded, produced children, gathered Dutch 
and other fit divinity-books ; saw his duties lying tolerably man- 
ageable, his possessions, prospects not to he despised; in short, 
ij seemed planted as for life, with fair hopes of a prosperous composed 
V existence, in that remote corner of the British dominions. A 
- peaceable, ‘solid-thinking, solid-feeding,’ yet withal clear-sighted, 
diligent and conscientious man, — alas, his lot turned out to have 
fallen in times such as he himself, had he been consulted on it, 
would by no means have selected. Times of controversy; of 
oppression, which became explosion and distraction: instead of 
. peaceable preaching, mere raging, battling, soldiering ; universal 
/ shedding of gall, of ink and blood : very troublous times ! Com- 
posed existence at Kilwinning, with rural duties, domestic pledges, 
Dutch bodies of divinity, was no longer possible for a man. 

Till the advent of Laud’s Service-book into the High Church of 
Edinburgh (Sunday the 23d of July 1637), and that ever-memorable 
flight of Jenny Geddes’s stool at the head of the Dean officiating 
■‘tlx ‘e, with “ Out, thou foul thief! wilt thou say mass at my lug 
— ; that unexpected cardinal-movement, we say, and the uni- 

versal, unappeasable riot, which ensued thereupon over all these 
Kingdoms, — Baillie, intent on a quiet life at Kilwinning, was 
always clear for some mild middle course, which might lead to 

^ IjONDON and Westminster Review, Ho. 12,-^The Letters and Joiirnah of 
Mohert Baillie, A,M,, Frktcipal of the University of Glasgow, 1637-1662. 
Edited from the Atitlior’s Manuseripts, by David Laing, Esq. 3 vols. (Yols, i. 
and ii.) Robert Ogle, Edinburgh, 1841. 
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this and other "blessings. He even looked with suspicion on the 
Covenant when it was started ; and was not at all one of the first ^ 
to sign it. Sign it, however, he did, by and by, the heat of others ^ ~ 
heating him ever higher to the due welding pitch ; he signed it, 
and became a vehement, noteworthy champion of it, in such 
fashion as he could. Baillie, especially if heated to the welding 
pitch, was by no means without faculty. 

There lay motion in him ; nay, curiously, with all his broad-based 
heaviness, a kind of alacrity, of internal swiftness and flustering 
impetuosity, — a natural vehemence, assiduous swift eagerness, both 
of heart and intellect : very considerable motion ; all embedded, too, 
in that most wholesome, broad-based love of rest ! The eupeptic, 
right-thinking nature of the man; his sanguineous temper, with 
its vivacity and sociality; an ever-busy ingenuity, rather small 
perhaps, but prompt, hopeful, useful ; always with a good dash, too, 
of Scotch shrewdness, Scotch canniness ; and then a loquacity, free. 


fervid, yet judicious, canny , — in a word, natural vehemence, whole- 
somely covered over and tempered (as Sancho has it) in "three 
inches of old Christian — all these fitted Baillie to be a leader 
in Geneml Assemblies and conclaves, a man deputable to the 
London Parliament and elsewhither. He became a prominent, 
and so far as the Scotch Kirk went, preeminent man ; present in 
the thick of all negotiations, Westminster Assemblies, Scotch 
Commissions, during the whole Civil War. 

It can be said too, that his natural faculty never, in any pitch of 
heat or confusion, proved false to him ; that here, amid revolt and 
its dismal fluctuations, the worthy man lived agitated indeed, but 
not unprosperous. Clearly enough, in that terrible jostle, where so 
many stumbling fell, and straightway had their lives and fortunes 
trodden out, Baillie did, according to the Scotch proverb, contrive 
to "carry his dish level" in a wonderful manner, spilling no drop ; 
and indeed was found at last, even after Cromwell and all Sectaries 
had been there, seated with prosperous composure, not in the Kirk 
of Kilwinning, hut in the Principalship of Glasgow University; 
which latter he had maintained successfully through all changes of 
weather, and only needed to renounce at the coming-in of Charles 
II., when, at any rate, he was too old for holding it much longer. 
So invincible, in all elements of fortune, is a good natural endow- 
ment ; so serviceable to a man is that same quality of motion, if 
embedded in wholesome love of rest, — hasty vehemence dissolved 
in a bland menstruum of oil 1 : 
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Baillie, however we may smile at him from this distance, was not 
entirely a common character : yet it must be owiied that, for any- 
thing he of himself did or spoke or suffered, the worthy man must 
have been forgotten many a year ago ; the name of him dead, noo- 
extant ; or turning-up (as the doom of such is) like the melancholy 
mummy of a name, under the eye of here and there an excavator 
in those dreary mines, — bewildered, interminable rubbish-heaps of 
the Cromwellian Histories; the dreariest perhaps that anywhere 
exist, still visited by human curiosity, in this world. But his copious 
loquacity, by good luck for him and for us, prompted Baillie to 
use the pen as well as tongue. A certain invaluable ' Reverend 
Mr. Spang/ a cousin of his, was Scotch minister at Campvere, in 
Holland, with a boundless appetite to hear what was stirring in 
those days ; to whom Baillie, with boundless liberality, gives satis- 
faction. He writes to Spang, on all great occasions, sheet upon 
sheet ; he writes to his Wife, to the Moderator of his Presbytery, 
to earls and commoners, to this man and to that ; nothing loath to 
write when there is matter. Many public Papers (since printed in 
Rushworth’s and other Collections) he has been at the pains to 
transcribe for his esteemed correspondents ; but what to us is infi- 
nitely more interesting, he had taken the farther trouble to make 
copies of his own Letters. By some lucky impulse, one hardly 
guesses how, — for as to composition, nothing can be worse written 
than these Letters are, mere hasty babblements, like what the 
extempore speech of the man would be, — he took this trouble ; and 
ungrateful posterity reaps the fruit. 

These Letters, bound together as a manuscript book, in the 
hands of Baillie’s heirs, grew ever more notable as they grew older ; 
copies, at various times, were made of parts of them; some three 
copies of the whole, or almost the whole, whereof one, tolerably 
complete, now lies in the British Museum.'^ Another usefuler 

2 As in this Museum transcript, otherwise of good authority, the name of the 
principal correspondent is not * Spang ' but * Strang,’ and we learn elsewhere 
that Baillie wrote the miserablest hand, a question arises, Whether Btnmg be 
not, once for all, the real name, and Bpang^ from the first, a mere false reading, 
which has now become inveterate? Straiig^ equivalent to Btrong^ is still a 
common name in those parts of Scotland, ^pang (which is a Scottish verb, 
signifying leap violenihj^ leap distractedly — as an imprisoned, terrified kangaroo 
might leap) we never heard of as a Christian person’s surname before ! ‘ The 
Reverend Mr. Leap-distmctedly * labouring in that dense element of Camp- 
vere, in Holland ? We will hope not, if there be a ray of hope ! Th: 

Bannatyne Club, now in a manner responsible, is adequate to decide. 

is the name, persist they 1846). 
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copy came into tlie hands of Woodrow, the zealons, diligent 
Historian of the Scotch Church, whose numerous Manuscripts' 
purchased partly hy the General Assembly, partly by the Advocates' 
Library, have now been accessible to all inquirers, for a century or 
more. Baillie, in this new position, grew ever notabler ; "was to be 
seen quoted in all books on the history of that period ; had to be 
read and searched through, as a chief authority, by all original 
students of the same. Half a century of this growing notability 
issued at last in a printed edition of Baillie ; two moderate octavo 
volumes, published, apparently by subscription, at Edinburgh, in 
1775. Thus, at length, had the copious outpourings, first emitted 
into the ear of Spang and others, become free to the curiosity 
of all ; purchasable by every one that had a few shillings, legible 
by every one that had a little patience. As the interest in those 
great transactions never died out in Scotland, Baillie's LetUrs and 
Jo%iTnals, one of the best remaining illustrations of them, became 
common in Scottish libraries. 

Unfortunately, this same printed edition was one of the worst. 
A tradition, we are told, was once current among Edinburgh book- 
sellers that it had been undertaken on the counsel of Eobertson 
and Hume; but, as Mr. Laing now remarks, it is not a credible 
tradition. Eobertson and Hume would, there is little doubt, feel 
the desirableness of having Baillie edited, and may, on occasion, 
have been heard saying so; but such an edition as this of 1775 
is not one they could have had any hand in. In fact, Baillie may 
be said to have been printed on that occasion, but not in any true 
sense edited at all. The quasi-editor, who keeps himself entirely 
hidden in the background, is guessed to have been one ' Mr. Eobert 
Aiken, Schoolmaster of Anderton,' — honour to his poor shadow of 
a name ! He went over Baillie's manuscripts in such fashion as 
he could ; ' omitted many Letters on private affairs ; ' copied those 
on public matters, better or worse ; and prefixing some brief, vague 
Memoir of Baillie, gathered out of the general wind, sent his work 
through the press, very much as it liked to go. Thanks to him, 
poor man, for doing so much; not blame that, in his meagre gaxTet, 
he did not do more ! 

But it is to be admitted, few books were ever sent forth in a 
more helpless condition. The very printer's errors are numerous. 
Note or comment there fs none whatever, and here and there some 
such was palpably indispensable ; for Baillie, in the hurry of his 
written babblement, is wont to designate persons and things, often 
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enongh/in ways which Spang and the world would indeed under- 
stand at the time, hut which now only critics and close investigators 
can make out. The narrative, watery, indistinct, flowing out in 
vague diffusion, at the first and best, fades now too frequently into 
the enigmatic, and stagnates in total obscuration, if soine little note 
be not added. Whom does the Letter-writer, in his free and easy 
speed, intend to designate by such phrases as ‘ his Lordship,’ ‘ the 
Lord Marquis,’ his Grace, precious Mr. David, the Reverend Mr. 
H. of N. ? An editor ought to tell ; and has not tried there to 
do it. Far from doing it, he has even mistaken some of the 
initials themselves, and so left the natural dimness changed into 
Egyptian dark. Read in this poor Anderton edition, Baillie, in 
many passages, produces the effect, not of a painting, even of the 
hugest signpost painting, but of a monstrous, foamy smear, resem- 
blance of no created thing whatever. Additional outlays of patience 
become requisite, and will not always sufSce. It is an enigma you 
might long guess over, did not perhaps indolence and healthy 
instincts premonish you that, when you had it, the secret would 
be worth little. 

To all ■'^diich unhappy qualities we are to add, that this same 
edition of 1775 had, in late times, become in the highest degree 
difficult to get hold of! In English libraries it never much 
abounded, nor in the English book-markets; its chief seat was 
always its native one. But of late, as would seem, what copies 
there were, the growing interest of whatsoever related to the heroes 
of the Civil War had altogether absorbed. Most interesting to 
hear what ah eye-witness, even a stupid eye-witness, if honest, will 
say of such matters! The reader that could procure himself a 
Baillie to pore over was lucky. The price in old-book shops here 
in London had risen, if by rare chance any copy turned up, to the 
exorbitancy of two guineas ! 

And now, under these circumstances, the Bannatyne Club, a 
private reunion of men who devote themselves expressly to the 
rescue and reprinting of scarce books and manuscripts, with or 
without much value, very wisely determined to reedit Baillie ; 
first, for their own private behoof; and secondly, as is their wise 
wont in some cases, and as in every case is easy for them (the types 
being already all set, and the printer’s ^ composition ’ accomplished, 
as it were, gratis), for the behoof of the public that will buy. Very 
wisely too, they appointed for this task their Honorary Secretary, 
the Keeper of the Edinburgh Signet Library, Mr. David Laing, 
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a gentleman well known for Ms skill in that province of things. 
Two massive Octavos, in round legible type, are accordingly here; 
a Third and last is to follow in a few months; and so Baillie's 
Leiters and Journals, finally in right reading condition, becomes 
open, on easy terms, to whoever has concern in it. In right 
reading condition ; for notes and all due marginal guidances, such 
as we desiderated above, are furnished; the text is rectified by 
collation of three several Manuscripts, among others, Baillie's own 
of the 'evil handwriting’ of which an appalling facsimile gives 
evidence; the various Letters relating to private affairs are not 
excluded in this edition, but wisely introduced and given in full, 
as deserving their paper and ink perhaps better than the average. 
On the other hand, public Papers, if easily accessible elsewhere, 
are withheld, and a reference given to the Eitshworth, Hardioioke, 
Thurloe, or other such Collection, where they already stand ; if not 
easily accessible, they are printed here in appendixes ; and indeed 
not they only, but many more not copied by Baillie, some of them 
curious enough, which the editor’s resources and long acquaintance 
with the literature oT Scotch History have enabled him to offer. 
This is the historical description, origin and genesis of these two 
massive Octavos named Baillids Letters and Journals, published 
by the Bannatyne Club, which now lie before us ; thus are they, 
and thence did they come into the world. 

It remains now only to be added, critically as well as historically, 
that Mr. Laing, according to all appearance, has exhibited his 
usual industry, sagacity, correctness, in this case; and done his 
work well. The notes are brief, illuminative, ever in the right 
place; and, what we will praise withal, not over-plenteous, not 
more of them than needed. Nothing is easier than for an anti- 
quarian editor to seize too eagerly any chance or pretext for pouring- 
out his long-bottled antiquarian lore, and drowning his text, instead 
of refreshing and illustrating it; a really criminal proceeding! 
This, we say, the present editor has virtuously forborne. A good 
index, a tolerable biography, are to be looked for, according to 
promise, in the Third Volume. Baillie will then stand on Ms 
shelves, accessible, in good reading condition : a fact which, since 
it is actually a fact, may with propriety enough be published in 
this journal, and in any and all other journals or methods, as 
widely as the world and its wants and ways will allow. 

We have no thought here of going much into criticism of Baillie 
or his Book ; still less of entering at all on that enormous Business 



UAiLLlJB THE COYEHANTER. 


359 


lie and it derive their interest from,— that enormous whii-lpool on 
which, the fountains of the great deep suddenly breaking up, the 
pacific, broad-based Minister sees himself launched forth from 
Kilwinning Kirk, and set sailing, and epistolising ! The Book has 
become curious to us, and the Man curious ; much more so on a 
riper acquaintance than they were at first. Nevertheless our 
praise of him, hearty enough in its kind, must on all sides be 
limited. To the general, especially to the uninformed or careless 
reader, it will not be safe to promise much ready entertainment 
from this Book. Entertainment does lie in it, both amusement 
and instruction do; but rather for the student than the careless 
reader. Poor Baillie is no epic singer or speaker, — the more is 
the pity ! His Book is like the hasty, breathless, confused ialh 
of a man, looking face to face on that great whirl of things. A 
wiser man — would have talked more wisely I But, on the whole, 
this man too has a living heart, a seeing pair of eyes ; above all, 
he is clearly a veracious man; tells Spang and you the truest he 
has got to tell, in such a bustling hurry as his. Veracious in word; 
and we might say, what is a much rarer case, veracious in thought 
too; for he harbours no malignity, perverse hatred, purposes no 
wrong against any man or thing; and indeed, at worst, is of so 
transparent a nature, all readers can discern at all times where 
his bias lies, and make due allowance for that. 

Truly, it is pity the good man had not been a little wiser, had 
not shown a little more of the epic gift in writiug : we might then 
have had, as in some clear mirror, or swift contemporaneous 
Daguerreotype delineator, a legible living picture of that great 
Time, as it looked and was! Bufc, alas, no soul of a man is 
altogether such a ' mirror ; ^ the highest soul is only approximately, 
and still at a great distance, such. Besides, we are always to 
remember, poor Baillie wrote not for us at all ; but for Spang and 
the Presbytery of Irvine, with no eye to us 1 What of picture 
there is, amid such vaporous maxiy indistinctness, or indeed quite 
turbulent weltering dislocation and confusion, must be taken as 
a godsend. The man gazes as he can, reports as he can. His 
words flowing“Out bubble-bubble, full of zealous broad-based 
vehemence, can rarely be said to make a picture ; tliough on rare 
occasions he does pause, and with distinctness, nay with a singular 
felicity, give some stroke of one. But rarely, in his loquacious 
has^e, has he taken time to detect the real articulation and 
structure of the matter he is talking of, — where it begins, ends, 
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■what the real character and purport, the real aspect of it is: how 
shall he in that case, by any possibility, make a portrait of it? 
He talks with breathless loquacity, with adipose vehemence, about 
it and about it. Nay, such lineaments of it as he has discovered 
and mastered, or begun to discover (for the man is by no means 
without an eye, could he have taken time to look), he, scrawling 
without limit to Spang, uses not the smallest diligence to bring- 
out on the surface, or to separate from the as yet chaotic, undis- 
covered ; he leaves them weltering at such depth as they happen 
to lie at. A picture does struggle in him; but in what state 
of development the reader can guess. As the image of a real 
object may do, shadowed in some huge frothy ever-agitated 
vortex or deluge, — ever-agitated caldron, boiling, bubbling, with 
fat vehemence ! 

Yet this too was a thing worth having: what talk, what babble- 
ment, the Minister of rural Kilwinning, brought suddenly in sight 
of that great World-transaction, will audibly emit from him. Here 
it is, fresh and fresh, — after two centuries of preservation: how 
that same enormous whirlpool, of a British Nation all torn from 
its moorings, and set in conflict and self-conflict, represents itself, 
from moment to moment, in the eyes of this shrewd-simple, zealous, 
yet broad-bottomed, rest-loving man. On the whole, is there not, 
to the eager student of History, something at once most attractive 
and yet most provoking in all Memoirs by a Contemporary ? Con- 
temporaneous words by an eye-witness are like no other. For 
every man who sees with eyes is, approximately or else afar off, — ■ 
either approximately and in some faint degree decipherable, or 
too far off, altogether ^decipherable, and as if vacant and blank, 
—the miraculous ‘ Daguerreotype- mirror,' above mentioned, of 
whatever thing transacts itself before him. No shadow of it 
but left some trace in him, decipherable or undecipherable. The 
poor soul had, lying in it, a far stranger alchemy than that of the 
electric-plates: a living Memory, namely, an Intelligence, better 
or worse. Words by an eye-witness ! You have there the words 
which a son of Adam, looking on the phenomenon itself, saw fittest 
for depicturing it. Strange to consider : it, the very phenomenon 
itself, does stand depictured there, though under such inextricable 
obscurations, shortcomings, perversions, — fatally eclipsed from us 
forever. 

For we cannot read it ; the traces are so faint, confused, as good 
as non-extant to our organs: the light was so unfavourable, — the 
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'electric-plate’ was so extremely lad. Alas, you read a hundred 
autograph holograph letters, signed ' Charles Eex/ with the 
intensest desire to understand Charles Rex, to know what Charles 
Rex was, what he had in his eye at that moment; and to no 
purpose. The summary of the whole hundred autographs is 
vacuity, inanity ; like the moaning of winds through desert places, 
through damp empty churches : what the writer did actually mean, 
the thing he then thought of, the thing he then was, remain for- 
ever hid from you. No answer; only the ever-moaning, gaunt, 
unsyllabled woo-woo of wind in empty churches I Most provoking ; 
a provocation as of Tantalus ; — for there is not a word written 
there hut stands like a kind of window through which a man might 
see, or feels as if he might see, a glimpse of the whole matter. Not 
a jolt in those crabbed angular sentences, nay not a twirl in that 
cramp penmanship, but is significant of all you seek. Had a man 
but intellect enough, — which, alas, no man ever had, and no angel 
ever had, — how would the blank become a picture all legible! 
The doleful, unsyllabled woo-woo of church- winds had become 
intelligible, cheering articulation ; that tragic, fatal-looking, peak- 
bearded individual, ‘your constant assured friend, Charles Rex,* 
were no longer an enigma and chimera to you 1 With intellect 
enough, — alas, yes it were all easy then ; the very signing of his 
name were then physiognomical enough of him ! 

Or, descending from such extreme heights and rarefactions, 
where, in truth, human nature cannot long breathe with satisfac- 
tion, — may we not here deduce once more the humble practical 
inference, How extremely incumbent it is on every reader to read 
faithfully with whatever of intellect he has; on every writer, in 
like manner, to exert himself, and write his wisest ? Truly the 
man who says, still more who writes, a wise word on any object 
he has seen with his eyes, or otherwise come to know and be 
master of, the same is a benefactor to all men. He that writes 
unwise words, again, — especially if on any great, ever-memorable 
object, which in this manner catches him up, so to speak, and 
keeps him memorable along with it,-— is he not the indisjxitablest 
mafefactor? Yes; though unfortunately there is no bailiff to 
collar him for it, and give him forty stripes save one ; yet, if he 
could do better, and has not done it, — ^yes ! Shall stealing the 
money of a man be a crime ; and stealing the time and brains 
-of innumerable men, generation after generation of men, be none ? 
For your tenebrific criminal has fixed himself on some great object, 
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and cannot perhaps be forgotten for centuries ; one knows not 
when he will be entirely forgotten ! He, for his share, has not 
brought light into the world according to his opportunity, but 
darkness ; he is a son of Nox, has treacherously deserted to the 
side of Chaos, Nox and Erebus; strengthening, perpetuating, so 
far as lay in him, the reign of prolixity, vacuity, vague confusion, 
or in one word, of stupidity and m-isknowledge on this earth I A 
judicious Eeviewer, — in a time when the 'abolition of capital 
punishments’ makes such progress in both Hemispheres, — would 
not willingly propose a new penalty of death ; but in any reasonable 
practical suggestion, as of a bailiff and forty stripes save one, to 
be doubled in case of relapse, and to go on doubling in rigid 
geometric progression tilh amendment ensued, he will cheerfully 
concur. 

But to return. The above considerations do not, it is clear, 
apply with any stringency to poor Baillie ; whose intellect, at best, 
was never an epic one ; whose opportunities, good as they look, 
were much marred by circumstances ; above all, whose epistolary 
performance was moderately satisfactory to Spang! We are to 
repeat that he has an intellect, and a most lively, busy one of its 
kind; that he is veracious, what so few are. If the cursory 
reader do not completely profit by him, the student of History 
will prosper better. But in this, as in all cases, the student of 
History must have patience. Everywhere the student of History 
has to pass his probation, his apprenticeship; must first, with 
painful perseverance, read himself mto the century he studies, — 
which naturally differs much from our century ; wherein, at first 
entrance, he will find all manner of things, the ideas, the person- 
ages, and their interests and aims, foreign and unintelligible to 
him. He as yet knows nobody, can yet care for nobody, completely 
understand nobody. He must read himself into it, we say ; make 
himself at home, and acquainted, in that repulsive foreign century. 
Acquaintance once made, all goes smoother and smoother ; even 
the hollow-sounding ' constant assured friend Charles Rex ’ improves 
somewhat ; how much more this headlong, warm-hearted, blunder- 
ing, babbling, ' sagacious jolterhead ’ of a Baillie ! For there is a 
real worth in him, spite of its strange guise ; — something of the 
Boswell; rays of clear genial insight, sunny illumination, which 
alternate curiously with such babblement, oily vehemence, confused 
hallucination and sheer floundering platitude ! An incongruous, 
heterogeneous man ; so many inconsistencies, all united in a certain 
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prime- element of most turbid, but genuine and fertile radical 
warmth. 

Poor Baillie ! The daily tattle of men, as the air carried it two 
hundred years ago, becomes audible again in those pages: an old 
dead Time, seen alive again, as through a glass darkly. Those 
hasty chaotic records of his, written down offhand from day to 
day> are worth reading. They produce on us something like the 
effect of a contemporaneous daily newspaper; more so than any 
other record of that time ; much more than any of the Mcrctmes, 
'Britannic,' 'Aulic,' 'Rustic,' which then passed as newspapers, 
but which were in fact little other than dull-hofc objurgatory 
pamphlets, — grown cold enough now. Baillie is the true news- 
paper ; he is to be used and studied like one. Taken up in this 
way, his steamy indistinctness abates, as our eye gets used to the 
steamy scene he lives in; many a little trait discloses itself, where 
at first mere vacant confusion was discernible. Once familiar to 
the time, we find the old contemporaneous new'^spaper, which 
seemed mere waste paper, a rather interesting document. Nay, 
as we said, the Kilwinning Minister himself by degrees gets in- 
teresting; for there is a strange homely worth in him, lovable 
and ludicrous; a strange mass of shrewd simplicities, naiveties, 
blundering ingenuities, and of right wholesome vitalities withal. 
Many-tinted traceries of Scotch humours, such as a Galt, a Scott, 
or a Smollett might have rejoiced over, lie in this man, unob- 
literated by the Covenant and all distance of time. How in- 
teresting to descry, faintly developed, yet there and recognisable 
through the depths of two dead centuries, and such dense gar- 
niture^ md ( elects all grown obsolete, the indubitahlest traits of 
Scotuh humH,i-nature, redolent of the ' West-country,' of the kindly 
'Salt-market,' even as this Day still, sees it and lovingly laughs 
over it ! Rubicund broad lineaments of a Nicol Jarvie, sly touches 
too of an Andrew Fairservice; nay sputterings, on occasion, of the 
tindery tragic fire of an adust Lieutenant Leshmahago, — fat as 
this man is, and of ,, pacific profession 1 

We could laugh much over him, and love him much, this good 
Baillie; but have not time at present. We will point out his 
existence ; advise all persons who have a call that way to read that 
same 'contemporaneous newspaper' of his with attention and 
thanks. We give it small praise when we say, there is perhaps 
no book of that period which will, in the end, better reward the 
trouble of reading. Alas, to those unfortunate persons who have 
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sat, for long months and years, obstinately incurring the danger 
of locked-jaw, or suspension at least of all the thinking faculties, 
in stubborn perusal of Whitlocke, Heylin, Prynne, Burton, Lilburn, 
Laud and Company, — ^all flat, boundless, dead and dismal as an 
Irish bog, — such praise will not seem too promissory I 

But it is time to let Baillie speak a little for himself ; readers, 
both cursory and studious, will then judge a little for themselves. 
We have fished-up, from such circumambient indistinctness and 
embroiled babblement, a lucid passage or two. Take first, that 
clear vision, made clear to our eyes also, of the Scotch encamped 
in warlike array under Field-Marshal Alexander Lesley, that ‘ old 
little crooked soldier,’ on the slopes of Dunse Law, in the sunny 
days of 1639. Bead ers are to fancy that the flight of Jenny 
Geddes’s stool, which we named a cardinal movement (as wrongs 
long compressed do but require some slight fugling-signal), has set 
all Scotland into uproar and violent gesticulation : the first slight 
stroke of a universal battle and wrestle, with all weapons, on the 
part of all persons, for the space of twenty years or so, — one of 
the later strokes of which severed a king’s head off 1 That there 
were flockings of men to Edinburgh, and four 'Tables’ (not for 
dining at) set up. That there have been National Covenants, 
General Assemblies, royal commissioners ; royal proclamations not 
a few, with protests of equal number ; much ineffectual proclajmiDg, 
and protesting and vociferating ; then, gradually, private ' drillings 
in Fife ’ and other shires ; then public calling-forth of the ' twelfth 
penny,’ of the ' fourth fencible man ; ’ Dutch arms from Holland, 
Scotch oflScers from Germany, — not to speak of commissariat-stores, 
thrifty 'webs of harding’ (canvas) drawn 'from the good wdves of 
Edinburgh’ by eloqueat pulpit-appeals 'of Mr. Harry Bollock — 
and so, finally, this is what we discern on the pleasant conical Hill 
of Dunse, in the summer weather of 1639. For, as Baillie says, 

' They might see now that before we would be roasted with a slow 
'fire, by the hands of Churchmen who keeped themselves far aback 
‘ from the same, we were resolved to make a bolt through the reek, 
' and try to get a grip of some of those who had first kindled the 
' fire, and still laid fuel to it, — and try if we could cast them in the 
' midst of it, to taste if that heat was pleasant when it came near 
'their own skins 1 ’ Proper enough ; and lo, accordingly : 

' This our march did much affray the English camp : Dunse Law was 
Hi sight, within six or seven miles ioj they lay in pavilions some two 
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-miles from Berwick, on the other side of Tweed, in a fair plain along the 
river. The king h jnself, beholding us through a prospect {spy-glass), did 
conjecture us to be sixteen or eighteen thousand men; but at one time we 
were above twenty thousand.’ 

‘ It would have done you good to have casten your eyes athort our 
brave and rich Hill, as oft I did, with great contentment and joy. For I 
(quoth the wren) was there among the rest ; being chosen preacher by the 
Gentlemen of our Shire, who came late with my Lord of Eglinton. I 
famished to half a dozen of good fellows muskets and pikes, and to my 
boy a broadsword. I carried, myself, as the fashion was, a sword and a 
couple of Dutch pistols at my saddle ; hut, I promise, for the oJEence 
of no man except a robber in the way ; for it was our part to pray and 
preach for the encouragement of our countrymen, which I did, to my 
power, most cheerfully. Our Hill was garnished on the top, towards the 
south and east, with our mounted cannon ; well near to the number of 
forty, great and small. Oar regiments lay on the sides of the Hill, almost 
round about : the place was not a mile in circle ; a pretty round, rising in 
a declivity, -without steepness, to the height of a how-shot; on the top, 
somewhat plain ; about a quarter of a mile in length, and as much in 
breadth ; as I rehiemher, capable of tents for forty thousand men. The 
crowners ® lay in kennous {canvas) lodges, high and wide ; their captains 
about them iu lesser ones ; the sojours about, all in huts of timber covered 
with divot {turf) or straw. Our crowners, for the most part, were noble- 
men : Rothes, Lindsay, Sinclair had among them two fuR regiments at 
least, from Fife ; Balcarras a horse-troop ; Loudon ’ &c. &c. ‘ Our captains 
were mostly barons, or gentlemen of good note ; our lieutenants, almost all, 
sojours who had served over sea in good charges. Every company had 
flying,, at the captain’s tent-door, a brave new Colour, with the Scottish 
Arms, and this ditton, For CJirisfs Crown and Covenant^ in golden 
letters,’ — a notable emblazonment indeed ! 

‘ The councils of war were keeped daily in the Castle of Dunse ; the 
ecclesiastic meetings in Rothes’s large tent. Lesley the General, and 
Baillie his Lieutenant, came nightly on their horses for the setting of 
the watch. Our sojours were all lusty and full of courage ; the most of 
them stout young ploughmen ; great, cheerfulness in the face of all. The 
only difficulty was to get them dollars or two the man, for their voyage 
from home and the time they entered on pay : for among our yeomen 
money at any time, not to say then, used to be very scarce.’ ‘We were 
much obliged to the town of Edinburgh for moneys ; Harry Rollock, by 
his sermons, moved them to shake-out their purses; the garners of 

3 Orowner, coroner, and (to distinguish this officer from him who holds the 
inquests), coronet, which last is still intrinsically our pronunciation of the 
word now spelt coloneL 
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Non-covenanters, especially of James Maxwell ancl my Lord 
gave us plenty of wheat. One of our Ordinances was To seize on the 
rents of Non-covenanters,’ — ane helpful Ordinance, so far as it went. 

‘ Our sojours grew in experience of arms, in courage, in favour, daily : 
every one encouraged the other; the sight of the nobles and their beloved 
pastors daily raised their hearts. The good sermons and prayers, morning 
and even, under the roof of Heaven, to which their drums did call them 
for bells ; the remonstrances, very frequent, of the goodness of their Cause, 
of their conduct (guidance) hitherto by a Hand clearly Divii.e ; also 
Lesley his skill and fortune, — made them all so resolute for battle as 
could be wished. We were feared (^ifmid) that emulation among our 
nobles might have done harm when they should be met in the fields ; but 
such was the Avisdom and authority of that old little crooked souldier, that 
all, with ane incredible submission, from the beginning to the end, gave over 
themselves to he guided by him, as if he had been Great Solyman. He 
keeped daily, in the Castle of Dnnse, ane honourable table : for the nobles 
and strangers, with himself: for the gentlemen waiters, thereafter at a 
long side-table, I had the honour, by accident, one day to be his chaplain 
at table, on bis left hand. The fare was as became a general in time of 
war : not so curious by far as Arundel’s, in the English Camp, to our 
nobles; but ye know that the English sumptuosity, both in war and 
peace, is despised by all tbeir neighbours,’ — l)ursten pohe-puddings of 
Englishers, whose daily care is to dine, not wisely hut too well I 

‘ But had ye lent your ear in the morning, or especially at even, and 
heard in the tents the sound of some singing psalms, some praying, and 
some reading Scripture, ye would have been refreshed. True, there was 
SAv earing, and cursing, and brawling in some quarters : but Ave hoped, if 
our camp had been a little settled, to have gotten some Avay for these 
misorders ; for all, of any fashion, did regret, and all did promise to con- 
tribute their best endeavours for helping all abuses. Eor myself, I never 
.. found my mind in better temper than it AA’^as ail the time frae I came 
from home, till my head was again homeward ; for I Avas as a man who 
had taken my leave from the world, and was resolved to die in that 
service without return. I found the favour of God shining upon me ; and 
a sweet, meek, yet strong and vehement spirit leading me, all along. But, 
alas, I was no sooner on my way westward, after the conclusion of peace, 
than my old security returned/ ^ 

This is tlie Scotch Encampment on the Hill of Dunse; King 

4 We have used the freedom to modernise Baillie’s spelling a little ; about 
which, ‘as he could never fix,’ says Mr. Laing, ‘on any constant Avay of 
‘ spelling bis own name,’ there need not be much delicacy : we also endeavour 
to improve his punctuation, <&c. here and there ; but Avill nov^here in the least 
alter his sense. 


BAILLIE THE COVENANTEE. 


367 







Charles looking at it through a spy-glass, not without interest, 
from the plain above Berwick on the other side of the river. Could 
he have discovered the Reverend Robert Baillie riding thither from 
Kilwinning, girt with sword and Dutch pistols, followed by the five 
or six rough characters whom he had laid out hard cash to furnish 
with muskets and pikes, and to what a dreadful pitch the mind of 
the pacific broad-based man had now got itself screwed, resolute ‘ to 
die on that service without r6turn,~truly, this also might have 
been illuminative for his Majesty ! Heavy Baillie was an emblem 
of heavy Scotland, in the rear of which lay heavy England. But 
^ our sweet Prince ' discerned only the surfaces of things. The mean 
peddling details hid from him, as they still do from so many, the 
essential great meaning of the matter; and he thought, and still 
again thought, that the rising-up of a million men, to assert that 
they were verily men with souls, and not automatons with wires, 
was some loud-sounding pettiness, some intrigue, — to be dealt with 
by intriguing. Herein he fundamentally mistook ; mis-saw ; — and 
so mis-wentf poor Prince, in all manner of w^ays : to the front of 
Whitehall ultimately ! 

But let us now, also through a kind of dim spy-glass, cast a far- 
off look into the domesticities of Baillie ; let us glance, namely, 
through certain of these paper-missives, into that ancient Manse of 
Kilwinning ; all vanished now, to the last stone of it, long since ; 
swallowed in the depths of edacious Time. The reader shall also 
see a journey to Town done on ponies, along the coast of what is 
now the Great North-eastern Railway, working with so much more 
velocity by steam I 

The ‘Treaty of Berwick," fruit of that Dunse-Law expedition of 
the Scotch People, has soon issued again in proclamations, in 
‘ papers burnt by the hangman; " and then in a new Scotch Arma- 
ment, lodged, this time, not on Dunse Hill, with uncertain moneys 
from Mr. Harry Rollock, but, by a bold movement through the 
Tyne at Newburn, safely in the town of Newcastle, with eight 
hundred pounds a-day from the northern counties : whereupon 
follows a new ‘ Treaty of Rippon," — fit also to be burnt by the 
hangman by and by. Baillie rejoices somewhat in the milk and 
honey of these northern counties, comparatively a fat; productive 
land. The heroic man, girt again with Dutch pistols, innocuous 
except to thieves, had made his Will before departing on these for- 
midable expeditions : ‘ It will be my earnest desire,’ thus wills he, 

‘ that my wife be content with the annual-rent of seven thoi^sand 
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'merk (Scots) from what is first and readiest, and that she qnit\ 
'judicially what further she could crave by her very subdolous 
'contract' — subdolous contract, I say, though not of her making; 
which she should quit ' What then remains, let it be employed for 
' her children s education and profit. I would give to Robert five 
' thousand merk, if he quit his heirship ; the rest to be equally 
'divided betwixt Harrie and Lillie. Three hundred merk to be 
' distribute presently among the Poor of the Parish of Kilwinning, 

'at sight of the Session/ All this we omit, and leave behind 
us in a state of comfortable fixity ; — ^being bound now on a new 
mission : to the new Parliament (which will one day become a 
Long Parliament) just sitting down at present. Read these 
select fractions of Letters 'to Mrs. Baillie at Kilwinning/ dated 
November 1640, on the road to London : 

' My Heart, — I wrote to thee from Edinburgh ; also, from Kelso, to 
Mr. Claud, suspecting thy absence from home. I wrote to thee likewise 
here, in Newcastle, on Saturday last. Since, I thank God, I have been 
very weel, as thy heart could wish, and all my company. 

' Yesternight the Committee sent for me, and told me of their desire I 
should go to London with the Commissioners. I made sundry difficulties ; 
which partly they answered, and partly took to their consideration till 
this day. But now, at our presbytery after sermon, both our noblemen 
and ministers in one voice thought meet that not only Mr. Alexander 
Henderson, but also Mr. Robert Blair, Mr, George Gillespie, and I, should 
all three, for divers ends, go to London ; Mr. Robert Blair to satisfy the 
minds of many in England who love the way of New England (Inde- 
pendency) better than that of Presbyteries in our Church ; I for the con- 
vincing of that prevalent faction {Arminian Episcopals) against which 
I have written ; Mr. Gillespie for the crying-down of the English cere- 
monies, on which he has written ; and all four of us to preach, by turns, 
to our Commissioners in their house ; which is the custom of divers 
noblemen at court, and was our practice all the time of the Conference 
at Rippon. We mind to Durham, God willing, to-morrow; and other 
twelve miles on Saturday, to Darntoun {Darlington), there to stay all 
Sunday, where we hope to hear, before we cross the Tees on Monday, 
how things are like to frame in the English Parliament. Loudon is 
fashed with a defluxion ; he will stay here till Monday, and come on as 
health serves, journey or post. 

' They speak here of the prentices pulling down the High-Commission 
house at London ; of General King's landing, with six or seven thousand 
Danes, in the mouth of the Thames, near London. We wish it were 
so ; but we take it, and many things more you will hear, for clatters. 
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'My Heart* draw near to God * neglect not thy prayers morning and 
evening with thy servants, as God will help thee ; read and pray, beside 
that, in private. Put Eob to the school ; teach him and Harrie both 
some little beginnings of God^s fear; have a care of my Kttle Lillie, I 
pray thee write to me how thou and they are. 

‘ Thy awne, 

'Newcastle, 5 November 1640, E. Baillib. 

' My Heart, — ^Thou sees I slip no occasion. I wrote to thee yesternight 
from Newcastle; this night I am in Durham, very weel, rejoicing in 
God^s good providence. 

'After I closed my letters, my boy Jamie was earnest to go with me; 
so, notwithstanding of my former resolution to send him home, I was 
content to take him. I spake to the General, and put-in his name, as 
my man, in the safe-conduct. But, when I was to loup {to mount horse) y 
he failed me, and would go no farther ! I could not strive then ; I gave 
him his leave, and a dollar to carry him home. His folly did me great 
wrong; for if I should have gone hack to bespeak ane other, I would 
have lossed my company: so without troubling myself, I went forward 
with my company, manless. But, behold the gracious providence of my 
God : as I enter in Durham, one of my old scholars, a preacher in Colonel 
Eamsay^s regiment of horse, meets with me before I light ; will have me 
to his chamber ; gives me his chamber, stable-servant, a cup of sack, and 
all courtesy; gets me a religious youth, a trooper, ready with a good 
horse, to go with me to London. Major-General Baillie makes me, and 
all the Commissioners that were there, sup with him, and gives the youth 
his leave to go with me. Mr. Archibald Johnston assures me for his 
charges, as well as my own. So my man Jameses foolish unthankfulness 
is turned about for my ten-times better provision: I take this for a 
presage and ane erles {earnest) of God^s goodness towards me all this 
voyage. 

' We hope that Loudon's deflnxion shall not hinder him to take journey 
on Tuesday. The morrow we intend but one other post to Darlington, 
and there stay till the Great Seal {our Safe-conduct) come to us. The 
Lord he with thee and my babies, and all my flock and friends. 

' Thy awne, 

'Durham, 6 November, Friday.. E. Baillie.' 

' My Heart, — I know thou does now long to hear from me. I wrote 
to thee on Saturday was eight days \daied Friday], from Durham. That 
day we went to Darlington, where Mr. Alexander Henderson and Mr. 
Eobert Blair did preach to us on Sunday. At supper on Sunday, the 
post, with the Great Seal of England for our safe-conduct, came to us ; 
with the Earl of Bristol’s letter to Loudon, entreating us to make haste, 
Misc. III. 
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^ On Monday -we came, before we liglited, to Borougbbridge, twenty- 
five miles. On Tuesday we rode three short posts by Ferrybridge, to 
Doncaster.® There I was content to buy a bobbin waistcoat. On 
Wednesday we came another good journey to Newark-on-Trent, where 
we caused Dr, Moyslie sup with us. On Thursday we came to Stamford; 
on Friday to Huntingdon ; on Saturday to Ware ; here we rested the 
Sabbath and heard the minister, after we were warned of the end of the 
service, preach two good sermons,^-— the service once well over, one gets 
notice, finds the sermons very fair I 

* On Monday morning we came that twenty miles to London before 
sunrising;® all well, horse and man, as we could wish; divers merchants 
and their servants with us on little naigs ; the way extremely foul and 
deep. Our journeys being so long and continued, and sundry of us 
unaccustomed with travel, we took it for 'God’s singular goodness that all 
of us were so preserved: none in the company held better out than I 
and my man, and our little noble naigs. From Kilwinning to London 
I did not so much as stumble : this is the fruit of your prayers. I was 
also all the way full of courage, and comforted with the sense of God’s 
presence with my spirit. We were at great expenses on the road. Their 
inns are all like palaces ; no wonder they extorse their guests : for three 
meals, coarse enough, we would pay, together with our horses, sixteen or 
seventeen pounds sterling. Some three dish of creevishes (ecnvisses)^ 
like little partans {miniature I6bsters)y two-and-forty shillings sterling.’ — 
Save us ! — ‘ We lodge here in the Common Garden {Covent Garden ) ; 
our house mails {rent) every week above eleven pound sterling. The 
City is desirous we should lodge with them ; so tomorrow I think we 
must fiit. 

‘All things here go as our heart could wish. The Lieutenant of 
Ireland {Strafford) came but on Monday to town, late ; on Tuesday, 
rested; on Wednesday came to Parliament; but, ere night, he was caged. 
Intolerable pride and oppression cry to Heaven for vengeance. 

‘ Tuesday here was a fast ; Mr. Blair and I preached to our Commis- 
sioners at home, for we had no clothes for outgoing. Many ministers 
used greater freedom than ever here was heard of. Episcopacy itself 
beginning to be cried-down, and a Covenant cried-up, and the Liturgy to 
be scorned. The town of London and a world_d men mind to present a 
Petition, which I have seen, for the abolition of bishops, deans and all 
their appurtenances. It is thought good to delay till the Parliament 
have pulled-down Canterbury {Laud) and some prime bishops, which 

® ‘ Ferribrig, Toxford and Duncaster,’ Baillie writes here ; confusing the 
matter in his memory ; putting Tuxford north of Doncaster, instead of south 
and subsequent. 

® Sunrise on the 16th of November 1640. 
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they mind to do so soon as tlie King Eas a little digested the bitterness 
of his Lieutenant’s censure. Huge things are here in working; the 
mighty Hand of God be about this great work 1 We hope this shall be 
harvest of the tears that, these many years, have been sown in 
these Kingdoms. All here are weary of bishops. 

* London, 18 November 1640. E. Baillie.’ 

Weary of bishops, indeed; and 'creevishes" at such a price ; and 
the Lord Lieutenant Strafford caged, and Canterbury to be pulled 
down, and everywhere a mighty drama going on : and thou mean- 
while, my Heart, put Eob to the school, give Harry and him some 
beginxiings of wisdom, mind thy prayers, quit subdolous contracts, 

' have a care of my little Lillie V Poor little Lilias Baillie ; tottering 
about there, with her foolish glad tattlement, with her laughing 
eyes, in drugget or other homespun frock, and antiquarian bib and 
tucker, far off in that old Manse of Kilwinning ! But she grew to 
be tall enough, this little Lillie, and a mother, and a grandmother ; 
and one of her grandsons was Hemy Home LoiM Kaimes ; whose 
memorial, and Lillie's, is still in this earth ! 

Greatly the most impressive of all the scenes Baillie witnessed 
in that mighty drama going on everywhere, was the Trial of 
Strafford. A truly impressive, momentous scene; on which 
Rusliworth has gathered a huge volume, and then and since many 
men have written much; wherein, nevertheless, several features 
would have been lost, had not the Minister of Kilwinning, with 
his rustic open heart and seeing eyes, been there. It is the best 
scene of all he has painted, or hastily sign-painted, plastered and 
daubed. With careful industry, fishing as before from wide wastes 
of dim embroilment, let us snatch here and there a luminous 
fragment, and adjust them as is best possible ; and therewith close 
our contemporaneous newspaper. Baillie’s report, of immense length 
and haste, is to the Presbytery of Irvine, and dated May 1641. 
We give two earlier fractions first, from Letters to Mrs. Baillie. 
Strafford, on that fasting Tuesday, when the pulpits were so loud 
against bishops, was reposing from fatigues of traveL On the 
morrow he repaired to his place in Parliament, nothing doubting ; 
‘ but ere night he was caged : ' 

Wednesday, 17 November 1640. ‘The Lower House closed their 
doors; the Speaker keeped the keys till his accusation was concluded. 

7 Woodboiiselee’s 
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‘Thereafter Mr. Pym went up, with a number at his bach, to the Higher • 
House ; and in a short pretty speech, did, in name of the Lower House, 
and in name of the Commons of all England, accuse Thomas Earl of 
Strafford, Lord Lieutenant of Ireland, of High Treason; and required 
his person to be arrested till probation might be heard. And so Pyni 
and his train withdrew ; and thereupon the Lords began to consult on 
that strange and unexpected motion. 

‘ The word goes in haste to the Lord Lieutenant where he was with 
the King. With speed he comes to the House ; he calls loudly at the 
door; James Maxwell, Keeper of the Black-rod, opens. His Lordship, 
with a proud glooming countenance, makes towards his place at the 
board-head ; hut at once many bid him void the House. So he is forced, 
in confusion, to go to the door till called again. ^ — Called again, ^he 
stands, but is commanded to kneel on his knees ; after hearing their 
resolution, he offers to speak, but is commanded to be gone without a 
word. 

‘In the outer room, James Maxwell required him, as prisoner, to 
deliver his sword ; when he had gotten it, he cries with a loud voice for 
his man “ to carry my Lord Lieutenant’s sword,” This done, he makes 
through a number of people towards his coach; all gazing, no man 
capping to him, before whom, that morning, the greatest of England 
would have stood uncovered; all crying, “What is the matter 1” He 
said, “A small matter, I warrant you!” They replied, “Yes indeed, 
High Treason is a small matter ! ” ’ 

Saturday j January 30, 1641. ‘ The Lieutenant this day was sent for. 

He came from the Tower by water, with a guard of musketeers ; the 
world wondering, and at his going out and coming in, shouting and 
cursing him to his face. 

‘ Coming into the Higher House, his long Charge, in many sheets of 
paper, was read to him. For a while he sat on his knees before the bar ; 
then after they caused him to sit down at the bar, for it was eight o’clock 
before ail was read. He craved a month to answer.’ 

May 4, 1641. ‘ Eeverend and dear Brethren,’ * * ‘ The world now 
seeth that the delay is alone upon their side. Their constant attendance 
on Strafford is pretended to be the cause; and truly it is a great part of 
the reason why our business and aU else has been so long suspended. 
Among many more, I have been ane assiduous assistant ; and therefore 
I will give you some account of what I have heard and seen in that most 
notable Process. 

‘ Westminster Hall is a room as long, as broad, if not more, than the 
outer house of the High Church of Glasgow, supposing the pillars were 
all removed. In the midst of it was erected a stage, like to that prepared 
for our Assembly at Glasgow, but much larger ; taking up the breadth 
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of the whole house from wall to wall, and of the length more than a 
third part. 

‘At the north end was set a throne for the King, a chair for the 
Prince ; before it lay a large woolsack, covered with green, for my Lord 
Steward, the Earl of Arundel ; ® and then lower, two other woolsacks for 
my Lord Keeper and the Judges, with the rest of the Chancery, all in 
their red robes. Beneath this, a little table for four or five clerks of 
the Parliament in their black gowns. Pound about these, some forms 
covered with green frieze, whereon the Earls and Lords did sit in their 
red robes, of that same fashion, lined with the same white ermine-skins, 
as you see the robes of our Lords when they ride in Parliament at 
Edinburgh. The Lords on their right sleeves have two bars of white 
skins; the Viscounts two and ane half; the Earls three; the Marquess 
of Winchester three and ane half. England hath no more Marquesses; 
and he hut ane late upstart creature of Queen Elizabeth’s. 

‘ In front of these forms where the Lords sit, is a bar covered with green. 
At the one end of it standeth the Committee of eight or ten gentlemen 
appointed by the House of Commons to pursue {prosecute ) ; at the midst 
there is a little desk, where the prisoner Strafford sits or stands as he 
pleaseth, together with his keeper, Sir William Balfour, the Lieutenant 
of J-he Tower. At the back of this is another desk for Strafford’s four 
secretaries, who carry his papers, and assist him in writing and reading. 
At their side is a void for witnesses to stand. Behind them is a long 
desk, close to the wall of the room,^ for Strafford’s counsel-at-law, some 
five or six able Lawyers, who were not permitted to dispute in matter 
of fact, but questions of right, if any should be incident. This is the 
order of the House below on the floor ; the same that is used daily in the 
House of Lords. 

‘ Upon the two sides of the House, east and west, there arose a stage 
of eleven ranks of forms, the highest touching almost to the roof. Every 
one of these forms went from the one end of the room to the other, and 
contained about forty men. The two highest were divided from the rest 
by a rail ;• and a rail cutted-off from the rest, at every end, some seats. 
The gentlemen of the Lower House did sit within the rail ; other persons 
without. All the doors were keeped very straitiy with guards; we 
always behoved to be there a little after five in the morning. My Lord 
Willoughby Earl of Lindsey, Lord Chamberlain of England, ordered the 
House with great difficulty. James Maxwell, Black-rod, was great usher ; 
a number of other servant gentlemen and knights attended. We, by 
favour, got place within the rail, among the Commons, The House was 
full daily before seven. Against eight the Earl of Strafford came in his 

s This is he of the Arundel Marbles : he went abroad next year. 

^ Temporary wall ; from east to west, as Baillie counts the azimuths. 


374 


MISCELLANIES. 


Large from ilie Tower, accompanied Ly the Lieutenant and a guard of 
musketeers and halberdiers. The Lords in their robes were set about 
eight ; the King was usually there half-an-hoiir before them. 

The King came not into his throne, for that would have marred the 
action ; for it is the order of England, that when the King appears, he 
speaks what he will, and no other speaks in his presence. Bat at the 
back of the tlirone there were two rooms on the two sides ; in the one 
did Duke de Vanden, Duke de Yallet,i<^ and other French nobles sit; 
in the other the King, the Queen, Princess Mary, the Prince Elector, 
and some court ladies. The tirlies (lattices), that made them to be secret, 
the King brake down with his own hands ; so they sat in the eye of all ; 
hut little more regarded than if they had been absent : for the Lords sat 
all covered ; those of the Lower House, and all others except the Erencli 
noblemen, sat uncovered when the Lords came, and not else. A nimiher 
of ladies were in boxes above the rails, for which they paid much money. 
It was daily the most glorious assembly the Isle could afford, yet the 
gravity not such as I expected. Oft great clamour without about the 
doors : in the intervals while Strafford was making ready for answers, 
the Lords got always to their feet, walked and clattered (chatted ) ; the 
Lower-House men, too, loud clattering. In such sessions, ten hours 
long, tliere was much public eating, not only of confections, but of flesh 
and bread; bottles of beer and wine going thick from mouth to mouth, 
without cups ; and all this in the King's eye : yea, many hut turned 
their back, and ’ — (Gracious Heavens !) — ' through the forms they sat on. 
There was no outgoing to return ; and oft the sitting was till two, three, 
or four o’clock.' 

Strangely in this manner, no ' dignity of histoiy ' in the smallest 
obstructing us, do we look, through these rough-and-ready Scotch 
%vords, through these fresh Kilwinning eyes, upon the very body of 
the old Time, its form and pressure, its beer and wine bottles, its 
loud clattering and crowding. There it is, visually present : one 
feels as if, by an effort, one could hear it, handle it, speak with it. 
How different from the dreary vacuity of most ‘ philosophies 
teaching by experience ’ is the living picture of the fact ; such as 
even a Bos-weli or a Baillie can give, if they will but honestly look I 
In spite of haste, we must continue a little farther ; catch a few 
more visualities : 

‘ Duke de Vanden,' we presume, is Due cle Yenclome, left-hand Brother 
of Charles’s Queen ; ‘ Vallet’ is La Yalette, who in 1642 became Due d’Esper- 
non, succeeding liis celebrated Father of that title. Two visitors of her 
Majesty. Notices of them, of their departure from the country by and by, are 
in Commons Journals, ii. 670, 576 (13 July, 17 May, 1642), &c, 
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* Tliej'7r52f session was on Monday, March 22 (1641), All being set, as 
I have said, the Prince on a little chair at the side of the throne, the 
Chamberlain and Black-rod went and fetched-in my Lord Strafford* He 
was always in the same suit of black, as if in dooL At the entry he 
gave a low courtesy ; proceeding a little, he gave a second ; when he 
came to his desk, a third ; then at the bar, the fore-face of his desk, he 
kneeled ; rising quickly, he saluted both sides of the House, and sat 
down. Some few of the Lords lifted their hats to him. This was his 
daily carriage. 

‘ My Lord Steward, in a sentence or two, showed that the House of 
Commons had accused the Earl of Strafford of high treason ; that he was 
there tc answer ; that they might manage their evidence as they thought 
meet. They thereupon desired one of their clerks to read their impeach- 
ment I sent you the printed copy long ago. The first nine articles, 
being but generalities, were passed j the twenty-eight of the farther 
impeachment were all read. The clerk’s voice was small; and after the 
midst, being broken, was not beard by many. 

* My Lord of Strafford was, in his answer, very large, accurate and 
eloquent A preamble, wherein,’ &c. : this he spoke ; and then a long 
paper, of particular answers to the twenty-eight charges, was read. ‘ The 
reading of it took-up large three hours. His friends were so wary that 
they made three clerks read by turns, that every one might hear. .... 
After all, Strafford craved leave to speak; but the day being so far 
spent, to tvo or three o’clock, he was refused; and the Lord Steward 
adjourned the House till the morrow at eight. 

‘ The second session, on Tuesday 23d. The King and Queen and all 
being set as the day before, Mr. Pym had a long and eloquent oration, 
only against the preamble of Strafford’s answer, wherein he laboured to — * 
&:c. &c. ‘ The first witness, Sir Pierce Crosby, who — ’ # * * < When 

Pym had ended, the Earl required time, if it were hut to the morrow, 
to answer so heavy charges, many whereof were new* After debate pro 
and contra, one of the Lords spake of adjourning their House ; and 
pressed their privilege, that at the motion of any one Lord the House 
behoved to be adjourned. So the Lords did all retire todbeir own House 
above, and debated among themselves the question for a large half-hour. 
During their absence, though in the eye of the King, all fell to clattering, 
walking, eating, toying ; but Strafford, in the midst of all the noise, was 
serious with his secretaries, conferring their notes, and writing. The 
Lords returned ; the Steward pronounced their decision : that the matters 
spoken being all of fact, and this only in answer to his own preamble, he 
should make an answer without any delay. So, without sign of repining, 
the Earl answered something to all had been said ; instanced — ’ .... 

* Wednesday 24:tli. Mr. Maynard handled the first of the twenty-eight 
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articles/ with -witnesses, <&c. In his reply, the Earl first required per- 
mission to -withdraw and collect himself : this was refused. ‘ He made 
ane excellent answer.^ — ^ It were tedious to repeat all their quick passages.’ 
^The third article, that he would make the King’s little finger heavier 
than the loins of the law/’ this was proven by sundry. Among others, 
Sir David Eoulis, whom he had crushed, came to depose. He excepted 
against this witness, as one who had a quarrel with him, Maynard 
produced against him his own decree, subscribed by his own hand, that 
whereas Sir David had brought before Mm the same exception against a 
witness, he had decreed that a witness for the King and Commonwealth 
must be received, notwithstanding any private quarrels. When he saw 
his own hand, he said no more, but in a jesting way, “ You are wiser, 
my Lord Steward, than to be ruled by any of my actions as patterns 1 ” ’ 

Or, quitting all order of ‘ sessions,' let us mark here and there, 
in ‘ this notable Process,' a characteristic feature, as we can gather 
it. Mark, in general, the noble lone lion at bay ; mark the fierce, 
winged and taloned, toothed and rampant enemies, that in flocks, 
from above and from beneath, are dashing at him I 

*My Lord of Strafford required, farther, to answer to things objected 
the former day ; but was refused. He required permission to retire, and 
advise about the present objections ; but all that he obtained was a little 
time’s advisement in the place he was in. So hereafter, it was Strafford’s 
constant custom, after the end of his adversary’s speech, to petition for 
time of recollection ; and obtaining it, to sit down with his back to the 
Lords, and most diligently read his notes, and write answers, he and his 
secretaries, for ane half-hour, in the midst of a great noise and confusion, 
which continued ever till he rose again to speak. — 

* Eor this he produced Sir William Pennyman as witness; a member 
of the Lower House, who, both here and many times else, deposed point- 
blank all he required. Mr. Maynard desired him to be posed (for no 
man there did speak to any other, but all speech was directed to my 
Lord Steward), *‘When, and at what time, he was brought to the re- 
membrance of those words of my Lord Strafford’s h ” All of us thought 
it a very needless motion. Sir William answered, ^‘Ever since the first 
.speaking of them, they were in his memory ; but he called them most to 
remembrance since my Lord Strafford was charged with them.” Maynard 
presently catched him, “That he behoved, then, to he answerable to the 
House for neglect of duty; not being only silent, but voting with the 
a'est to this article, wherein Strafford was charged with words whereof he 
knew he was free 1 ” There arose, with the word, so great an hissing in ' 
the House, that the gentleman was confounded, and fell a-weeping. 

. * Strafford protested, He would rather commit himself to the mercy of 
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God alone, giving over to use any witness in his defence at all, than that 
men, for witnessing the truth, should incur danger and disgrace on his 
account/ — 

* So long as Maynard was principal speaker, Mr. Glyn lay at the wait, 
and usually observed some one thing or other; and uttered it so per- 
tinently that, six or seven times in the end, he got great applause by the 
whole House/ — - 

^ I did marvel much, at first, of their memories, that could answer and 
reply to so many large allegeances, without the missing of any one point ; 
but I marked that hoth the Lieutenant when they spake, and the lawyers 
when he spake, did write their notes ; and in their speeches did look on 
those papers. Yea, the most of the Lords and Lower House did write 
much daily, and none more than the King.' — 

‘My Lord Montmorris was called to depose, in spite of Strafford's 
exception.' * ^ ^ ‘In his answers Strafford alleged concerning 

Lord Montmorris, the confession of his fault nnder his own hand;' 
‘that no evil was done to him, and nothing intended but the amend- 
ment of his very loose tongue if the gentlemen of the Commons House 
intended no more but the correction of his foolish tongue, he would 
heartily give them .thanks 1' — 

‘ ^ ^ Concerning the Lord Deputy's scutching of a gentleman 

with a rod.' * ^ 

‘ The other part of the article was his executing one Thomas Dennitt, 
who after a long want of pay, craving it from his captain, was bidden be 
gone to the gallows. He went his way, hut ivas brought back, and said 
to have stolen ane quarter of beef : for this he is sentenced to die, and 
albeit some noblemen had moved the Deputy's lady to be earnest for his 
life, yet without mercy he was execute.' — 

‘ Glyn showed That daily there came to their hands so much new matter 
of Strafford's injustice, that if they had their articles to frame again, 
they would give-in as many new as old. Strafford stormed at that, and 
proclaimed them ane open defiance. Glyn took him at his word ; and 
offered instantly to name three-and-twenty cases of injustice, wherein his 
own gain was clear. He began quickly his catalogue with Parker’s paper 
petition, Strafford, finding himself in ane ill taking, did soon repent of 
his passionate defiance, and required he might answer to no more than 
he was charged with in his paper/ (Seventh session, 29th March.) 

‘ Strafford said, “ That though his bodily infirmity was great^nd the 
charge of treason lay heavy on his mind ; yet that his accusation came 
from the Honourable House of Commons, this did most of all pierce 
through his soul/’ Maynard alleged “ That he (Strafford), by the flow 
of his eloquence, spent time to, gain affection;” — as, indeed, with the 
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more simple sort, especially tlie ladies, he daily gained much. He replied 
quickly, That rhetoric was proper to these gentlemen, and learning 
also ; that betwixt the two he was like to have a hard bargain.” Bristol 
was busy in the mean time, going up and down, and whispering in iny 
Lord Steward’s ear ; whereupon others not content cried, ‘‘ To your places, 
to your places, my Lords ! ^ 

'Maynard applied it vehemently, that he had subverted law, and 
brought-in ane arbitrary power on the subjects’ goods for his own gain.’ 

‘ Mr. Glyn showed, “ The Earl of Strafford was now better than his 
word : he had not only made Acts of State equal to Acts of Parliament, 
but also his own acts above both.”’ 

' He (Strafford) answered, " That his intention in this matter was 
certainly good;” “that when he found the people’s untowardness, he 
gave over the design.” Maynard answered, “ That intentions cleared^' 
not illegal actions; that his giving-over before tens of thousands were 
starved, maketh him not innocent of the killing of thousands,” ’ — sarcastic 
Learned -serj ean t ! 

' The Earl of Clare and others debated with Yane (the elder Yane) 
sharply, What “ this kingdom ” did mean England, or only perhaps 
Scotland? Maynard quickly silenced him: you ask, my LorS^^ 

this kingdom he this kingdom or not?” 


My learned friends 1 most swift, sharp are you ; of temper most 
accipitral, — hawkish, aquiline, not to say vulturish ; and will have 
this noble lamed lion made a dead one, and carrion useful for you I 
— Hear also Mr. Stroud, the honourable Member, standing 'at the 
end of the bar covered with green cloth,’ one of the ' eight or ten 
gentlemen appointed to prosecute,’ how shrill he is : 

'The Deputy said, “If this was a treason, being informed as he was, 
it behoved him to be a traitor over again, if he had the like occasion.” 
^ ^ * Mr. Stroud took notice of Strafford’s profession to do this over 
again. He said, “ He well believed him ; but they knew what the 
kingdom suffered when Gavesfcon came to react himself! 

This honourable Member is one of the Five whom Charles 
himself, some months afterwards, with a most irregular moicon-- 
stabulary force in his train, sallied down to the House to seek 
and seize, — remembering this, perhaps, and other services of his I 
But to proceed : 

'My Lord Strafford regretted to the Lords the great straits of his 
estate. He said “ he had nothing there but as be borrowed.” Yet daily 
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lie gave to tlie guard that conveyed him ten pound, by which he concili- 
ated much favour ; for these fellows were daily changed, and wherever 
they lived, they talked of his liberality. He said his family were, in 
Ireland, two-hundred-and-sixty persons, and the House of Commons there 
had seized all his goods. Would not their Lordships take course to loose 
that arrest from so much of his goods as might sustain his wife and 
children in some tolerable wajV*^ (Thirteenth session, 3d April.) 

^ Garraway, Mayor the last year, deposed, That to the best of his 
remembrance, he (Strafford) said, no good would be gotten till some of 
the Aldermen were hanged.” While Strafford took vantage at the words, 
to the best of my remembrance, Garraway turned shortly to him, and told 
out punctually, ‘ ^ My Lord, you did say it ! ” Strafford thereupon, ‘‘ He 
should answer with as great truth, albeit not with so great confidence, as 
that gentleman, to the best of his remembrance, he did not speak so. 
But if he did, he trusted their goodness would easily pardon such a rash 
and foolish word.”' 

‘ Thursday, 8th April ; session fourteenth. The twenty-eighth article 
they passed. All being set, and the Deputy brought to the bar on his 
knees, he was desired to say for himself what he would, that so the House 
of Commons may sum-up all before the sentence/ He craved time till to- 
morrow. The Commons objected. ‘ Yet the Lords, after some debate, 
did grant it/ — 

'The matter was’ (sixteenth sessio?i), ^ Young Sir Harry Vane had fallen 
by accident among his father’s papers —Ah yes, a well-known accident ! 
And now the question is, Will the Lords allow us to produce it 1 ' The 

Lords adjourn one hour large ; at their return their decree was against 
the expectation of all ; ’ — an ambiguous decree, tending obliquely towards 
refusal, or else new unknown periods of delay I 

'At once the Commons began to grumble. Glyn posed him, On tvhai 
articles he would examine witnesses, then ? They did not believe that lie 
wanted to examine witnesses, but put him to name the articles. Ho 
named one, — another, — a third, — a fourth ; and not being like to make 
ane end, the Commons on both sides of the House rose in a fury, with a 
shout of "Withdraw I Withdraw I Withdraw ! ” — got all to their feet, 
on with their hats, cocked their beavers in the King’s face. We aT did 
fear it would grow to a present tumult. They went all away in confusion. 
Strafford slipped-off to liis barge and to the Tower, glad to be gone lest 
be should be torn in pieces; the King went home in silence; the Lords 
to their house.’ 
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Session sixteentli vanishes thus, in a flash of fire I Yes ; and 
the ‘sharp untunable voice ^ of Mr. 0. Cromwell, member for 
Cambridge, was in that shout of “ Withdraw !” and Mr. Cromwell 
dashed-on his rusty beaver withal, and strode out so, — in those 
wide nostrils of his a kind of snort. And one Mr. Milton sat in his 
house, by St. Bride's Church, teaching grammar, writing Areopa- 
gitics; and had dined that day, not perhaps without criticism of the 
cookery. And it was all a living coloured Time, not a gray vacant 
one ; and had length, breadth and thickness, even as our own has ! 
— But now, also, is not that a miracioloios spyglass, that Perceptive- 
Faculty, Soul, Intelligence, or whatsoever we call it, of the 
Reverend Mr. Robert Baillie of Kilwinning ? We still see by it, — 
things stranger than most pretem.aturalisrns, and mere common- 
place ‘apparitions,' could be. “Our Fathers, where are they?" 
Why, there; there are our far-off Fathers, face to face ; alive, — 
and yet not alive ; ah no, they are visible but ^^?^attainable, sunk 
in the never-returning Past! Thrice endeavouring, we cannot 
embrace them; ter mamis efficgit imago. The Centuries are 
transparent, then ; — yes, more or less ; but they are impermeabtef- 
impenetrable, no adamant so bard. It is strange. To he, To have 
been : of all verbs the wonderfulest is that same. The ‘ Time- 
element,' the ‘crystal prison' ! Of a truth, to us Sons of Time, it 
is the miracle of miracles. — ^These thoughts are thrown-out for the 
benefit of the curious. 

One thing meanwhile is growing plain enough to everybody: 
those fiery Commons, with their “Withdraw! Withdraw 1" will 
have the life of that poor prisoner. If not by free verdict of their 
Lordships, then by bill of attainder of their own ; by fair means, 
or by less fair, Strafford has to die. ‘ Intolerable pride and op- 
pression cry to Heaven for vengeance.' Yes, and Heaven has 
heard; and the Earth now repeats it, in Westminster Hall here, 
— nay, worse still, out in Palaceyard, with ‘horrible cries and 
imprecations' ! This noble baited lion shall not escape, but perish, 
—he food for learned serjeants and the region kites! We will 
give but one other glimpse of him : his last appearance in West- 
minster Hall, that final Speech of his there ; ‘ which,' says Baillie, 
‘you have in print.' We have indeed: printed in Whitloclcey and 
very copiously elsewhere and since; — probably the best of all 
Speeches, everything considered, that has yet been printed in the 
English tongue. All readers remember that passage, — that pause, 
with tears in the ‘proud glooming countenance,' at thought of 
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'"those pledges a saint in Heaven left me” Bat wliat a glare of 
new fatal meaning does the last circumstance, or shadow of a 
circumstance, which Baillie mentions, throw over it: 

' He made a Speech large two hours and ane half. ^ ^ To all 
he repeated nought new, but the best of his former answers. And in 
the end, after some lashness and fagging, he made such ane pathetic 
oration, for ane half-hour, as ever comedian did upon a stage. The 
matter and expression were exceeding brave : doubtless, if he had grace 
or civil goodness, he is a most eloquent man. One passage made it most 
spoken of : his hreaking-off in weeping and silence when he spoke of his 
first Wife. Some took it for a true defect of his memory; others, and 
the most part, for a notable part of his rhetoric ; some that true grief and 
remorse at that remembrance had stopped his mouth. Eor they say that 
his first Lady, the Ear] of Clare's sister, being with child, and findi-tig 
one of his whore’s letters, brought it to him, and chiding him therefor, 
he strook her on the breast, whereof shortly she died.^ 

Such is the drama of Life, seen in Baillie of Kilwinning; a 
thing of multifarious tragic and epic meanings, then as now. A 
many- voiced tragedy and epos, yet with broad-based comic and 
grotesque accompaniment; done by actors in buskins; — ever 
replete with elements of guilt and remorse, of pity, instruction and 
fearl It is now two-hundred years and odd months since these 
Commons Members, shouting, 'Withdraw ! Withdraw 1 ” took 
away the life of Thomas Wentworth Earl of Strafford; arid intro- 
duced, driven by necessity they knew little whither, horrid rebel- 
lions, as the phrase went, and suicidal wars into the bowels of this 
country. On our horizon too, there loom now inevitabilities no 
less stern; one knows not sometimes whether not very near at 
hand 1 They had the Divine Right of Kings to settle, those un- 
fortunate ancestors of ours : Shall Chaides Stuart and William 
Laud alone have a soul and conscience in this Nation, under 
extant circumstances; or shall others too have it? That had 
come now to require settlement, that same 'divine right;' and 
they, our brave ancestors, like true stalwart hearts, did on best 
of necessity manage to settle it, — by cutting-off its head, if no 
otherwise. ^ 

Alas, we, their children, have got perhaps a still harder thing 
to settle : the Divine Right of Sqnires, Did a God make this land 
of Britain, and give it to us all, that we might live there by honest 
labour ; or did the Squires make it, and, — shut to the voice of any 
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God, open only to a DeviFs voice in this matter, — decide on giving 
it to themselves alone ? This is now the sad question and ' divine 
right' we, in this unfortunate century, have got to settle I For 
there is no end of settlements ; there will never be an end„; the 
best settlement is but a temporary, partial one. Truly, all manner 
of rights, and adjustments of work and wages, here below, do verge 
gradually into error, into unbearable error, as the Time-flood bears 
us onward ; and many a rights which used to be a duty done, and 
divine enough, turns out, in a new latitude of the Time-voyage, to 
have grown now altogether undivine j Turns out, — when the fatal 
hour and necessity for overhauling it arrives, — to have been, for 
some considerable while past, an inanity, a conventionality, a hollow 
simulacrum of use-and-wont ; which, if it will still assert itself as 
a ‘divine right/ having now no divine duty to do, becomes a 
diabolic wrong; and, by soft means or by sharp, has to be sent 
travelling out of this world ! Alas, ‘intolerabilities' do now again 
in this new century ‘ cry to Heaven ; ' — ^or worse, do not cry, but in 
low wide-spread moan, lie as perishing, as if ‘ in Heaven there was 
no ear for them, and on Earth no ear/ ‘ Elevenpence halfpence 
a-week ^ in this world ; and in the next world zero ! And ‘ Sliding- 
Scales/ and endless wrigglings and wrestlings over mere ‘Corn- 
Laws : ' a Governing Class, hired (it appears) at the rate of some 
fifty or seventy millions a-year, which not only makes no attempt 
at governing, but will not, by any consideration, passionate entreaty, 
or even menace as yet, be persuaded to eat its victuals, shoot its 
partridges, and not strangle-out the general life by misgoverning ! 
It cannot and it will not come to good. 

We here quit Baillie; we let his drop-scene fall; and finish, 
though not yet in mid-course of his Great-Rebellion Drama. To 
prevent disappointment, we ought to say, that this of Strafford is 
considerably the best passage of Ms Book; — and indeed, generally, 
once more, that the careless reader will not find much profit in 
him; that except by reading with unusual intensity, even the 
historical student may find less than he expects. As a trae, rather 
opulent, but very confused quarry, out of which some edifice might 
in part be built, we leave him to those who have interest in such 
matters. 
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The confused Soutli- American Ee volution, and set of revolutions, 
like the South-American Continent itself, is doubtless a great 
confused phenomenon; worthy of better knowledge than men yet 
have of it. Several books, of which we here name a few known to 
us, have been written on the subject: but bad books mostly, and 
productive of almost no effect. The heroes of South America 
have not yet succeeded in picturing any image of themselves, 
much less any true image of themselves, in the Ois- Atlantic mind 
or memory. 

Iturbide, 'the Napoleon of Mexico,’ a great man in that narrow 
country, who was ho? He made the thrice-celebrated ‘Plan of 
Iguala;’ a constitution of no continuance. He became Emperor 
of Mexico, most serene ' Augustin I. ; ’ was deposed, banished to 
Leghorn, to London; decided on returning; — landed on the shore 
of Tampico, and was there met, and shot : this, in a vague sort, is 

1 FoREiaisr Quarterly Ebview, No, 62 — 1. Funeral Discourse delivered 
on occasion of celebrating the Obsequies of Ms late Excellency the Ferpetual 
Dictator of the Republic of Faraguay^ the Citizen Dr, Jose Caspar Fra^icia: 
by Citizen the Rev. Manuel Antonio Ferez, of the Church of the Incarnation, on 
the 20th of October 1840. (In the British Fachet arid Argentine News, No. 
813. Buenos- Ayres, March 19, 1842.) 

2. Mssai Historique sur la Revolution de Faraguay, et le Gouvernement 
Dictatorial du Docteur Franda. Par MM, Eengger et Longchamp. Seconde 
edition. Paris, 1827, 

3. Letters on Faraguay. By J. P. and W. P. Eohertson, 2 vols. Second 
edition. London, 1839. 

4. -Franclds Reign of Terror, By the same. London, 1839. 

5. Letters on South America. By the same. 3 vols. London, 1843. 

6. Travels in Chile and La Flata. By John Miers, 2 v. Lond. 1826. 

7. Memoirs of General Miller, in the Service of the Republic of Feru, 2 vols. 
Second edition, London, 1829. 

Misc. in. 
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what the world knows of the Napoleon of Mexico, most serene 
Angnstin the First, most nnfortnnate Augustin the Last. He did 
himself publish memoirs or memorials,^ but few can read them. 
Oblivion, and the deserts of Panama, have swallowed this brave 
Don Augustm : aacm 

And Bolivar, fthe Washington of Columbia," Liberator Bolivar, 
he too is gone without his fame. Melancholy lithographs represent 
to us a long-faced, square-browed man ; of stern, considerate, 
scioiidy considerate aspect, mildly aquiline form of nose; with 
terrible angularity of jaw; and dark deep eyes, somewhat too close 
together (for which latter circumstance we earnestly hope the 
lithograph alone is to blame) : this is Liberator Bolivar: — a man 
of much hard fighting, hard riding, of manifold achievements, 
distresses, heroisms and histrionisms in this world ; a many- 
counselled, much-enduring man; now dead and gone; — of whom, 
except that melancholy lithograph, the cultivated European public 
knows as good as nothing. Yet did he not fly hither and thither, 
often in the most desperate manner, with wild cavalry clad in 
blankets, with War of Liberation " to the death " ? Clad in blankets, 
ponchos the South Americans call them : it is a square blanket, 
with a short slit in the centre, which you draw over your head, 
and so leave hanging: many a liberative cavalier has ridden, in 
those hot climates, without farther dress at all; and fought hand- 
somely too, wrapping the blanket round his arm, when it came to 
the charge. 

With such cavalry, and artillery and infantry to match, Bolivar 
has ridden, fighting all the way, through torrid deserts, hot mud- 
swamps, through ice-chasms beyond the curve of perpetual frost, — 
more miles than Ulysses ever sailed : let the coming Homers take 
note of it. He has marched over the Andes, more than once ; a 
feat analogous to HannibaFs; and seemed to think little of it. 
Often beaten, banished from the firm land, he always returned 
again, truculently fought again. He gained, in the Cumana I'egions, 
the ‘ immortal victory " of Carababo and several others ; under him 
was gained the finishing ‘immortal victory" of Ayacucho in Peru, 
where Old Spain, for the last time, burnt powder in those latitudes, 
and then fled without return. He was Dictator, Liberator, almost 
Emperor, if he had lived. Some three times over did he, in solemn 
Columbian parliament, lay down his Dictatorship with Washington 

2 A Statement of some of the principal Mvents in the Fuhlic Life of Augustin 
de ItnrUde: written by Himself. London, 1843. 
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eloquence; and as often, on pressing request, take it up again, 
being a man indispensable. Thrice, or at least twice, did he, in 
different places, painfully construct a Free Constitution ; consisting 
"of ‘two chambers, and a supreme governor for life with liberty to 
name his successor,’ the reasonablest democratic constitution you 
could well construct; and twice, or at least once, did the people, 
on trial, declare it disagreeable. He was, of old, well known in 
Paris; in the dissolute, the philosophico-political and other circles 
there. He has shone in many a gay Parisian soiree, this Simon 
Bolivar; and in his later years, in autumn 1825, he rode tri- 
umphant into Potosi and the fabulous Inca Cities, with clouds of 
feathered Indians somersaulting and war-whooping round him;^ — 
and ‘as the famed metalliferous Mountain, came in sight, 

‘ the bells all pealed out, and there was a thunder of artillery,’ says 
General Miller. If this is not a Ulysses, Polytlas and Polymetis, a 
much-enduring and many-counselled-man, where was there one ? 
Truly a Ulysses whose history were worth its ink, — had the Homer 
that could do it made his appearance ! 

Of General San Martin, too, there will be something to be said. 
General San Martin, when we last saw him, twenty years ago or 
more, — through the organs of the authentic steadfast Mr. Miers, — 
had a handsome house in Mendoza, and ‘his own portrait, as I 
‘ remarked, hung up between those of Napoleon and the Duke of 
‘ Wellington.’ In Mendoza, cheerful, mudbuilt, whitewashed Town, 
seated at the eastern base of the Andes, ‘with its shady public'- 
walk well paved and swept ; ’ looking out pleasantly, on this hand, 
over wide horizons of Pampa Wilderness; pleasantly, on that, to 
the Rock-chain, G(yrdillera they call it, of the sky-piercing Moun- 
tains, capt in snow, or with volcanic fumes issuing from them : 
there dwelt General Ux-Genemlissimo San Martin, ruminating past 
adventures over half the world; and had his portrait hung u|) 
between Napoleon’s and the Duke of Wellington’s. 

Did the reader ever hear of San Martin’s march over the Andes 
into Chile? It is a feat worth looking at; comparable, most 
likely, to Hannibal’s march over the Alps, while there was yet no 
Simplon or Mont-Cenis highway; and it transacted itself in the 
year 1817. South-Arnerican armies think little of picking their 
way through the gullies of the Andes : so the Buenos- Ayres people, 
having driven-out their own Spaniards, and established the reign 
of freedom though in a precarious manner, thought it were now 
Memoirs of Gemral Miller* 
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good to drive tlie Spaniards out of Chile, and establish the reign 
ol' freedom tliere also instead : whereupon San Martin, commander 
at Meiidoza, was appointed to do it. By way of preparation, for 
he began from afar, San Martin, while an army is getting ready at 
Mendoza, assembles ‘at the Fort of San Carlos by the Aguanda 
river,' some days' journey to the south, all attainable tribes of the 
Pehuenche Indians, to a solemn Palaver, so they name it, and civic 
entertainment, on the esplanade there. The ceremonies and 
deliberations, as described by General Miller, are somewhat sur- 
prising: still more the concluding civic-feast; which lasts for 
three days ; which consists of horses' flesh for the solid part, and 
horses' blood with ardent spirits ad lilitum for the liquid, consumed 
with such alacrity, with such results, as one may fancy. However, 
the women had prudently removed all the arms beforehand ; nay, 
‘ five or six of these poor women, taking it by turns, were always 
‘ found in a sober state, watching over the rest ; ' so that compara- 
tively little mischief was done, and only ‘ one or two ' deaths by 
quarrel took place. 

The Pehuenches having drunk their ardent-water and horses' 
blood in this manner, and sworn eternal friendship to San Martin, 
went home, and — communicated to his enemies, across the Andes, 
the road he meant to take. This was what San Martin had fore- 
seen and meant, the knowing man ! He hastened his preparations, 
got his artillery sking on poles, his men equipt with knapsacks 
and haversacks, his mules in readiness; and, in all stillness, set 
forth from Mendoza by another road. Few things in late war, 
according to General Miller, have been more noteworthy than this 
inarch. The long straggling line of soldiers, six thousand and 
odd, with their quadrupeds and baggage, winding through the 
heart of the Andes, breaking for a brief moment the old abysmal 
solitudes ! — For you fare along, on some narrow roadway, through 
stony labyrinths; huge rock-mountains hanging over your head, 
on this hand ; and under your feet, on that, the roar of mountain- 
cataracts, horror of bottomless chasms \ — the very winds and echoes 
howling on you in an almost preternatural manner. Towering 
rock-barriers rise sky-high before you, and behind you, and around 
you ; intricate the outgate I The roadway is narrow ; footing none 
of the best. Sharp turns there are, where it will behove you to 
mind your paces ; one false step, and you will need no second ; in 
the gloomy jaws of the abyss you vanish, and the spectral winds 
howl requiem. Somewhat better are the suspension-bridges, made 
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of bamboo and leather, though they swing like seesaws : men are 
stationed with lassos, to gin you dextrously, and fish you up from 
the torrent, if you trip there. 

Through thi^ kind of country did San Martin march ; straight 
towards San lago, to fight the Spaniards and deliver Chile. For 
ammunition- wagons he had sledges, canoe-shaped boxes, 

made of dried buirs-hide. His cannons were carried on the back 
of mules, each cannon on two mules judiciously harnessed : on the 
packsaddle of your foremost mule there rested with firm girths a 
long strong pole; the other end of which {forked end, we suppose) 
rested, with like girths, on the packsaddle of the hindmost mule ; 
your cannon was slung with leathern straps on this pole, and so 
travelled, swaying and dangling, yet moderately secure. In the 
knapsack of each soldier was eight days’ provender, dried beef 
ground into snuff-powder, with a modicum of pepper, and some 
slight seasoning of biscuit or maize-meal ; ‘ store of onions, of 
garlic,’ was not wanting : Paraguay tea could be boiled at eventide, 
by fire of scrub-bushes, or almost of rock-lichens or dried mule- 
dung. No farther baggage was permitted : each soldier lay at 
night wrapt in his poncho^ with his knapsack for pillow, under the 
canopy of heaven; lullabied by hard travail; and sank soon enough 
into steady nose-melody, into the foolishest rough colt-dance of 
unimaginable Dreams. Had he not left much behind him in the 
Pampas, — mother, mistress, what not; and was like to find some- 
what, if he ever got across to Chile living ? What an entity, one 
of those night-leaguers of San Martin ; all steadily snoring there, 
in the heart of the Andes, under 'the eternal stars I Wayworn 
sentries with difficulty keep themselves awake ; tired mules chew 
barley rations, or doze on three legs ; the feeble watch-fire will 
hardly kindle a cigar; Canopus and the Southern Cross glitter 
down and all snores steadily, begirt by granite deserts, looked-on 
by the Constellations in that manner ! San Martin’s improvident 
soldiers ate-out their week’s rations almost in half the time ; and 
for the last three days had to rush on, spurred by hunger : this 
_''lso the knowing San Martin had foreseen; and knew that they 
could, bear it, these rugged Gauchos of his; nay, that they would 
march all the faster for it. On the eighth day, hungry as wolves, 
swift and sudden as a torrent from the mountains, they disem- 
bogued ; straight towards San lago, to the astonishment of men ; 
— struck the doubly-astonished Spaniards into dire misgivings ; 
and, then, in pitched fight, after due manceuvres, into total defeat 
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on tlie ‘plains of Maypo,' and again, positively for tlie last time, 
on the plains or heights of * Chacabiico ; ’ and completed the 
‘ deliverance of Chile/ as was thought, forever and a day. 

Alas^ the ' deliverance " of Chile was but commenced; very far 
from completed. Chile, after many more deliverances, up to this 
hour, is always but ‘delivered ' from one set of evil-doers to another 
set! — San Martin's manoeuvres to liberate Peru, to unite Peru 
and Chile, and become some Washington-ITapoleon of the same, 
did not prosper so well The suspicion of mankind had to rouse 
itself; Liberator Bolivar had to be called in; and some revolution 
or two to take place in the interim. San Martin sees himself 
peremptorily, though with courtesy, complimented over the Andes 
again ; and in due leisure, at Mendoza, hangs his portrait between 
Napoleon's and Wellington's. Mr. Miers considered him a fair- 
spoken, obliging, if somewhat artful man. Might not the Chilenos 
as well have tahm him for their Napoleon? They have gone 
farther, and, as yet, fared little better 1 

The world-famous General O’Higgins, for example, he, after 
some revolution or two, became Director of Chile; but so terribly 
hampered by ' class-legislation ' and the like, what could he make 
of it? Almost nothing ! G'Higgins is clearly of Irish breed; and, 
though a Chileno -born, and A natural son of Don Ambrosio 
‘ O’Higgins, formerly the Spanish Viceroy of Chile,' carries his 
Hibernianism in his very face. A most cheery, jovial, buxom 
countenance, radiant with pepticity, good humour and manifold 
effectuality in peace and war ! Of his battles and adventures let 
some luckier epic-writer sing or speak. One thing we Foreign 
Reviewers will always remember : his father's immense merits 
towards Chile in the matter of Highways. Till Don Ambrosio 
arrived to govern Chile, some half-century ago, there probably was 
not a made road of ten miles long, from Panama to Cape Horn. 
Indeed, except his roads, we fear there is hardly any yet. One 
omits the old Inca causeways, as too narrow (being only three feet 
broad), and altogether unfrequented in the actual ages. Don 
Ambrosio made, with incredible industry and perseverance and 
skill, in every direction, roads, roads. From San lago to Val- 
paraiso, where only sure-footed mules with their packsaddles 
carried goods, there can now wooden-axled cars loud-sounding, or 
any kind of vehicle, commodiously roll. It was he that shaped 
these passes through the Andes, for most part ; hewed them out 
from mule-kacks into roads, -certain of And think of his 
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casucJias. Always on tlie higher inhospitable solitudes, at every 
few miles’ distance, stands a trim brick cottage, or casiccha, into 
which the forlorn traveller introduGing himself, finds covert and 
grateful safety ; nay food and refection,— for there are ' iron boxes ’ 
of pounded beef or other provender, iron boxes of charcoal; to all 
which the traveller, having bargained with the Post-office autlior- 
ities, carries a key.^ Steel and tinder are not wanting to him, nor 
due iron skillet, with water from the stream : there he, striking a 
light, cooks hoarded victual at eventide, amid the lonely pinnacles 
of the world, and blesses Governor O’Higgins. With ‘both hands/ 
it may be hoped, — if there is vivacity of xnind in him : 

Had you seen tins road before it was made, 

You would lift both your hands and bless General Wade I 

It affects one with real pain to hear from Mr, Miers, that the 
War of Liberty has half ruined these O’Higgins casuchas. Patriot 
soldiers, in want of more warmth than the charcoal-box could yield, 
have not scrupled to tear-down the door, door-case, or whatever 
wooden thing could be come at, and burn it, on the spur of the 
moment. The storm-stayed traveller, who sometimes, in threaten- 
ing weather, has to linger here for days, ‘ for fifteen days together/ 
does not lift both his hands and bless the Patriot soldier ! 

Nay, it appears, the O’ Higgins roads, even in the plain country, 
have not, of late years, been repaired, or in the least attended to, 
so distressed was the finance department ; and are now fast verging 
towards impassability and the condition of mule-tracks again. 
What a set of animals are men and Ohilenos 1 If an OTIiggins 
did not now and then appear among them, what would become of 
the unfortunates ? Can you wonder that an O’Higgins sometimes 
loses temper with them; shuis the persuasive outspread hand, 
clutching some sharpest hide-whip, some terrible sword of justice 
or gallows-lasso therewith, instead, — and becomes a Dr. Francia 
now and then 1 Both the O’Higgins and the Francia, it seems 
probable, are phases of the same character ; both, one begins to 
fear, are indispensable from time to time, in a world inhabited by 
men and Chilenos ! 

As to O’Higgins the Second, Patriot, Natural-son O’Higgins, he, 
as we said, had almost no success whatever as a governor ; being 
hampered by class-legislation. Alas, a governor in Chile cannot 
succeed. A governor there has to resign himself to the want of 
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success; and sLould say, in cLeerful interrogative tone, like tkat 
Pope elect, ■who showing himself on the balcony, was greeted with 
mere ho-wls, If on piacemmo al popolo V — and thereupon proceed 
cheerfully to the fact. Governing is a rude business every- 
where; but in South America it is of quite primitive rudeness; 
they have no parliamentary way of changing ministries as yet; 
nothing but the rude primitive way of hanging the old ministry 
on gibbets, that the new may be installed ! Their government 
has altered its name, says the sturdy Mr. Miers, rendered sulky by 
what he saw there : altered its name, but its nature continues as 
before. Shameless peculation, malversation, that is their govern- 
ment : oppression formerly by Spanish officials, now by native 
baciendados, land-proprietors,— the thing called justice still at a 
great distance from them, says the sulky Mr. Miers! — ^Yes, but 
coming always, answer we ; every new gibbeting of an old in- 
effectual ministry bringing justice somewhat nearer! Nay, as 
Miers himself has to admit, certain improvements are already 
indisputable. Trade everywhere, in spite of multiplex confusions, 
has increased, is increasing : the days of somnolent monopoly and 
the old Acapulco Ship are gone, quite over the horizon. Two 
good, or partially good measures, the very necessity of things has 
everywhere brought about in those poor countries ; clipping of the 
enormous bat-wings of the Clergy, and emancipating of the Slaves. 
Bat-wings, we say; for truly the South- American clergy had grown 
to be as a kind of bat-vampires :— readers have heard of that huge 
South-American bloodsucker, which fixes its bill in your circulating 
vital-fluid as you lie asleep, and there sucks ; waving you with the 
motion of its detestable leather wings into ever deeper sleep ; and 
so drinking, till it is satisfied, and you — do not awaken any more ! 
The South-American governments, all in natural feud -with the 
old church-dignitaries, and likewise all in great straits for cash, 
have everywhere confiscated the monasteries, cashiered the dis- 
obedient dignitaries, melted the superfluous church-plate into 
piastres ; and, on the whole, shorn the wings of their vampire ; so 
that if it still suck, you will at least have a chance of awakening 
before, death ! — Then again, the very want of soldiers of liberty led 
to the emancipating of blacks, yellows and other coloured persons : 
your mulatto, nay your negro, if well drilled, will stand fire as well 
,as another. 

Poor South-American emancipators ; they began with Volney, 
Raynal and Company, at that gospel of Social Contract and the 
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Rights of Man ; under the most iinpropitious circumstances; and 
have hitherto got only to the length we see 1 Nay now, it seems, 
they do possess ' universities/ which are at least schools with other 
than monk teachers ; they have got libraries, though as yet almost 
nobody reads them, — and our friend Miers, repeatedly knocking at 
all doors of the Grand Chile National Library, could never to this 
hour discover where the key lay, and had to content himself with 
looking-iix through the windows.^ Miers, as already hinted, de- 
siderates unspeakable improvements in Chile ; — desiderates, indeed, 
as the basis of all, an immense increase of soap-and- water. Yes, 
thou sturdy Miers, dirt is decidedly to be removed, whatever im- 
provements, temporal or spiritual, may be intended next I According 
to Miers, the open, still more the secret personal nastiness of those 
remote populations rises almost towards the sublime. Finest 
silks, gold brocades, pearl necklaces and diamond ear-drops, are no 
security against it : alas, all is not gold that glitters ; somewhat 
that glitters is mere putrid fish-skin 1 Decided, enormously 
increased appliance of soap-and- water, in all its branches, with all 
its adjuncts; this, according tt> Miers, would be an improvement. 
He says also ('in his haste,’ as is probable, like the Hebrew 
Psalmist), that all Chileno men are liars ; all, or to appearance, all 1 
A people that uses almost no soap, and speaks almost no truth, 
but goes about in that fashion, in a state of personal nastiness, and 
also of spiritual nastiness, approaching the sublime ; such people is 
not easy to govern well ! — 

But undoubtedly by far the notablest of all these South-American 
phenomena is Dr. Francia and his Dictatorship in Paraguay ; con- 
cerning whom, and which, we have now more particularly to speak. 
Francia and his ' reign of terror ’ have excited some interest, much 
vague wonder in this country, and especially given a great shock 
to constitutional feeling. One would rather wish to know Dr. 
Francia; — but unhappily one cannot! Out of such a murk of 
distracted shadWs and rumours, in the other hemisphere of the 
world, who would pretend at present to decipher the real por- 
traiture of Dr. Francia and his Life? None of us can. A 
few credible features, wonderful enough, original enough in our 
constitutional timc^ will perhaps to the impartial eye disclose 
themselves ; these, with some endeavour to interpi'et these, may 
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lead certain readers into various reflections, constitutional and otlier, 
not entirely witliout benefit. 

Certainly, as we say, notliing could well shock the constitutional 
feeling of mankind, as Dr. Francia has done, Dionysius the tyrant 
of Syracuse, and indeed the whole breed of tyrants, one hoped, 
had gone many hundred years ago, with their reward ; and here, 
under our own nose, rises a new ‘ tyrant,’ claiming also Ms reward 
from us ! Precisely when constitutional liberty was beginning to be 
understood a little, and we flattered ourselves that by due ballot- 
boxes, by due registration-courts, and bursts of parliamentary 
eloquence, something like a real National Palaver would be goi-up 
in those countries, — arises this tawny-visaged, lean, inexorable Dr. 
Francia ; claps you an embargo on all that ; says to constitutional 
liberty, in the most tyrannous manner, Hitherto, and no farther ! 
It is an undeniable, tbougb an almost incredible fact, that Francia, 
a lean private individual, Practitioner of Law, and Doctor of 
Divinity, did, for twenty or near thirty years, stretch out his rod 
over the foreign commerce of Paraguay, saying to it, Cease ! The 
ships lay high and dry, their pitchless seams all yawning on the 
clay-banks of the Parana ; and no man could trade but by Francia’s 
license. If any person entered Paraguay, and the Doctor did not 
like his papers, his talk, conduct, or even the cut of his face, — it 
might be the worse for such person I Nobody could leave Para- 
guay on any pretext whatever. It mattered not that you were 
man of science, astronomer, geologer, astrologer, wizard of the 
north; -Francia heeded none of these things. The whole world 
knows of M. Aime Bonpland; how Francia seized him, descending 
on his tea-establishment in Entre Rios, like an obscene vulture, 
and carried him into the interior, contrary even to the law of 
nations ; how the great Humboldt and other high persons expressly 
applied to Dr, Francia, calling on him, in the name of human 
science, and as it were under penalty of reprobation, to liberate 
M. Bonpland ; and how Dr. Francia made no answer, and M. Bon- 
pland did not return to Europe, and indeed has never yet returned. 
It is also admitted that Dr. Francia had a gallows, had jailors, 
law-fiscals, officials ; and executed, in his time, ‘ upwards of forty 
persons,’ some of them in a very summary manner. Liberty of 
private judgment, unless it kept its mouth shut, was at an end in 
Paraguay. Paraguay lay under interdict, cut-off for above tw^enty 
years from the rest of the world, by a new Dionysius of Paraguay. 
All foreign commerce had ceased; how much more all domestic 
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constitution-building! These are strange facts. Dr. Francia, we 
may conclude at least, was not a common man but an uncommon. 

How unfortunate that there is almost no knowledge of him pro- 
curable at present ! Next to none. The Paraguenos can in many 
cases spell and read, but they are not a literary people ; and, indeed, 
this Doctor was, perhaps, too awful a practical phenomenon to be 
calmly treated of in the literary way. Your Breughel paints his 
sea-storm, not while the ship is labouring and cracking, but after 
he has got to shore, and is safe under cover ! Our Buenos- Ayres 
friends, again, who are not without habits of printing, lay at a 
great distance from Francia, under great obscurations of quarrel 
and controversy with him; their constitutional feeling shocked to 
an extreme degree by the things he did. To them, there could 
little intelligence float down, on those long muddy waters, through 
those vast distracted countries, that was not more or less of a dis- 
tracted nature; and then from Buenos-Ayres over into Europe, 
there is another long tract of distance, liable to new distractions. 
>rancia, Dictator of Paraguay, is, at present, to the European mind, 
little other than a chimera ; at best, the statement of a puzzle, to 
which the solution is still to seek. As the Paraguenos, though not 
a literary people, can many of them spell and write, and are not 
without a discriminating sense of true and untrue, why should not 
some real of Francia, from those parts, be still possible ! If a 
writer of genius arise there, he is hereby invited to the enterprise. 
Surely in all places your writing genius ought to rejoice over an 
acting genius, when he falls-in with such ; and say to himself : 
" Here or nowhere is the thing for me to write of! Why do I keep 
pen-and-ink at all, if not to apprise men of this singular acting 
genius, and the like of him ? My fine-arts and aesthetics, my epics, 
literatures, poetics, if I will think of it, do all at bottom mean 
either that or else nothing whatever ! 

Hitherto our chief source of information as to Francia is a little 
Book, the Second on our List, set forth in French some sixteen 
years ago, by the Messrs. Rengger and Longchamp. Translations 
into various languages were executed : — of that into English, it is 
our painful duty to say that no man, except in case of extreme 
necessity, shall use it as reading. The translator, having little fear 
of human detection, and seemingly none at all of divine or diabolic, 
has done his work even unusually ill ; with ignorance, with care- 
lessness, with dishonesty prepense ; cooWj omitting whatsoever he 
saw that he did not understand : — poor man, if he yet survive, let 
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him reform in time ! He has made a French hook, which was itself 
but lean and dry, into the most wooden of English false books ; 
doing evil as he could in that matter ; — and claimed wages for it, 
as if the feat deserved wages first of all I Reformation, even on the 
small scale, is highly necessary. 

The Messrs. Rengger and Longchamp were, and we hope still 
are, two Swiss Surgeons; who in the year 1819 resolved on carry- 
ing their talents into South America, into Paraguay, with views 
towards ‘ natural history,' among other things. After long towing 
and struggling in those Parana floods, and distracted provinces, 
after much detention by stress of weather and of war, they arrived 
accordingly in Francia's country; but found that, without Francia's 
leave, they could not quit it again. Francia was now a Dionysius 
of Paraguay. Paraguay had grown to he, like some mousetraps 
and other contrivances of art and nature, easy to enter, impossible 
to get out of. Our brave Surgeons, our brave Rengger (for it is he 
alone of the two that speaks and writes) reconciled themselves ; 
were set to doctoring of Francia's soldiery, of Francia's self; col- 
lected plants and beetles; and, for six years, endured their lot 
rather handsomely*: at length, in 1825, the embargo was for a time 
lifted, and they got home. This Book was the consequence. It 
is not a good book, but at that date there was, on the subject, no 
other book at all ; nor is there yet any other better, or as good. 
We consider it to be authentic, veracious, moderately accurate; 
though lean and dry, it is intelligible, rational; in the French 
original, not unreadable. We may say it embraces, up to the 
present date, all of importance that is yet known in Europe about 
the Doctor Despot ; add to this its indisputable Irevity ; the fact 
that it can be read sooner by several hours than any other D)\ 
Frmcia: these are its excellences, — considerable, though wholly 
of a comparative sort. 

After all, brevity is the soul of wit! There is an endless merit 
in a man's knowing when to have done. The stupidest man, if 
he will be brief in proportion, may fairly claim some hearing from 
us : he too, the stupidest man, has seen some tiling, heard some- 
tiling, which is his own, distinctly peculiar, never seen or heard- by 
any man in this world before ; let him tell us that, and if it were 
possible, nothing more than that, — ^he, brief in proportion, shall be 
welcome ! 

The Messrs. Robertson, with ibeir Francia $ Beign of Terror, 
and other Books on South America, have been much before the 
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world of late ; and failed not of a perusal from this Reviewer ; 
whose lext sad duty it now is to say a word about them. The 
Messrs. Robertson, some thirty or five-and-thirty years ago, were 
two young Scotchmen, from the neighbourhood of Edinburgh, as 
would seem ; who, under fair auspices, set out for Buenos-Ayres, 
and thence for Paraguay, and other quarters of that remote con- 
tinent, in the way of commercial adventure. Being young men 
of vivacity and open eyesight, they surveyed with attentive view 
those convulsed regions of the world; wherein it was evident that 
revolution raged not a little ; but also that precious metals, cow- 
hides, Jesuits’ bark, and multiplex commodities, were nevertheless 
extant; and iron or brazen implements, ornaments, cotton and 
woollen clothing, and British manufactures not a few, were objects 
of desire to mankind. The Brothers Robertson, acting on these 
facts, appear to have prospered, to have extensively flourished in 
their commerce; which they gradually extended up the River 
Plate, to the city of the Seven Streams or Currents (Corrientes so- 
called), and higher even to Assumpcion, metropolis of Paraguay; 
-in which latter place, so extensive did the commercial interests 
grow, it seemed at last expedient that one or both of the prosper- 
ous Brothers should take up his personal residence. Personal 
residence accordingly they did take up, one or both of them, and 
maintain, in a fluctuating way, now in this city, now in that, of the 
De la Plata, Parana or Paraguay country, for a considerable space 
of years. How many years, in precise arithmetic, it is impossible, 
from these inextricably complicated documents now before us, to 
ascertain. In Paraguay itself, in Assumpcion city itself, it is very 
clear, the Brothers Robertson did, successively or simultaneously, 
in a fluctuating inextricable manner, live for certain years ; and 
occasionally saw Dr. Francia with their own eyes, — though, to 
them or others, he had not yet become notable. 

Mountains of cow and other hides, it would appear, quitted those 
countries by movement of the Brothers Robertson, to be worn-out 
in Europe as tanned boots and horse-harness, with more or less 
satisfaction, — not without due profit to the merchants, we shall 
hope. About the time of Dr. Francia’s beginning his ‘ reign of 
terror/ or earlier it may be (for there are no dates in these inex- 
tricable documents), the Messrs. Robertson were lucky enough to 
take final farewell of Paraguay, and carry their comme}‘cial enter- 
prises into other quarters of that vast continent, where the reign 
was not of terror. Their voyagings, counter-voyagings, comings 
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and goings, seem to have been extensive, frequent, inextricably 
complex; to Europe, to Tucuman, to Glasgow, to Chile, to Las wade 
and elsewhither ; too complex for a succinct intelligence, as that 
of our readers has to be at present. Sufficient for us to know that 
the Messrs. Eobertson did bodily, and for good, return to their own 
country some few years since ; with what net result of cash is but 
dimly adumbrated in these documents; certainly wdth some in- 
crease of knowledge,— had the unfolding of it but been brief in 
proportion I Indisputably the Messrs. Eobertson had somewhat to 
tell: their eyes had seen some new things^ of which their hearts 
and understandings had taken hold more or less. In which cir- 
cumstances the Messrs. Eobertson decided on publishing a Book. 
Arrangements being made, Two Volumes of Letters on Faragnay 
came out, with due welcome from the world, in 1839. 

We have read these for the first time lately : a Book 

of somewhat agueoiis structure : immeasurably thinner than one 
could have wished ; otherwise not without merit. It is written in 
an off-hand, free-flowing, very artless, very incorrect style of lan- 
guage, of thought, and of conception; breathes a cheerful, eupeptic, 
social spirit, as of adventurous South-American Britons, worthy to 
succeed in business ; gives one, here and there, some visible concrete 
feature, some lively glimpse of those remote sunburnt countries ; 
and has throughout a kind of bantering humour or quasi-humour, 
a joviality and healthiness of heart, which is comfortable to the 
reader, in some measure. A Book not to be despised in these dull 
times : one of that extensive class of books which a reader can 
peruse, so to speak, ‘with one eye shut and the other not open;’ 
a considerable luxury for some readers. These Letters on Paraguay 
meeting, as would seem, a unanimous approval, it was now deter- 
mined by the Messrs. Eobertson that they would add a Third 
Volume, and entitle it Dr, Francia's Feign of Terror, They did 
so, and this likewise the present Eeviewer has read. Unluckily 
the Authors had, as it were, nothing more whatever to say about 
Dr, Francia, or next to nothing ; and under this condition, it must 
be owned they have done their Book with what success was well 
possible. Given a cubic inch of respectable Castile soap, To lather 
it up in water so as to fill one puncheon wine-measure : this is the 
problem ; let a man have credit, of its kind, for doing his problem I 
The Messrs. Eobertson have picked almost every fact of significance 
from Mengger and Longchamp, adding some not very significant 
reminiscences of their own; this is the square inch of soap: you 
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lather it up in Robertsonian loquacity, joviality, Commercial-Inn 
banter, Leading-Article philosophy, or other aqueous vehicles, till 
it fills the puncheon, the Volume of four-hundred pages, and say 

There I ” The public, it would seem, did not fling even this in 
the face of the venders, but bought it as a puncheon filled; and 
the consequences are already here : Three Volumes more on South 
America, from the same assiduous Messrs. Robertson ! These also, 
in his eagerness, this present Reviewer has read ; and has, alas, to 
say that they are simply the old volumes in new vocables, under a 
new figure. Intrinsically all that we did not already know of these 
Three Volumes, — there are craftsmen of no great eminence who 
will undertake to write it in one sheet Yet there they stand, 
Three solid-looking Volumes, a thousand printed pages and up- 
wards ; three puncheons more lathered out of the old square inch 
of Castile soap I It is too bad. A necessitous ready-witted Irish- 
man sells you an indifferent gray-horse; steals it overnight, 
paints it black, and sells it you again on the morrow ; he is haled 
before judges, sharply cross-questioned, tried and almost executed, 
for such adroitness in horse-flesh: but there is no law yet as 
to books ! 

M. de la Condamine, about a century ago, was one of a world- 
famous company that went into those equinoctial countries, and for 
the space of nine or ten years did exploits there. From Quito to 
CueD9a, he measured you degrees of the meridian, climbed moun- 
tains, took observations, had adventures; wild Creoles opposing 
Spanish nescience to human science ; wild Indians throwing down 
your whole cargo of instruments occasionally in the heart of remote 
deserts, and striking work there.® M. de la Condamine saw bull- 
fights at Ouen9a, five days running ; and on the fifth day, saw his 
unfortunate too audacious surgeon massacred by popular tumult 
there. He sailed the entire length of the Amazons River, in Indian 
canoes ; over narrow Pongo rapids, over infinite mud-waters, the 
infinite tangled wilderness with its reeking desolation on the right 
hand of him and on the left; — and had mischances, adventures, 
and took celestial observations all the way, and made remarks ! 
Apart altogether from his meridian degrees, which belong in a very 
strict sense to World-history and the advancement of all Adam's 
sinful posterity, this man and his party saw and suffered many 
hundred times as much of mere romance adventure as the Messrs. 

® Goiidamine : Belation d'un Voyage dam Vlntdrleur de VAmeriqxie min'- 
dionale* 
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Eobertson did : — Madame Godinas passage down tbe Amazons^ and 
frightful life-in-death amid the howling forest-labyrinths, and 
wrecks of her dead friends, amounts to more adventure of itself 
than was ever dreamt of in the Kobertsonian world. And of all 
this M. de la Gondamine gives pertinent, lucid and conclusively 
intelligible and credible account in one very small octavo volume ; 
not quite the eighth part of what the Messrs. Eobertson have 
already written, in a not pertinent, not lucid or conclusively intelli- 
gible and credible manner. And the Messrs. Robertson talk repeat- 
edly, in their last Volumes, of writing still other Volumes on Chile, 
‘if the public will encourage/ The Public will be a monstrous 
fool if it do. The Public ought to stipulate first, that the real 
new knowledge forthcoming there about Chile be separated from 
the knowledge or ignorance already known ; that the preliminary 
question be rigorously put, Are several volumes the space to hold 
it, or a small fraction of one volume ? 

On the whole, it is a sin, good reader, though there is no Act 
of Parliament against it; an indubitable maZ^jfaction or crime. 
No mortal has a right to wag his tongue, much less to wag his 
pen, without saying something : he knows not what mischief he 
does, past computation; scattering words without meaning, — to 
afflict the whole world yet, before they cease ! For thistle-down 
flies abroad on all winds and airs of wind: idle thistles, idle 
dandelions, and other idle products of Nature or the human mind, 
propagate themselves in that way ; like to cover the face of the 
earth, — did not man's indignant providence, with reap-hook, with 
rake, with autumnal steel-and-tinder, intervene. It is frightful 
to think how every idle volume flies abroad like an idle globular 
downbeard, embryo of new millions ; every word of it a potential 
seed of infinite new down-beards and volumes : for the mind of 
man is voracious, is feracious ; germinative, above all things, of 
the downbeard species ! Why, the Author-corps in Great Britain, 
every soul of them inclined to grow mere dandelions if permitted, 
is now supposed to be about ten thousand strong ;* and the reading- 
corps, who read merely to escape from themselves, with one eye 
shut and the other not open, and will put-up with almost any 
dandelion, or thing which they can read without opening both their 
eyes, amounts to twenty-seven millions all but a few I 0 could 
the Messrs. Robertson, spirited, articulate-speaking men, once know 
well in what a comparatively blessed mood you close your brief, 
intelligent, conclusive M. de la Gondamine, and feel that you have 
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passed your evening well and nobly, as in a temple of wisdom, — 
not ill and disgracefully, as in brawling tavern supper-rooms, with 
ibols and noisy persons,— ah, in that case, perhaps the Messrs. 
Eobertson would write their new Work on Chile in of a 
volume ! 

But enough of this Robertsonian department ; which we must 
leave to the Fates and Supreme Providences. These spirited, 
articulate-speaking Robertsons are far from the worst of their 
kind ; nay, among the be" , if you will ; — only unlucky in this 
case, in coming across the autumnal steel and tinder 1 Let it cease 
to rain angry sparks on them: enough now, and more than enough. 
To cure that unfortunate department by philosophical criticism — 
the attempt is most vain. Who will dismount, on a hasty journey, 
with the day declining, to attack mosquito-swarms with the horse- 
whip ? Spur swiftly through them; breathing perhaps some pious 
prayer to Heaven. By the horsewhip they cannot be killed. 
Drain-out the swamps where they are bred, — Ah, couldst thou 
do something towards that ! And in the mean while : How to 
get on with this of Dr. Francia ? 

The materials, as our reader sees, are of the miserablest : mere 
intricate inanity (if we except poor wooden Rengger), and little 
more ; not facts, but broken shadows of facts ; clouds of confused 
bluster and jargon; — the whole still more bewildered in the 
Roherisons, by what we may call a running shriek of constitutional 
denunciation, ‘ sanguinary tyrant,’ ^.nd so forth. How is any picture 
of Francia to be fabricated out of that ? Certainly, first of all, 
hy oinissim of the running shriek 1 This latter we shall totally 
omit. Francia, the sanguinary tyrant, was not bound to look 
at the world through Rengger’s eyes, through Parish Robertson’s 
eyes, but faithfully through his own eyes. We are to consider 
that, in all human likelihood, this Dionysius of Paraguay did mean 
something; and then to ask in quietness, What ? The running 
shriek once hushed, perhaps many things will compose themselves, 
and straggling fractions of information, almost infinitesimally small, 
may become unexpectedly luminous I 

An unscientific Cattle-breeder and tiller of the earth, in some 
nameless chacra not far from the City of Assumpcion, was the 
Father of this remarkable human individual ; and seems to have 
evoked him into being some time in the year 1757. The man’s 
name is not known to us ; his very nation is a point of con trovers v i 
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Francia himself gave liim out for an immigrant of French ex- 
traction; the popular belief was, that he had wandered over from 
Brazil Portuguese or French, or both in one, he produced this 
human individual, and had him. christened by the name of Jose 
Caspar Eodriguez Francia, in the year above mentioned. Rodri- 
guez, no doubt, had a Mother too ; but her name also, nowhere 
found mentioned, must be omitted in this delineation. Her name, 
and all her fond maternities, and workings and sufferings, good 
brown lady, are sunk in dumb forgetfulness; and buried there 
along with her, under the twenty-fifth parallel of Southern Lati- 
tude; and no British reader is required to interfere with them! 
Jose Rodriguez must have been a loose-made tawny creature, 
much given to taciturn I'eflection; probably to crying humours, 
with fits of vehement ill-nature ; such a subject, it seemed to the 
parent Francia cautiously reflecting on it, would, of all attainable 
trades, be suitablest for preaching the Gospel, and doing the Divine 
Offices, in a country like Paraguay. There were other young 
Francias ; at least one sister and one brother in addition ; of whom 
the latter by and by went mad. The Francias, with their adust 
character, and vehement French-Portuguese blood, had perhaps all 
a kind of aptitude for madness. The Dictator himself was subject 
to the terriblest fits of hypochondria, as your adust 'men of genius* 
too frequently are ! The lean Rodriguez, we fancy, may have been 
of a devotional turn withal ; bom half a century earlier, he had 
infallibly been so. Devotional or not, he shall be a Priest, and do 
the Divine Offices in Paraguay, perhaps in a very unexpected way. 

Rodriguez having learned his hornbooks and elementary branches 
at Assumpeion, was accordingly despatched to the University of 
Cordova in Tucuman, to pursue his curriculum in that seminary. 
So far we know, but almost no faidher. What kind of curriculum 
it was, what lessons, spiritual spoonmeat, the poor lank sallow boy 
was crammed with, in Cordova High Seminary ; and hoAv he took 
to it, and pined or throve on it, is entirely uncertain. Lank sallow 
boys in the Tucuman and other high seminaries are often dread- 
fully ill-dealt with, in respect of their spiritual spoonmeat, as times 
go ! Spoonpoison you might often call it rather : as if the object 
were to make them Mithridateses, able to live on poison ? Which 
may be a useful art too, in its kind ? Nay, in fact, if we consider 
it, these high seminaries and establishments exist there, in Tucu- 
man and elsewhere, not for that lank sallow boy's special purposes, 
but for their own wise purposes ; they were made and put together, 
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a long while since, without taking the smallest counsel of the 
sallow hoy ! Frequently they seem to say to him, all along : 
“ This precious thing that lies in thee, 0 sallow hoy, of ' genius ’ 
so-called, it may to thee and to eternal Nature he precious ; hut 
to us and to temporary Tucuman it is not precious, hut pernicious, 
deadly : we require thee to quit this, or expect penalties ! And 
yet the poor boy, how can he quit it; eternal Nature herself, from 
the depths of the Universe, ordering him to go on with it ? From 
the depths of the Universe, and of his own Soul, latest revelation 
of the Universe, he is, in a silent, imperceptible, but irrefragable 
manner, directed to go on with it, — and has to go, though under 
penalties. Penalties of very death, or worse ! Alas, the poor boy, 
so willing to obey temporary Tucumans, and yet unable to disobey 
eternal Nature, is truly to be pitied. Thou shalt be Rodriguez 
Francia 1 cries Nature, and the poor boy to himself. Thou shalt 
be Ignatius Loyola, Friar Ponderoso, Don Fatpauncho Usandwonto ! 
cries Tucuman. The poor creature’s whole boyhood is one long 
lawsuit : Rodriguez Francia against All Persons in general. It is 
so in Tucuman, so in most places. You cannot advise effectually 
into ^'hat high seminary he had best be sent; the only safe 

way ik to bargain beforehand, that he have force born with him 

suflScient to make itself good against all persons in general 1 

Be this as it may, the lean Francia prosecutes his studies at 
Cordova, waxes gradually taller towards new destinies. Rodriguez 
Francia, in some kind of Jesuit skullcap and black college serge 
gown, a lank rawboned creature, stalking with a down-look through 
the irregular public streets of Cordova in those years, with an 
infinitude of painful unspeakabilities in the interior of him, is an 
interesting object to the historical mind. So much is unspeakable, 
O ..Rodriguez; and it is a most strange Universe this thou hast 

been born into; and the theorem of Ignatius Loyola and Don 

Fatpauncho Usandwonto seems to me to hobble somewhat I Much 
is unspeakable ; lying within one, like a dark lake of doubt, of 
Acherontic dread, leading down to Chaos itself. Much is unspeak- 
able, answers Francia ; but somewhat also is speak able, — this for 
example : That I will not be a Priest in Tucuman in these cir- 
cumstances; that I should like decidedly to be a secular person 
rather, were it even a Lawyer rather I Francia, arrived at man s 
years, changes from Divinity to Law. Some say it was in Divinity 
that he graduated, and got his Doctor’s hat ; Rengger says, Divinity; 
the Robertsons, likelier to be incorrect, call him Doctor of Laws. 
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To our present readers it is all one, or nearly so. Rodriguez quitted 
the Tucuman Alma witL some beard on liis chin, and 

reappeared in Assumpcion to look-out for practice at the bar. 

What Rodriguez had contrived to learn, or grow to, under this 
his Alma Mater in Cordova, when he quitted her ? The answer 
is a mere guess ; his curriculum, we again say, is not yet known. 
Some faint smattering of Arithmetic, or the everlasting laws of 
Numbers ; faint smattering of Geometry, everlasting laws of 
Shapes; these things, we guess, not altogether in the dark, 
Rodriguez did learn, and found extremely remarkable. Curious 
enough: That round Globe put into that round Drum, to touch 
it at the ends and ail round, it is precisely as if you clapt 2 into 
the inside of 3, not a jot more, not a jot less: wonder at it, O 
Francia; for in fact it is a thing to make one pause I Old Greek 
Archimedeses, Pythagorases, dusky Indians, old nearly as the hills, 
detected such things; and they have got across into Paraguay, into 
this brain of thine, thou happy Francia. How is it too, that the 
Almighty Maker's Planets run, in those heavenly spaces, in paths 
which are conceivable in thy poor human head as Sections of a^' 
Cone ? The thing thou conceivest as an Ellipsis, the Almighty 
Maker has set his Planets to roll in that. Clear proof, which ^ 
neither Loyola nor TJsandwonto can contravene, that Thm too art 
denizen of this Universe; that Thou too, in some inconceivable 
manner, wert present at the Council of the Gods I — Faint smatter- 
ings of such things Francia did learn in Tucuman. Endless heavy 
fodderings of Jesuit theology, poured on him and round him by 
the wagonload, incessantly, and year after year, he did not learn ; 
hut left flying there as shot-rubbish. On the other hand, some 
slight inkling of human grammatical vocables, especially of Frencb 
vocables, seems probable. French vocables; bodily garment of 
the Unmjclopiclie and Gospel according to Volney, Jean- Jacques 
and Company; of infinite import to Francia 1 

Nay is it not, in some sort, beautiful to see the sacred flame of 
ingenuous human curiosity, love of knowledge, awakened, amid the 
damp somnolent vapours, real and metaphorical, the damp tropical 
poison-jungles, and fat Lethean stupefactions and entanglements, 
even in the heart of a poor Paraguay Creole ? Sacred flame, no 
bigger yet than that of a farthing rushlight, and with nothing but 
secondhand French class-books in Science, and in Politics and 
Morals nothing but the Raynals and Rousseaus, to feed it: — an 
illAed, lank-quavering, most blue-coloured, almost ghastly-looking 
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flame ; but a needful one, a kind of sacred one even that ! Thou 
shalfc love knowledge, search what is the truth of this God's 
Universe ; thou art privileged and bound to love it, to search for 
it, in Jesuit Tucuman, in ail places that the sky covers ; and shalt 
try even Volneys for help, if there be no other help! This poor 
blue-coloured inextinguishable flame in the soul of Eodriguez 
Francia, there as it burns better or worse, in many figures, through 
the whole life of him, is very notable to me. Blue flame though 
it be, it has to burn-up considerable quantities of poisonous lumber 
from the general face of Paraguay; and singe the profound im- 
penetrable forest-jungle, spite of ail its brambles and lianas, into a 
very black condition, — intimating that there shall be decease and 
removal on the part of said forest-jungle; peremptory removal 3 
that the blessed Sunlight shall again look-in upon his cousin 
Earth, tyrannously hidden from Mm for so many centuries now I 
Courage, Rodriguez I 

Rodriguez, indifferent to such remote considerations, successfully 
addicts himself to law-pleadings, and general private studies, in 
the City of Assumpcion. We have always understood he was one 
of the best Advocates, perhaps the very best, and what is still 
more, the justest that ever took briefs in that country. This the 
Robertsonian Reign of Terror itself is willing to admit, nay re- 
peatedly asserts, and impresses on us. He was so just and true, 
while a young man ; gave such divine prognostics of a life of noble- 
ness ; and then, in his riper years, so belied all that ! Shameful to 
think of: he bade fair, at one time, to be a friend-of-humanity of 
the first water ; and then gradually, hardened by political success 
and love of power, he became a mere ravenous ghoul, or solitary 
thief in the night; stealing the constitutional palladiums from 
their parliament-houses, — and executed upwards of forty persons 1 
Sad to consider what men and friends- of-humanity will turn to ! 

For the rest, it is not given to this or as yet to any editor, till a 
Biography arrive from Paraguay, to shape-out with the smallest 
clearness, a representation of Francia's existence as an Assumpcion 
Advocate ; the scene is so distant, the conditions of it so unknown. 
Assumpcion City, near three hundred years old now, lies in free- 
and-easy fashion on the left bank of the Parana River ; embosomed 
among fruit-forests, rich tropical umbrage ; thick wood round it 
everywhere, — which serves for defence too against the Indians. 
Approach by which of the various roads you will, it is through 
miles of solitary shady avenue, shutting-out the sun’s glare ; over- 
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canopyiiig, as witli grateful greea awning, tlie loose sand-highway, 
—where, in the early part of this Century (date undiscoverable in 
those, intricate Volumes), Mr., Parish Eobertson, advancing on 
horseback, met one cart driven by a smart brown girl in red bodice, 
with long black hair, not unattractive to look upon ; and for a space 
of twelve miles, no other articulate-speaking thing whatever.^ 

The people of that profuse climate live in a careless abundance, 
troubling themselves about few things ; build what wooden carts, 
hide-beds, mud-brick houses are indispensable ; import what of 
ornamental lies handiest abroad ; exchanging for it Paraguay tea 
in sewed goatskins. Biding through the town of Santa Fe, with 
Parish Robertson, at three in the afternoon, you will find the entire 
population just risen from its siesta ; slipshod, half-buttoned ; sitting 
in its front verandas open to the street, eating pumpkins with 
voracity, — sunk to the ears in pumpkins ; imbibing the grateful 
saccharine juices, in a free-and-easy way. They look up at the 
sound of your hoofs, not without good humour. Frondent trees" 
parasol the streets,— thanks to Nature and the Virgin. You will 
be welcome at their tcThtlias ,' — a kind of ‘ swarrie,^ as the Flunky 
says, ' consisting of flirtation and the usual trimmings : swarrie on 
‘ the table about seven o'clock.' Before this, the whole population, 
it is like, has gone to bathe promiscuously, and cool and purify 
itself in the Parana : promiscuously ; but you have all got linen 
bathing-garments, and can swash about with some decency; a 
great relief to. the human tabernacle in those climates. At your 
Urhdia, it is said, the Andalusian eyes, still bright to this tenth 
or twelfth generation, are destructive, seductive enough, and argue 
a soul that would repay cultivating. The beautiful half-savages ; 
full of wild sheet-lightning, which might be made continuously 
luminous 1 Tertulia well over, you sleep on hide-stretchers, per- 
haps here and there on a civilised mattress, within doors or on the 
housetops. 

In the damp flat country parts, where the mosquitoes abound, 
you sleej;) on high stages, mounted on four poles, forty feet above 
the ground, attained by ladders ; so high, blessed be the Virgin, no 
mosquito can follow to sting, — it is a blessing of the Virgin or some 
other. You sleep there, in an indiscriminate arrangement, each in 
his several poncho or blanket-cloak ; with some saddle, deal-box, 
wooden log, or the like, under your head. For bed-tester is the 
canopy of everlasting blue ; for night-lamp burns Canopus in his 
^ Letters m% Faraguay, 
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infinite spaces; mosquitoes cannot reach you, if it please the 
Powers. And rosy-fingered Morn, suffusing the east with sudden 
red and gold, and other flame-heraldry of swift-advancing Day, 
attenuates all dreams ; and the Sun’s first level light-volley shears 
away sleep from living creatures everywhere ; and living men do 
then awaken on their four-post stage there, in the Pampas, — and 
might begin with prayer if they liked, one fancies I There is an 
altar decked on the horizon’s edge yonder, is there not; anr] a 
cathedral wide enough ? — How, over-night, you have defended 
yourself against vampires, is unknown to this Editor. 

The Gaucho populatioo, it must be owned, is not yet fit for 
constitutional liberty. They are a rude people : lead a drowsy life, 
of ease and sluttish abundance, — one shade, and but one, above a 
dog’s life, which is defined as ‘ ease and scarcity.’ The arts are in 
their infancy; and not less, the virtues. For equipment, clothing, 
bedding, household furniture and general outfit of every kind, those 
simple populations depend much on the skin of the cow ; making 
of it most things wanted, lasso, bolas, ship-cordage, rimmings of 
cart-wheels, spatterdashes, beds and house-doors. In country 
places they sit on the skull of the cow : General Artigas was seen, 
and spoken with, by one of the Robertsons, sitting among field- 
officers, all on cow-skulls, toasting stripes of beef, and " dictating to 
three secretaries at once.’ ^ They sit on the skull of the cow in 
country places ; nay they heat themselves, and even burn lime, by 
igniting the carcass of the cow. 

One art they seem to have perfected, and one only, — that of 
riding. Astley’s and Ducrow’s must hide their head, and all glories 
of Newmarket and Epsom dwindle to extinction, in comparison of 
Gaucho horsemanship. Certainly if ever Centaurs lived upon the 
earth, these are of them. They stick on their horses as if both were 
one flesh; galloping where there seems hardly path for an ibex; 
leaping like kangaroos, and flourishing their nooses and bolases the 
while. They can whirl themselves round under the belly of the horse, 
in cases of war-stratagem, and stick fast, hanging-on by the mere 
great toe and heel. You think it is a drove of wild horses gallop- 
ing up; on a sudden, with wild scream, it becomes a troop of 
Centaurs with pikes in their hands. Nay, they have the skill, 
‘"Vhicli most of all transcends Newmarket, of riding on horses that 
are not fed ; and can bring fresh speed and alacrity out of a horse 
which, with you, was on the point of lying down. To ride on three 
® Letters on Paraguay, 
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horses with Diicrow they would esteem a small feat : to ride on 
the broken-winded fractional part of one horse, that is the feat I 
Their huts abound in beef, in reek also, and rubbish ; excelling in 
dirt most places that human nature has anywhere inhabited. 
Poor Gauchos I They drink Paraguay tea, sucking it up in suc- 
cession, through the same tin pipe, from one common skillet. 
They are hospitable, sooty, leathery, lying, laughing fellow's; of 
excellent talent in their sphere. They have stoicism, though 
ignorant of Zeno ; nay stoicism coupled with real gaiety of heart. 
Amidst their reek and wreck, they laugh loud, in rough jolly 
banter ; they twang, in a plaintive manner, rough love-melodies on 
a kind of guitar ; smoke infinite tobacco ; and delight in gambling 
and ardent spirits, ordinary refuge of voracious empty souls. For 
the same reason, and a better, they delight also in Corpus-Christi 
ceremonies, mass-chantings, and devotional performances. These 
men are fit to be drilled into something ! Their lives stand there 
like empty capacious bottles, calling to the heavens and the earth, 
and all Dr. Francias who may pass that way : Is there nothing to 
put into us, then? Nothing but nomadic idleness, Jesuit super- 
stition, rubbish, reek, and dry stripes of tough beef? ” Ye unhappy 
Gauchos, — yes, there is something other, there are several things 
other, to put into you ! But withal, you will observe, the seven 
devils have first to be put out of you : Idleness, lawless Brutalness, 
Darkness, Falseness — seven devils or more. And the way to put 
something into you is, alas, not so plain at present ! Is it, — alas, 
on the whole, is it not perhaps today good horsewhips lustily upon 
you, and cast out these seven devils as a preliminary ? 

How Francia passed his days in such a region, where philosophy, 
as is too clear, was at the lowest ebb ? Francia, like Quintus 
Fixlein, had ^perennial fire-proof joys, namely employments.’ He 
had much Law-business, a great and ever-increasing reputation as 
a man at once skilful and faithful in the management of causes 
for men. Then, in his leisure hours, he had his Volneys, Eaynals ; 
he had secondhand scientific treatises in French; he loved to 
'interrogate Nature/ as they say; to possess theodolites, tele- 
scopes, star-glasses, — any kind of glass or book, or gazing imple- 
ment whatever, through which he might try to catch a glimpse of 
Fact in this strange Universe : poor Francia I Nay, it is said, his 
hard heart was not without inflammability ; was sensible to those 
Andalusian eyes still bright in the tenth or twelfth generation. 
In such case too, it may have burnt, one would think, like 
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Anthracite, in a somewhat ardent manner. Eumours to this effect 
are afloat ; not at once incredible. Pity there had not been some 
Andalusian pair of eyes, with speculation, depth and soul enough 
in the rear of them to fetter Dr. Francia permanently, and make 
a house-father of him. It had been better ; but it befell not. As 
for that light-headed, smart brown girl whom, twenty years after- 
wards, you saw selling flowers on the streets of Assumpcion, and 
leading a light life, is there any certainty that she was Dr. 
Francia's daughter? Any certainty that, even if so, he could and 
should have done something considerable for her ? ® Poor Francia ; 
poor light-headed, smart brown girl, — this present Reviewer can- 
not say 1 

Francia is a somewhat lonesome, downlooking man, apt to be 
solitary even in the press of men; wears a face not unvisited by 
laughter, yet tending habitually towards the sorrowful, the stern. 
He passes everywhere for a man of veracity, punctuality, of iron 
methodic rigour ; of iron rectitude, above all. ‘ The skilful lawyer,' 
^ the learned lawyer,' these are reputations ; but the ' honest lawyer ' ! 
This Law-case was reported by the Robertsons before they thought 
of writing a Francia! s Beign of Terror, with that running shriek, 
which so confuses us. We love to believe the anecdote, even in 
its present loose state, as significant of many things in Francia: 

^ It has been already observed that Francia^s reputation, as a lawyer, 
was not only unsullied by venality, but conspicuous for rectitude. 

‘ He had a friend in Assumpcion of the name of Domingo Rodriguez. 
This man had cast a* covetous eye upon a ISTahoth’s vineyard, and this 
Haboth, of whom Francia was the open enemy, was called Estanislao 
Machain. Hever doubting that the young Doctor, like other lawyers, 
would undertake his unrighteous cause, Rodriguez opened to him his 
case, and requested, with a handsome retainer, his advocacy of it. Francia 
saw at once that his friend's pretensions were founded in fraud and in- 
justice; and he not only refused to act as his counsel, but plainly told 
him that much as he hated his antagonist Machain, yet if he (Rodriguez) 
persisted in his iniquitous suit, that antagonist should have his (Francia’s) 
most zealous support. But covetousness, as Ahab's story shows us, is 
not so easily driven from its pretensions ; and in spite of Francia's warn- 
ing, Rodriguez persisted. As he was a potent man in point of fortune, 
all was going against Machain and his devoted vineyard. 

^ At this stage of the question, Francia wrapped himself one night in 
his cloak, and walked to the house of his inveterate enemy, Machain. 

^ Robertson. 
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The slave who opened the door, knowing that his Master and the Doctor, 
like the houses of Montagu and Capulet, were smoke in each other's eyes, 
refused the lawyer admittance, and ran to inform his master of the strange 
and unexpected visit. Machain, no less struck by the circumstance 
than his slave, for some time hesitated j hut at length determined to 
admit Francia. In walked the silent Doctor to Machain's chamber. All 
the papers connected with the law-plea — ^voluminous enough I have been 
assured — ^vere outspread upon the defendant's escritoire, 

Machain," said the Lawyer, addressing him, you know I am your 
enemy. But I know that my friend Eodriguez meditates, and will 
certainly, unless I interfere, carry against you an act of gross and lawless 
aggression; I have come to ofe my services in your defence.” 

‘ The astonished JMachain could scarcely credit his senses ; but poured 
forth the ebullition of his gratitude in terms of thankful acquiescence. 

'The first "escrito,” or writing, sent-in by Francia to the Juez de 
Alzada, or Judge of the Court of Appeal, confounded the adverse advo- 
cates, and staggered the judge, who was in their interest. " My friend,” 
said the judge to the leading counsel, " I cannot go forward in this 
matter unless you bribe Dr. Francia to be silent,” " I will try,” replied 
the advocate ; and he went to hTahoth's counsel with a hundred doubloons 
(about three-hundred-and-fifty guineas), which he offered him as a bribe 
to let the cause take its iniquitous course. Considering too, that his best 
introduction would be a hint that this douceur was offered with the 
judge’s concurrence, the knavish lawyer hinted to the upright one that 
such was the fact. 

' “ Saiga listed/' said Francia, " con sue viles pensamientos y vllisimo 
qro de mi casa I Out, with your vile insinuations, and dross of gold, 
from my house ! ” » 

' Off marched the venal drudge of the unjust judge ; and in a moment 
putting on his capote, the offended Advocate went to the residence of 
the Juez de Alzada. Shortly relating what had passed between himself 
and the myrmidon, — "Sir," continued Francia, "you are a disgrace 
to law, and a blot upon justice. You are, moreover, completely in my 
power ; and unless to-morrow I have a decision in favour of my client, 
I will make your seat upon the bench too hot for you, and the insignia 
of your judicial office shall become the emblems of your shame.” 

‘ The morrow did bring a decision in favour of Francia’s client. Il^ahoth 
retained his vineyard; the judge lost his reputation; and the young 
Doctor's fame extended far and wide.' 

On the other hand, it is admitted that he quarrelled with his 
Father, in those days; and, as is reported, never spoke to him 
more. The subject of the .quarrel is vaguely supposed to have 
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been ^ money matters/ Francia is not accused of avarice; nay is 
expressly acquitted of loving money, even by Rengger. But lie 
did bate injustice; — and probably was not indisposed to allow 
himself, among others, ' the height of fair play/ ! A rigorous, 
correct man, that will have a spade be a spade ; a man of much 
learning in Creole Law, and occult French Sciences, of great 
talent, energy, fidelity : — a man of some temper withal ; unhappily 
subject to private ' hypochondria ; ' black private thunder-clouds, 
whence probably the origin of these lightnings, when you poke 
into him 1 He leads a lonesome self-secluded life ; ‘ interrogating 
Nature " through mere star-glasses, and Abbe-Raynal philosophies, 
— who in that way will yield no very exuberant response. Mere 
law-papers, advocate-fees, civic officialities, renowns, and the wonder 
of Assumpcion Gauchos; — not so much as a pair of Andalusian 
eyes that can lasso him, except in a temporary way: this man 
seems to have got but a lean lease of Nature, and may end in a 
rather shrunk condition! A century ago, with this atrabiliar 
earnestness of his, and such a reverberatory furnace of passions, 
inquiries, unspeakabilities burning in him, deep under cover, he 
might have made an excellent Monk of St. Dominic, fit almost for 
canonisation; nay, an excellent Superior of the Jesuits, Grand 
Inquisitor, or the like, had you developed him in that way. But, 
for all this, he is now a day too late. Monks of St. Dominic that 
might have been, do now, instead of devotional raptures and 
miraculous suspensions in prayer, produce — brown accidental 
female infants, to sell flowers, in an indigent state, on the streets 
of Assumpcion ! It is grown really a most barren time; and this 
Francia with his grim, unspeakabilities, with his fiery splenetic 
humours, kept close under lock-and-key, what has he to look for 
in it 1 A post on the Bench, in the municipal Gabildo , — nay he 
has already a post in the Cabildo ; he has already been Alcalde, 
Lord-Mayor of Assumpcion, and ridden in such gilt-coach as they 
had. He can look for little, one would say, but barren moneys, 
barren Gaucho world-celebrities ; Abbe-Raynal philosophisms also 
very barren; wholly a barren life-voyage of it, ending — in 
thinks the Abbd Raynal ? 

But no; the world wags not that way in those days. Far over 
the waters there have been Federations of the Ghamp-de-Mars : 
guillotines, portable-guillotines, and a French People risen against 
Tyrants; there has been a Sansmlottism, speaking at last in 
cannon- volleys and the crash of towns and nations over half the 
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world. Sleek Fatpaimclia Usaiidwojato, sleek aristocratic Dono- 
thingism, sunk as in death-sleep in its well-stuffed easy-chair, or 
staggering in somnambulism on the house-tops, seemed to itself to 
hear a voice say, Sleep no more, Donothingism; Donotliingism 
doth murder sleep! It was indeed a terrible explosion, that of 
Sansculottism ; commingling very Tartarus with the old-established 
stars; — fit, such a tumult was it, to awaken all hut the dead. 
And out of it there had come Napoleonisms, Tameiianisms ; and 
then as a branch of these, ‘ Gonventions of Aranjuez,’ soon followed 
by " Spanish Juntas,’ ' Spanish Cortes ; ’ and, on the whole, a smiting 
broad awake of poor old Spain itself, much to its amazement. 
And naturally of New Spain next, — to its double amazement, 
seeing itself awake 1 And so, in the new Hemisphere too, arise 
wild projects, angry arguings ; arise armed gatherings in Santa 
Marguerita Island, with Bolivars and invasions of Cumana; revolts 
of La Plata, revolts of this and then of that ; the subterranean 
electric element, shock on shock, shaking and exploding, in the 
new Hemisphere too, from sea to sea. Yery astonishing to witness, 
from the year 1810 and onwards. Had Rodriguez Francia three 
ears, he would hear ; as many eyes as Argus, he would gaze I He 
is all eye, he is all ear. A new, entirely different figure of exist- 
ence is cut-out for Doctor Rodriguez* 

The Paraguay People as a body, lying far inland, with little 
speculation in their heads, were in no haste to adojpt the new 
republican gospel; hut looked first how it would succeed in shaping 
itself into facts. Buenos-Ayres, Tucuman, most of the La Plata 
Provinces had made their revolutions, brought in the reign of 
liberty, and unluckily driven out the reign of law and regularity ; 
before the Paraguenos could resolve on such an enterprise. Per- 
haps they are afraid ? General Belgrano, with a force of a thousand 
men, missioned by Buenos-Ayres, came up the river to countenance 
them, in the end of 1810; but was met on their frontier in array 
of war; was attacked, or at least was terrified, in the night-watches, 
so that his men all fled; — and on the morrow, poor General 
Belgrano found himself not a countenancer, hut one needing coun- 
tenance ; and was in a polite way sent down the river again ! 
Not till a year after did the Paraguenos, by spontaneous move- 
ment, resolve on a career of freedom resolve on getting some kind 
of Congress assembled, and the old Government sent its ways. 

Beuggew 
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Francia, it is presumable, was active at once in exciting and re- 
straining them: the fruit was now drop-ripe, we may say, and fell 
by a shake. Our old royal Governor went aside, worthy man, with 
some slight grimace, when ordered to do so; National Congress 
introduced itself; secretaries read papers, 'compiled chiefly out of 
Eollin's Ancient HistoTy and we became a Republic: with Don 
Fulgencio Yegros, one of the richest Gauchos and best horseman 
of the province, for PrcBident, and two Assessors with him, called 
also Vocales, or Vowels, whose names escape us; Francia, as 
Secretary, being naturally the Consonant, or motive soul of the 
combination. This, as we grope out the date, was in 1811 . The 
Paraguay Congress, having completed this constitution, went home 
again to its field-labours, hoping a good issue. 

Feebler light hardly ever dawned for the historical mind, than 
this which is shed for us by Rengger, Robertsons and Company, 
on the birth, the cradling, baptismal processes and early fortunes 
of the new Paraguay Republic. Through long vague, and indeed 
intrinsically vacant pages of their Books, it lies gray, undecipherable, 
without form and void. Francia was Secretary, and a Republic did 
take place : this, as one small clear-burning fact, shedding far a 
comfortable visibility, conceivability, over the universal darkness, 
and making it into conceivable dusk with one rushlight fact in 
the centre of it, — this we do know ; and, cheerfully yielding to 
necessity, decide that this shall suffice us to know. What more is 
there? Absurd somnolent persons, struck broad awake by the 
subterranean concussion of Civil and Religious Liberty all over 
the World, meeting together to establish a republican career of 
freedom, and compile official papers out of Rollin, — are not a 
subject on which the historical mind can be enlightened. The 
historical mind, thank Heaven, forgets such persons and their 
papers, as fast as you repeat them. 

Besides, these Gaucho populations are greedy, superstitious, vain ; 
and, as Miers said in his haste, mendacious every soul of them I 
Within the confines of Paraguay, we know for certain but of one 
man who would do himself an injury to do a just or true thing 
under the sun : one man who understands in his heart that this 
Universe is an eternal Fact, — and ‘ not some huge temporary 
Pumpkin, saccharine, absinthian ; the rest of its significance chime- 
rical merely ! Such men cannot have a history, though a Thucy- 
dides came to write it. — Enough for us to understand that Don 
This was a vapouring blockhead, who followed his pleasures, his 
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peculations, and Don That another of the same ; that there occurred 
fatuities, mismanagements innumerable; then discontents, open 
grumblings, and, as a running accompaniment, intriguings,caballings, 
outings, innings ; till the Government Plouse, fouler than when the 
Jesuits had it, became a bottomless pestilent inanity, insupportable 
to any articulate-speaking soul ; till Secretary Francia should feel 
that he, for one, could not be Consonant to such a set of Vowels ; 
till Secretary Francia, one day, flinging down his papers, rising to 
his feet, should jerk -out with oratorical vivacity his lean right-hand, 
and say, with knit brows, in a low swift tone: Adieu, Senhores; 
God preserve you many years ! ’’ — 

Francia withdrew to his cliacm, a pleasant country-house in the 
woods of Ytapiia not far off ; there to interrogate Nature, and live 
in a private manner. Parish Eobertson, much about this date, 
which we grope and guess to have been perhaps in 1812 , was 
boarded with a certain ancient Donna Juana, in that same region; 
had tertuUas of unimaginable brilliancy ; and often went shooting 
of an evening. On one of those — But he shall himself report : 

* On one of those lovely evenings in Paraguay, after the south-west 
wind has both cleared and cooled the air, I was drawn, in my pursuit 
of game, into a peaceful valley, not far from Donna Juana's, and remark- 
able for its combination of all the striking features of the scenery of the 
country. Suddenly I came upon a neat and unpretending cottage. Up 
rose a partridge ; I fired, and the bird came to the ground. A voice 
from behind called out Buen tiro ” — ^^a good shot." I turned round, 
and beheld a gentleman of about fifty years of age, dressed in a suit of 
black, with a large scarlet ccvpote^ or cloak, thrown over his shoulders. 
He had a mujfe-cup in one hand, a cigar in the other ; and a little urchin 
of a negro, with his arms crossed, was in attendance by the gentleman's 
side. The stranger’s countenance was dark, and his black eyes were 
very penetrating, while his jet hair, combed back from a bold forehead, 
and hanging in natural ringlets over his shoulders, gave him a dignified 
and striking air. He wore on his shoes large golden buckles, and at 
the knees of his breeches the same. 

^In exercise of the primitive and simple hospitality common in the 
country, I was invited to sit down under the corridor, and to take a cigar 
and mrM (cup of Paraguay tea). A celestial globe, a lai'ge telescope and 
a theodolite were under the little portico ; and I immediately inferred 
that the personage before me was no other than Dr. Francia,’ 

Yes, here for the first time in anthentic history, a remarkable 
hearsay becomes a remarkable visuality: through a pair of clear 
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human eyes, you look face to face on the very figure of the man. 
Is not this verily the exact record of those clear Eobertsonian 
eyes and seven senses; entered accurately, then and not after- 
wards, on the ledger of the memory? We will hope so; who 
can but hope so ! The figure of the man will, at all events, be 
exact. Here too is the figure of his library; — the conversation, if 
any, was of the last degree of. insignificance, and may be left out, 
or supplied ixc? ZiSizJ'zm ; 

‘ He introduced me to his library, in a confined room, with a very small 
window, and that so shaded by the roof of the corridor, as to admit the 
least portion of light necessary for study. The library was arranged on 
three rows of shelves, extending across the room, and might have con- 
sisted of three hundred volumes. There were many ponderous books on 
law ; a few on the inductive sciences ; some in French and some in 
Latin upon subjects of general literature, with Euclid's Elements, and 
some schoolboy treatises on algebra. On a large table were heaps of law- 
papers and processes. Several folios bound in vellum were outspread 
upon it ; a lighted candle (though placed there solely with a view to 
light cigars) lent its feeble aid to illumine the room ; while a mat^-cup 
and inkstand, both of silver, stood on another part of the table. There 
was neither carpet nor mat on the brick floor ; and the chairs were of 
such ancient fashion, size and weight, that it required a considerable 
effort to move them from one spot to another.’ 

Peculation, malversation, the various forms of imbecility and 
voracious dishonesty went their due course in the Government- 
offices of Assumpcion, unrestrained by Francia, and unrestrainable : 
— till, as we may say, it reached a height ; and, like other sup- 
purations and diseased concretions in the living system, had to 
burst, and take itself away. To the eyes of Paraguay in general it 
had become clear that such a reign of liberty was unendurable; 
that some new revolution, or change of ministry, was indispensable. 

Eengger says that Francia withdrew ‘more than once' to his 
chacra, disgusted with his Colleagues ; who always by unlimited 
promises and protestations, * had to flatter him hack again ; and 
then anew disgusted him. Francia is the Consonant of these 
absurd ‘Vowels;' no business can go on without Francia! And 
the finances are deranged, insolvent; and the military, unpaid, 
ineffectr"^ cannot so much as keep out the Indians; and there 
comes iTouhle, and rumour of new war, from Buenos-Ayres ; — alas, 
from what corner of the great Continent come there other than 
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troubles and rumours of war? Patriot generals become traitor 
generals ; get themselves ' shot in market-places ; " revolution fol- 
lows revolution. Artigas, close on our borders, has begun harry- 
ing the Banda Oriental with ifire and sword ; ‘ dictating despatches 
from cow-skulls.' Like clouds of wolves, — only feller, being 
mounted on horseback, with pikes, — the Indians dart-in on us; 
carrying conflagration and dismay. Paraguay must get itself 
governed, or it will be worse for Paraguay I The eyes of all 
Paraguay, we can well fancy, turn to the one man of talent they 
have, the one man of veracity they have. 

In 1813 a second Congress is got together: we fancy it was 
Francia's last advice to the Government suppuration, when it 
flattered him back, for the last time, to ask his advice, That such 
suppuration do now dissolve itself, and a new Congress be sum- 
moned 1 In the new Congress the Vocales are voted out ; Francia 
and Fulgencio are named joint Consuls : with Francia for Consul, 
and Don Fulgencio Yegros for Consul's cloak, it may be better. 
Don Fulgencio rides about in gorgeous sash and epaulettes, a rich 
man and horse-subduer; good as ConsuFs cloak; — but why should 
the real Consul have a cloak ? Next year in the third Congress, 
Francia, by ‘ insidious manceuvering,' by ' favour of the military,' 
and, indeed, also in some sort, we may say, by law of Nature, — gets 
himself declared Dictator : ^ for three years,' or for life, may in 
these circumstances mean much the same. This was in 1814. 
Francia never assembled any Congress more ; having stolen the 
constitutional palladiums, and insidiously got his wicked will ! Of 
a Congress that compiled constitutions out of Rollin, who would 
not lament such destiny ? This Congress should have met again ! 
It was indeed, say Kengger and the Robertsons themselves, such a 
Congress as never met before in the world; a Congress whicli 
knew not its right band from its left ; which drank infinite rum in 
the taverns ; and had one wish, that of getting on horseback 
again, home to its field-husbandry and partridge- shooting again. 
The military mostly favoured Francia ; being gained-over by him, 
— the thief of constitutional palladiums. 

With Francia's entrance on the Government as Consul, still 
more as Dictator, a great improvement, it is granted even by 
Rengger, did in all quarters forthwith show itseif. The finances 
were husbanded, were accurately gathered ; every oflBcial person in 
Paraguay had to bethink him, and begin doing his work, instead 
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of merely seeming to do it. The soldiers Francia took care to see 
paid and drilled ; to see march, with real death-shot and service, 
when the Indians or other enemies showed themselves. Guanlias, 
Guardhouses, at short distances were established along the Eiver s 
bank and all round the dangerous Frontiers : wherever the Indian 
centaur-troop showed face, an alarm-cannon went off, and soldiers, 
quickly assembling, with actual death-shot and service, were upon 
them. These wolf-hordes had to vanish into the heart of their 
deserts again. The land had peace. Neither Artigas, nor any of 
the fire-brands and war-plagues which were distracting South 
America from side to side, could get across the border. All 
negotiation or intercommuning with Buenos- Ayres, or with any of 
these war-distracted countries, was peremptorily waived. To no 
‘ Congress of Lima,’ ' General Congress of Panama,’ or other general 
or particular Congress, would Francia, by deputy or message, offer 
the smallest recognition. All South America raging and ravening 
like one huge dog-kennel gone rabid, we here in Paraguay have 
peace, and cultivate our tea-trees : why should not we let well 
alone ? By degrees, one thing acting on another, and this ring of 
frontier ‘ Guardhouses ’ being already erected there, a rigorous 
sanitary Zme, impregnable as brass, was drawn round all Paraguay; 
no communication, import or export trade allowed, except by the 
Dictator s license, — given on payment of the due moneys, when 
the political horizon seemed innocuous; refused when otherwise. 
The Dictator’s trade-licenses were a considerable branch of his 
revenues; his entrance-dues, somewhat . onerous to the foreign 
merchant (think the Messrs. Kobertson), were another. Paraguay 
stood isolated ; the rabid dog-kennel raging round it, wide as South 
America, but kept out as by lock-and-key. 

These were vigorous measures, gradually coming on the somno- 
lent Gaucho population ! It seems, meanwhile, that, even after 
the Perpetual Dictatorship, and onwards to the fifth or the sixth 
year of Francia’ s government, there was, though the constitutional 
palladiums were stolen, nothing very special to complain of. 
Paraguay had peace ; sat under its tea-trees ; the rabid dog-kennel, 
Indians, Artigv enos and other war fire-brands, all shut-out from it. 
But in that y' r 1819, the second year of the Perpetual Dictator- 
ship, there arose, not for the first time, dim indications of 'Plots,’ 
even dangerous Plots! In that year the firebrand Artigas was 
finally quenched ; obliged to beg a lodging even of Francia, his 
enemy; — and got it, hospitably, though contemptuously. And 
Misc. IIT. ^ ^ 
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now straightway there advanced, from. Artigas’s lost wasted 
country, a certain General Eamirez, his rival and conqueror, and 
fellow^bandit and firebrand. This General Ramirez advanced up 
to our very frontier; first with offers of alliance ; failing that, with 
offers of war; on which latter offer he was closed with, ^vas cut to 
pieces ; and — a Letter w'as found about him, addressed to Don 
Fulgencio Yegros, the rich Gaucho horseman and Ex-Gonsiil; 
wdiich arrested all the faculties of Dr. Francia’s most intense in- 
telligence there and then I A Conspiracy, with Don Fulgencio at 
the head of it; Conspiracy which seems the wider spread the 
farther one investigates it; which has been brewing itself these 
* twm years,’ and now ‘ on Good-Friday next ’ is to burst out ; start- 
ing with the massacre of Dr, Francia and others, whatever it may 
close with ! Francia was not a man to be trifled with in jfiots I 
He looked, watched, investigated, till he got the exact extent, 
position, nature and structure of this Plot fully in his eye; and 
then — why, then he pounced on it like a glede-falcon, like a fierce 
condor, suddenly from the invisible blue ; struck beak and claws 
into the very heart of it, tore it into small fragments, and con- 
sumed it on the spot. It is Francia’s way! This was the last 
plot, though not the first plot, Francia ever heard of during his 
Perpetual Dictatorship. 

It is, as we find, over these three or these two years, while tlie 
Fulgencio Plot is getting itself pounced upon and torn in pieces, 
that the 'reign of terror,’ properly so called, extends. Over these 
three or these two years only, — though the ' running shriek ’ of it 
confuses all things to the end of the chapter. It was in this stern 
period that Francia executed above forty persons. Not entirely 
inexplicable ! " Par Dios, ye shall not conspire against me ; I will 
not allow it ! The Career of Fx'eedom, be it knowm to all men and 
Gauchos, is not yet begun in this country ; I am still only casting 
out the Seven Devils. My lease of Paraguay, a harder one than 
your stupidities suppose, is for life : the contract is, Thou must die 
if thy lease be taken from thee. Aim not at my life, ye consti- 
tutional Gauchos, — or let it be a diviner man than Don Fulgencio 
the Horse-subduer that does it. By Heaven, if you aim at my 
life, I will bid you have a care of your own 1 ” He executed up- 
wards of forty persons. How many he arrested, flogged, cross- 
questioned — for he is an inexorable man 1 If you are guilty, or 
suspected of guilt, it will go ill with you here. Francia’s arrest, 
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carried by a grenadier, arrives; you are in strait prison; you are 
in Francia s bodily presence ; those sharp St.”Dominic eyes, that 
diabolic intellect, prying into you, probing, cross-questioning you, 
till the secret cannot be hid: till the Hhree ball-cartridges^ are 
handed to a sentry; — and your doom is Rhadamanthine 1 

But the Plots, as we say, having ceased by this rough surgery, 
it would appear that there was, for the next twenty years, little or 
no more of it, little or no use for more. The ‘ reign of terror,' one 
begins to find, was properly a reign of rigour ; which would become 
'terrible' enough if you infringed the rules of it, hut which was 
peaceable otherwise, regular otherwise. Let this, amid the 'ruii'* 
ning shriek,' which will and should run its full length in such 
circumstances, be well kept in mind. 

It happened too, as Rengger tells us, in the same year (1820, as 
we grope and gather), that a visitation of locusts, as sometimes 
occurs, destroyed all the crops of Paraguay ; and there was no 
prospect hut of universal dearth or famine. The crops are done 5 
eaten by locusts; the summer at an end! We have no foreign 
trade, or next to none, and never had almost any ; w:hat will 
become of Paraguay and its Gauchos ? In Gauchos is no hope, no 
help: but in a Dionysius of the Gauchos? Dictator Francia, led 
by occult French Sciences and natural sagacity, nay driven by 
necessity itself, peremptorily commands the farmers, throughout 
all Paraguay, To sow a certain portion of their lands anew ; with 
or without hope, — under penalties 1 The result was a moderately 
good harvest still ; the result was a discovery that Two harvests 
were, every year, possible in Paraguay ; that Agriculture, a rigorous 
Dictator presiding over it, could be infinitely improved there.^^ 
As Paraguay has about 100,000 square miles of territory mostly 
fertile, and only .some two souls planted on each square miie*^ 
thereof, it seemed to the Dictator that this, and not Foreign Trade, 
might he a good course for his Paraguenos. This accordingly, and 
not foreign trade, in the present state of the political horizon, was 
the course resolved on; the course persisted in, 'with evident 
advantages,' says Rengger. Thus, one thing acting on another, — 
domestic Plot, hanging on Artigas’s country from without; and 
Locust-swarms with Improvement of Husbandry in the interior ; 
and those Guardhouses all already there, along the frontier, — 
Paraguay came more and more to be hermetically closed ; and 
Francia reigned over it, for the rest of his life, as a rigorous 
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Dionysius of Paraguay, without foreign intercourse, or with such 
only as seemed good to Francia. 

How the Dictator, now secure in possession, did manage this 
huge Paraguay, which, by strange ‘insidious' and other means, 
had fallen in life-lease to him, and was his to do the best he could 
with, it were interesting to know. What the meaning of him, the 
result of him, actually was ? One desiderates some Biography of 
Francia by a native I — Meanwhile, in the jEsthGiische Briefivechsel 
of Herr Professor Sauerteig, a Work not yet known in England, 
nor treating specially of this subject, we find, scattered at distant 
intervals, a remark or two which may be worth translating. Pro- 
fessor Sauerteig, an open soul, looking with clear eye and largo 
recognising heart over all accessible quarters of the world, has 
cast a sharp sunglance here and there into Dr. Francia too. 
These few philosophical Remarks of his, and then a few Anecdotes 
gleaned elsewhere, such as the barren ground yields, must comprise 
what more we have to say of Francia, 

‘Pity/ exclaims Sauerteig once, ‘ that a nation cannot reform itself, as 
the English are now trying to do, by what their newspapers call tre- 
mendous cheers ” I Alas, it cannot be done. Reform is not joyous but 
grievous ; no single man can reform himself without stern suffering and 
stern working ; how much less can a nation of men 1 The serpent sheds 
not Ms old skin without rusty disconsolateness ; he is not happy but 
miserable ! In the Water-cure itself, do you not sit steeped for months ; 
washed to the heart in elemental drenchings 3 and, like Job, are made to 
curse your day ? Reforming of a nation is a terrible business 1 Thus 
too, Medea, when she made men young again, was wont {du Hinimel I) 
to hew them in pieces with meat-axes ; cast them into caldrons, and boil 
them for a length of time. How much handier could they but have 
done it by “ tremendous cheers " alone ! ’ 

‘Like a drop of surgical antiseptic liquid, poured (by the benign 
Powers, as I fancy I) into boundless brutal corruptions j very sharp, very 
caustic, corrosive enough, this tawny tyrannous Dr. Francia, in the 
interior of the South-American continent, — he too is one of the elements 
of the grand Phenomenon there. A monstrous moulting-process taking 
place ; — monstrous gluttonous boa-oonstricior (he is of length from Pan- 
ama to Patagonia) shedding his old skin ; whole continent getting itself 
chopped to pieces, and boiled in the Medea caldron, to become young 
again, ^ — ^imahle^to manage it by “ tremendous cheers alone ! — 

‘ What they say about “ love of power ” amounts to little. Power 1 
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Love of merely to make fiunldes come and gd for yon is a 

‘4ove/^ I sliould think, which enters only into the minds of persons in 
a very infantine state i A grown man; like this Dr. Francia, who wants 
nothing, as I am assured, but three cigars daily, a cup of mate, and four 
ounces of butchers’ meat with brown bread : the whole world and its 
united flunkies, taking constant thought of the matter, can do nothing 
for him but that only. That he already has, and' has had always i why 
should he, not being a minor, love flunky “ power ” ? He loves to see 
you about him, with your flunky promptitudes, with your grimaces, 
adulations and sham-loyalty % You are so beautiful, a daily and hourly 
feast to the eye and souH Ye unfortunates, from his heart rises one 
prayer, That the last created flunky had vanished from this universe, 
never to appear more ! 

‘ And yet truly a man does tend, and must under frightful penalties 
perpetually tend, to he king of his world ; to stand in his world as what 
he is, a centre of light and order, not of darkness and confusion. A 
man loves power : yes, if he see disorder his eternal enemy rampant 
about him, he does love to see said enemy in the way of heiug conquered ; 
he can have no rest till that come to pass ! Your Mahomet cannot hear 
a rent cloak, but clouts it with his own hands ; how much more a rent 
country, a rent world He has to imprint the image of his own veracity 
upon the world, and shall, and must, and will do it, more or less: it is 
at his peril if he neglect any great or any small possibility he may have 
of this. Francia’s inner flame is but a meagre, blue-burning one : let 
him irradiate midnight Paraguay with it, such as it is,’ 

‘ Hay, on the whole, how cunning is Nature in getting her farms 
leased 1' Is it not a blessing this Paraguay can get the one veracious man 
it has, to take lease of it, in these sad circumstances'? His farm-profits, 
and whole wages, it would seem, amount only to what is called “ Nothing, 
and find yourself ” I Spartan food and lodging, solitude, three cigars, 
and a cup of maU daily, he already had/ 

Truly, it would seem, as Sauerteig remarks, Dictator Francia 
had not a very joyous existence of it, in this his life-lease of 
Paraguay ! Casting-out of the Seven Devils from a Gaucho popu- 
lation is not joyous at all; both exorcist and exorcised find it 
sorrowful ! Meanwhile, it does appear, there was some improve- 
ment made : no veritable labour, not even a Dr. Francia's, is in vain. 

Of Francia's improvements there might as much be said as of 
his cruelties or rigours ; for indeed, at bottom, the one was in 
propnrtion to the other. He improved agriculture : — not two ears 
of 'xn*n w^here one only grew, but two harvests of corn, as we have 
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seen! He introduced schools, *boardmg-scliools/ ^elementary 
schools/ and others, on ’which Rengger has a chapter ; everywhere 
he promoted education as he could; repressed superstition as he 
could. Strict justice between man and man was enforced in his 
Law-courts: he himself would accept no gift, not even a trifle, in 
any case whatever. Rengger, on packing-up for departure, had 
left in his hands, not from forgetfulness, a Print of Napoleon; 
worth some shillings in Europe, but invaluable in Paraguay, where 
Francia, who admired this Hero much, had hitherto seen no like- 
ness of him but a Nlirnbeig’ caricature. Francia sent an express 
after Rengger, to ask what the value of the Print was. No value ; 
M. Rengger could not sell Prints ; it was much at his Excellency's 
service. His Excellency straightway returned it. An exact, 
decisive man ! Peculation, idleness, ineffectuality, had to cease in 
all the Public Offices of Paraguay. So far as lay in Francia, no 
public and no private man in Paraguay -was allowed to slur his 
work ; all public and ail private men, so far as lay in Francia, were 
forced to do their work or die ! W define him as the born 

enemy of quacks; one who has from Nature a heart-hatred of 
^iOTeracity in man or in thing, wheresoever he sees it. Of persons 
who do not speak the truth, and do not act the truth, he has a 
kind of diabolic-divine impatience; they had better disappear out 
of his neighbourhood. Poor Francia: his light was but a very 
sulphurous, meagre, blue-burning one ; but he irradiated Paraguay 
with it (as our Professor says) the best he could. 

That he had to maintain himself alive all the while, and would 
suffer no man to glance contradiction at him, but instantaneously 
repressed all such : this too we need no ghost to tell us ; this lay 
in the very nature of the case. His lease of Paraguay was a life-’ 
lease. He had his ‘ three ball-cartridges ’ ready for whatever man 
he found aiming at his life. He had frightful prisons. He had 
Tevego far up among the wastes, a kind of Paraguay Siberia, to 
which unruly persons, not yet got the length of shooting, were 
relegated. The main exiles, Rengger says, were drunken mulattoes 
and the class called unfortunate-females. They lived miserably 
there ; became a sadder, and perhaps a wiser, body of mulattoes 
and unfortunate-females. 

But let us listen for a moment to the Reverend Manuel Perez 
as he preaches, ' in the Church of the Incarnation at Assumpcion, 
on the 20th of October 1840/ in a tone somewhat nasal, yet trust- 
worthy withal. His ' Funeral Discourse/ translated into a kind of 
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Englisli, presents itself still audible in the Argentine News of 
Buenos- Ayres, No. 813. We select some passages; studying to 
abate the nasal tone a little ; to reduce, if possible, the Argentine 
English under the law of grammar. It is the worst translation in 
the world, and does poor Manuel Perez one knows not what in- 
justice. This Funeral Discourse has ‘ much surprised' the Able 
Editor, it seems; — ^has led him perhaps to ask, or be readier for 
asking, Whether all that confused loud litanying about ‘reign of 
terror,' and so forth, was not possibly of a rather long-eared nature ? 

^ Amid the convulsions of revolution,’ says the Eeverend Manuel, ‘ the 
Lord, looking down with pity on Paraguay, raised up. Don Jose Gaspar 
Francia for its deliverance. And when, in the words of my Text, the 
children of Israel cHed unto the Lord, the Lord raised ujp a deliverer to 
the children of Israel, who delivered them? 

‘ What measures did not his Excellency devise, what labours undergo, 
to preserve peace in the Eepuhlic at home, and place it in an attitude to 
command respect from abroad! His first care was directed to obtain 
supplies of Arms, and to discipline Soldiers. To all that would import 
arms he held out the inducement of exemption from duty, and the per- 
mission to export in return whatever produce they preferred. An abundant 
supply of excellent arms was, by these means, obtained. I am lost in 
wonder to think how this great man could attend to such a multiplicity 
of things ! He applied himself to the study of the military art ; and, in 
a short time, taught the exercise, and directed military evolutions like 
the skilfulest veteran. Often have I seen his Excellency go up to a 
recruit, and show him by example how to take aim at the target. Could 
any Paragueno think it other than honourable to carry a musket, when 
his Dictator taught him how to manage it % The cavalry-exercise too, 
though it seems to require a man at once robust and experienced in 
horsemanship, his Excellency, as you know, did himself superintend ; at 
the head of his squadrons he charged and manoeuvred, as if bred to it ; 
and directed them with an energy and vigour which infused his own 
martial spirit into these troops.’ 

^ What evils do not the people suffer from Highwaymen ! ’ exclaims 
his Eeverence, a little farther on ; ^ violence, plunder, murder, are crimes 
familiar to these malefactors. The inaccessible mountains and wide deserts 
in this Eepuhlic seem to offer impunity to such men. Our Dictator 
succeeded in striking such a terror into them that tliey entirely disap- 
peared, seeking safety in a change of life. His Excellency saw that the 
manner of inflicting the punishment was more efficacious than even the 
punishment itself; and on this prine^s^s he acted. Whenever a robber 
could be seized, he was led to the neserest Guardhouse (LTiiardia); a 
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summary trial took place; and straigMway, so soon as lie Lad made 
confession, lie %yas shot. These means proved effectual. Ere long the 
Eepublic v^as in such security, that, we may say, a child might have 
travelled from the Uruguay to the Parana without other protection than 
the dread which the Supreme Dictator had inspired.^ — This is saying 
something, your Eeverence ! 

‘ But what is all this compared to the demon of Anarchy ? Oh/ ex- 
claims his simple Eeverence, ‘ Oh, my friends, would I had the talent to 
paint to you the miseries of a people that fall into anarchy 1 And was 
not our Eepuhlic on the very eve of this? Yes, hrethren / — ‘‘ It behoved 
his Excellency to be prompt; to smother the enemy in his cradle 1 He 
did so. He seized the leaders; brought to summary trial, they were 
convicted of high treason against the country. What a struggle now, 
for his Excellency, between tbe law of duty, and the voice of feeling ’ — 
if feeling to any extent there were 1 ‘ I,' exclaims his Eeverence, ‘ am 
confident that had the doom of imprisonment on those persons seemed 
sufficient for the Statens peace, his Excellency never would have ordered 
their execution.’ It was unavoidable ; nor was it avoided ; it was done I 
‘ Brethren, should not I hesitate, lest it he a imofanation of the sacred 
place I now occupy, if I seem to approve sanguinary measures in oppo?'* ' 
tion to the mildness of the Gospel 1 Brethren, no. God himself appr /ed 
the conduct of Solomon in putting Joab and Adonijah to death.* -^ife 
is sacred, thinks his Eeverence ; hut there is something more sacred still : 
woe to him who does not know that withal 1 

Alas, your Eeverence, Paraguay has not yet succeeded in abolish- 
ing capital punishment, then ? But indeed neither has Nature, 
anywhere that I hear of, yet succeeded in abolishing it. Act with 
the due degree of perversity, you are sure enough of being violently 
put to death, in hospital or highway, — by dyspepsia, delirium 
tremens, or stuck through by the kindled rage of your fellow-men ! 
“What can the friend of humanity do ? — Twaddle in Exeter-hall or 
elsewhere, * till he become a bore to us,* and perhaps worse I An 
Advocate in Arras once gave-up a good judicial appointment, and 
retired into frugality and privacy, rather than doom one culprit to 
die by law. The name of this Advocate, let us mark it well, was 
Maximilien Eobespierre. There are sweet kinds of twaddle that 
have a deadly virulence of poison concealed in them; like the 
sweetness of sugar-of-lead* Were it not better to make Just laws, 
think you, and then execute them strictly, — as the gods still do I 

* His Excellency next directed his attention to purging the State from 
another class of enemies,’ says Perez in the Incarnation Church; ‘the 
peculating Tax-gatherers, namely. Vigilantly detecting their frauds, he 
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Biarle them refund for what was past, and took precautions against the 
like in future ; all their accounts were to he handed in, for his examin- 
ation, once every year.’ 

* The habit of his Excellency when he delivered-out articles for the 
supply of the public y that prolix and minute counting of things appar- 
ently unworthy of his attention,— had its origin in the same motive. I 
believe that he did so less from a want of confidence in the individuals 
lately appointed for this purpose, than from a desire to show them with 
what delicacy they should proceed. Hence likewise his ways, in scru- 
pulously examining every piece of artisans’ workmanship.’ 

‘ Eepublic of Paraguay, how art thou indebted to the toils, the vigils 
and cares of our Perpetual Dictator ! It seemed as if this extraordinary 
man were endowed with ubiquity, to attend to all thy wants and exi- 
gences. Whilst in his closet, he was traversing thy frontiers to place 
thee in an attitude of security. What devastation did not those inroads 
of Indians from the Chaco occasion to the inhabitants of Eio-Abajo ! 
Even and anon there reached Assumpcion tidings of the terror and afilic- 
tion caused by their incursions. Which of us hoped that evils so wide- 
spread, ravages so appalling, could be counteracted ? Our Dictator never- 
theless did devise effectual ways of securing that part of the Eepublic. 

‘ Four respectable Fortresses with competent garrisons have been the 
impregnable harrier which has restrained the irruptions of those ferocious 
Savages. Inhabitants of Eio-Abajo 1 rest tranquil in your homes ,• you 
are a portion of the People whom the Lord confided to the care of our 
Dictator; you are safe,' 

‘ The precautions and wise measures he adopted to repel force, and 
drive-hack the Savages to the north of the Eepublic ; the Fortresses of 
Climpo, of San Carlos de Apa, placed on the best footing for defence ; 
the orders and instructions furnished to the Yilla de la Concepcion, — 
secured that quarter of the Eepublic against attack from any. 

'The great Wall, ditch and fortress, on the opposite bank of the 
Eiver Parana ; the force and judicious arrangement of the troops dis- 
tributed over the interior in the south of our Eepublic, have commanded 
the respect of its enemies in that quarter.’ 

' The beauty, the symmetry and good taste displayed in the building 
of cities convey an advantageous idea of their inhabitants,’ continues 
Perez: 'Thus thought Garactacus, King of the Angles,’ — thus think 
most persons I ' His Excellency, glancing at the condition of the Capital 
of the Eepublic, saw a city in disorder and without police ; streets with- 
out regularity, houses built according to the caprice of their owners.’ 

But enough, O Perez ; for it becomes too nasal ! Perez, with a 
confident face, asks in fine, Whether all these things do not clearly 
prove to men and Gauchos of sense, that Dictator Francia was 
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' tlie deliverer wliom the Lord raised up to deliver Paraguay from 
its enemies ' ? — Truly, 0 Perez, the benefits of him seem to have 
been considerable. Undoubtedly a man ‘ sent by Heaven,’ — as all 
of us are ! Nay, it may be, the benefit of him is not even yet 
exhausted, even yet entirely become visible. Who knows but, in 
unborn centuries, Paragueno men will look back to their lean iron 
Francia, as men do in such cases to the one veracious person, and 
institute considerations 1 Oliver Cromwell, dead two-hundred years, 
does yet speak ; nay, perhaps now first begins to speak. The 
meaning and meanings of the one true man, never so lean and 
limited, starting-up direct from Nature’s heart, in this bewildered 
Gaucho world, gone far away from Nature, are endless ! 

The Messrs. Eobertson are very merry on this attempt of 
Francia’s to rebuild on a better plan the City of Assiimpcion. 
The City of Assiimpcion, full of troj)ical vegetation and ^ permanent 
hedges, the deposits of nuisance and vermin,’ has no pavement, 
no straightness of streets ; the sandy thoroughfare in some quarters 
is torn by the rain into gullies, impassable with convenience to 
any animal but a kangaroo. Francia, after meditation, decides on 
having it remodelled, paved, straightened, — irradiated "with the 
image of the one regular man. Eobertson laugbs to see a Dictator, 
sovereign ruler, straddling about, 'taking observations with his 
theodolite,’ and so forth : 0 Eobertson, if there was no other man 
that could observe with a theodolite ? Nay, it seems farther, the 
improvement of Assumpcion was attended, once more, with the 
dreadfulest tyrannies: peaceable citizens dreaming no harm, no 
active harm to any soul, but mere peaceable passive dirt and 
irregularity to all souls, were ordered to pull down their houses 
■which happened to stand in the middle of streets ; forced (under 
rustle of the gallows) to draw their purses, and rebuild them else- 
where! It is horrible. Nay, they said, Francia’s true aim in 
these improvements, in this cutting-down of the luxuriant ' cross 
hedges ’ and architectural monstrosities, was merely to save himself 
from being shot, from under cover, as he rode through the place. 
It may be so : but Assumpcion is now an improved paved City, 
much squarer in the corners (and with the planned capacity, it 
seems, of growing ever squarer ; passable with convenience not 
to kangaroos only, but to wooden bullock-carts and all vehicles 
and animals. 

Indeed our Messrs. Eobertson find something comic as wxdl as 
Perez. i4 tIt 
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tragic in Dictator Francia ; and enliven their running shriek, all 
through this Reign o/iVnw, with a pleasant vein of conventional 
satire. One evening, for example, a Robertson being about to 
leave Paraguay for England, and having waited upon Francia to 
make the parting compliments, Francia, to the Robertson's extreme 
astonishment, orders-in a large bale of goods, ordeis them to be 
opened on the table there: Tobacco, poncho-cloth, and other 
produce of the country, all of first-rate quality, and with the 
prices ticketed. These goods this astonished Robertson is to carry 
to the ^ Ear of the House of Commons," and there to say, in such 
fashion and phraseology as a native may know to be suitable: 
‘‘Mr. Speaker, — Dr. Francia is Dictator of Paraguay, a country 
of tropical fertility and 100,000 square miles in extent, producing 
these commodities, at these prices. With nearly all foreign nations 
he declines altogether to trade; but with the English, such is his 
notion of them, he is willing and desirous to trade. These are 
his commodities, in endless quantity; of this quality, at these 
prices. He wants arms, for his part. What say you, Mr. Speaker ? " 
— Sure enough, our Robertson, arriving at the ^Bar of the House 
of Commons’ with such a message, would have cut an original 
figure ! Not to the ‘ House of Commons ’ was this message properly 
addressed; but to the English Nation ; which Francia, idiot-like, 
supposed to be somehow represented, and made accessible and 
addressable in the House of Commons. It was a strange imbecility 
in any Dictator! — The Robertson, we find accordingly, did not 
take this bale of goods to the Bar of the House of Commons ; nay, 
what was far worse, he did not, owing to accidents, go to England 
at all, or bring any arms back to Francia at all: hence, indeed, 
Francia’s unreasonable detestation of him, hardly to be restrained 
within the bounds of common politeness! A man who said he 
would do, and then did not do, was at no time a kind of man 
admirable to Francia. Large sections of this Reign of Terror are 
a sort of unmusical sonata, or free duet with variations, to this 
text : “ How unadmirable a hide-merchant that does not keep his 
— « How censurable, not to say ridiculous and imbecile, the 
want of common politeness in a Dictator ! ” 

Francia was a man that liked performance : and sham-perform- 
ance, in Paraguay as elsewhere, was a thing too universal. What 
a time of it had this strict man with unmdl performers, imaginary 
Avorkmen, public and private, cleric and laic! Ye Gauchos, — it 
is no child’s-play, casting-out those Seven Devils from you ! 
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Monastic or other entirely slumherous chxircli-estahlishments 
could expect no great favour from Francia. Such of them as 
seemed incurable, entirely slumherous, he somewhat roughly shook 
awake, somewhat sternly ordered to begone. D clout, canaille 
famianU, as his prophet Raynal says; aicx cliam^JS, aux 

ateliers ! Can I have you sit here, droning old metre through 
your nose ; your heart asleep in mere gluttony, the while ; and all 
Paraguay a wilderness or nearly so, — the Heaven's blessed sun- 
shine growing mere tangles, lianas, yellow-fevers, rattlesnakes, and 
jaguars on it ? Up, swift, to work or mark this governmental 
horsewhip, what the crack of it is, what the cut of it is like to be ! — 
Incurable, for one class, seemed archbishops, bishops, and suchlike; 
given merely to a sham-warfare against extinct devils. At the 
crack of Francia's terrible whip they went, dreading what the cut 
of it might be. A cheap worship in Paraguay, according to the 
humour of the people, Francia left; on condition that it did no 
mischief. Wooden saints and the like ware he also left sitting 
in their niches : no new ones, even on solicitation, wmuld he give 
a doit to buy. Being petitioned to provide a new patron-saint for 
one of his new Fortifications once, he made this answer: 
People of Paraguay, how long will you continue idiots? While I 
was a Catholic, I thought as you do : but I now see there are 
no saints but good cannons that will guard our frontiers ! " This 
also is noteworthy. He inquired of the two Swiss Surgeons, what 
their religion was ; and then added, Be of what religion you like, 
here: Christians, Jews, Mussulmans, — but don't be Atheists." 

Equal trouble had Francia with his laic workers, and indeed 
with all manner of workers; for it is in Paraguay as elsewhere, 
like priests like people. Francia had extensive barrack-buildings, 
nay city-buildings (as we have seen), arm-furnishings ; immensities 
of work going on ; and his workmen had in general a tendency to 
be imaginary. He could get no work out of them ; only a more 
or less deceptive similitude of work I Masons so-called, builders 
of houses, did not build, but merely seem to build; their walls 
would not bear weather, stand on their bases in high winds. 
Hodge-razors, in all conceivable kinds, were openly marketed, 

" which were never meant to shave, but only to be sold ' I For a 
length of time Francia’s righteous soul struggled sore, yet unex- 
plosively, with the propensities of these unfortunate men. By 
rebuke, by remonstrance, encouragement, offers of reward, and 
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every vigilance and effort, lie strove to convince them that it was 
unfortunate for a Son of Adam to be an imaginary workman; that 
every Son of Adam had better make razors which meant to 
shave. In vain, all in vain 1 At length Francia lost patience 
with them. “Thou wretched Fraction, wilt thou be the ninth 
part even of a tailor? Does it beseem thee to weave cloth of 
devirs-dust instead of true wool; and cut and sew it as if thou 
wert not a tailor, but the fraction of a very tailor I I cannot 
endure every thing ! ” Francia, in despair, erected his ^ Workman's 
Gallows/ Yes, that institution of the country did actually exist 
in Paraguay; men and workmen saw it with eyes. A most 
remarkable, and, on the whole, not unbeneficial institution of 
society there. Eobertson gives us the following scene with the 
Belt-maker of Assumpcion ; which, be it literal, or in part poetic, 
does, no doubt of it, hold the mirror up to Nature in an altogether 
true, and surely in a very surprising manner : 

* ^ In came, one afternoon, a poor Shoemaker, with a couple of grenadiers' 
belts, neither according to the fancy of ’ the Dictator. “ Sentinel," — said 
he, — and in came the sentinel ; when the following conversation ensued : 

^Dictator, ^^Take this hi'ihonazo^^ (a very favourite word of the 
Dictator's, and which, being interpreted, means “most impertinent 
scoundrel”) — “take this hribonazo to the gibbet over the way; walk him 
under it half-a-dozen times : — and now,” said he, turning to the trembling 
shoemaker, “ bring me such another pair of belts, and instead of walldng 
under the gallows, we shall try how you can sioing upon it.” 

‘ Shoemaher, “ Please your Excellency, I have done my best.” 

^Dictator, ‘ “Weil, Iribon, if this he your best, I shall do my best to^ 
see that you never again mar a bit of the State’s leather. The belts are 
of no use to me ; but they will do very well to hang you upon the little 
framework which the grenadier will show you.” 

^ Shoemaker, “ God bless your Excellency, the Lord forbid ! I am 
your vassal, your slave : day and night have I served, and will serve niy 
lord ; only give me two days more to prepare the belts ; y por el alma de 
un triste zapatero (by the soul of a poor shoemaker), I will make them to 
your Excellency’s liking.” 

^ Dictator, “ Off with him, sentinel 1 ” 

‘ Sentinel. Venga, hribon^ Come along, you rascal.” 

* Shoemaker, “ Senor Excelentisinio, — this very night I will make the 
belts according to your Excellency’s pattern.” 

‘ Dictator, “ Well, you shall have till the morning ; but still you must 
pass under the gibbet : it is a salutary process, and. may at once quicken 
the work and iinprovo* the workmanship.” 
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^ Sentinet Vamonos, Ifihcm; the Supxeme commands it” 

^ Off was the Shoemaker marched : he was, according to orders, passed 
and repassed under the gibbet j and then allowed to retire to his stall/ 

He worked there with such an alacrity and sibylline enthusiasm, 
all night, that his belts on the morrow were without parallel in 
South America ; — and he is now, if still in this life, Beltmaker- 
general to Paraguay, a prosperous man; grateful to Francia and 
the gallows, we may hope, for casting certain of the Seven Devils 
out of him I 

Such an institution of society would evidently not be inpro- 
ducible, under that simple form, in our old-constituted European 
countries. Yet it may be asked of constitutional persons in these 
times, By what succedaneum they mean to supply the want of it, 
tlien? In a community of imaginary workmen, how can you 
pretend to have any government, or social thing whatever, that 
wmre real ? Certain Tenpoimd Franchisers, with their tremendous 
cheers/ are invited to reflect on this. With a community of quack, 
workmen, it is by the law of Nature impossible that other than 
a quack government can be got to exist. Constitutional or other, 
with ballot-boxes or with none, your society in all its phases, ad- 
ministration, legislation, teaching, preaching, praying, and writing 
periodicals per sheet, will be a quack society ; terrible to live in, 
disastrous to look upon. Such an institution of society, adapted 
to our European ways, seems pressingly desirable. 0 Gauchos, 
South -Amei'ican and European, what a business is it, casting out 
your Seven Devils I — 

But perhaps the reader would like to take a view of Dr. Francia 
in the concrete, there as he looks and lives; managing that 
thousand-sided business for his Paraguenos, in the time of Surgeon 
Eengger ? It is our last extract, or last view of the Dictator, who 
must hang no longer on our horizon here : 

^I have already said, that Doctor Francia, so soon as he found himself 
at the head of affairs, took-up his residence in the habitation of the 
former Governors of Paraguay. This Edifice, which is one of the largest 
in Assumpcion, w’-as erected by the Jesuits, a short time before their ex- 
pulsion, as a house of retreat for laymen, who devoted themselves to 
certain spiritual exercises instituted by Saint Ignatius. This Structure 
the Dictator repaired and embellished; he has detached it from the 
other houses in the City, by interposing wide streets. Here lie lives, 
with four slaves, a little negro, one male and two female mulattoes, whom 
he treats with great mildness. The two males perform the functions of 
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valet-cle-ehanibre and groom. One of the two mulatto women is bis 
cook, and the other takes care of his wardrobe. 

‘He leads a very regular life. The first rays of the sun very rarely 
find him in bed. So soon as he rises, the negro brings a chafing-dish, 
a kettle and a pitcher of water ; the water is made to boil there. The 
Dictator then prepares, with the greatest possible care, his 7nate, or 
Paraguay tea. Having taken this, he walks under the Interior Colon- 
nade that looks upon the court; and smokes a cigar, which he first 
takes care to unroll, in order to ascertain there is nothing dangerous in 
it, though it is his own sister who makes-up his cigars for him. At six 
o’clock comes the harber, an ill- washed, ill-clad mulatto, given to drink 
too; but the only meinher of the faculty whom he trusts in. If the 
Dictator is in good humour, he chats with the barber; and often in this 
manner makes use of him to prepare the public for his projects: this 
barber may be said to be his official gazette. He then steps out, in Iris 
dressing-gown of printed calico, to the Outer Colonnade, an open space 
with pillars, which ranges all round the building : here he walks about, 
receiving at the same time such persons as are admitted to an audience. 
Towards seven, he withdraws to his room, where he remains till nine ; 
the officers and other functionaries then come to make their reports, and 
receive his orders. At eleven o’clock, the flel de fecUo (principal secre- 
tary) brings the papers which are to be inspected by him, and writes 
from his dictation till noon. At noon all the officers retire, and Doctor 
Prancia sits down to table. His dinner, which is extremely frugal, he 
always himself orders. When the cook returns from market, she deposits 
her provisions at the door of her master’s room ; the Doctor then comes 
out, and selects what he wishes for himself. 

‘ After dinner he takes his desta. On awakening he drinks his maU, 
and smokes a cigar, with the same precautions as in the morning. Prom 
tliis, till four or five, he occupies himself with business, when the escort 
to attend him on his promenade arrives. The harber then enters and 
dresses his hair, while his horse is getting ready. During his ride, the 
Doctor inspects the public works, and the barracks, particularly those of 
the cavalry, where he has had a set of apartments prepared for his own 
use. While riding, though surrounded by his escort, he is armed with 
a sabre and a pair of double-barrelled pocket-pistols. He returns home 
about nightfall, and sits down to study till nine ; then he goes to supper, 
which consists of a roast pigeon and a glass of wine. If the weather he 
fine, he again walks in the Outer Colonnade, where he often remains till 
a very late hour. At ten o’clock he gives the watchword. On returning 
into the house, he fastens all the doors himself.’ 

Prancia's brother was already mad, Francia banished this sister 
by and by, because she bad employed one of his grenadiers, one of 
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the public government’s soldiers, on some eiTand of her own?^ 
Thou lonely Francia I 

Francia’s escort of cavalry used to ^strike men with the flat of 
their swords/ much more assault them with angry epithets, if they 
neglected to salute the Dictator as he rode out. Both he and they, 
moreover, kept a sharp eye for assassins; but never found any, 
thanks perhaps to their watchfulness. Had Francia been in Paris ! 
—At one time also, there arose annoyance in the Dictatorial mind 
from idle crowds gazing about his Government House, and his 
proceedings there. Orders were given that all people were to 
move on, about their affairs, straight across this government 
esplanade ; instructions to the sentry, that if any person paused 
to gaze, he was to be peremptorily bidden, Move on 1 — and if he 
still did not move, to be shot with ball-cartridge. All Paraguay 
men moved on, looking to the ground, swift as possible, straight 
as possible, through those precarious spaces; and the affluence 
of crowds thinned itself almost to the verge of solitude. One day, 
after many weeks or months, a human figure did loiter, did gaze 
in the forbidden ground : Move on!” cried the sentry sharply; 
— no effect: ‘‘Move on!” and again none. “Move onl” for the 
third time ; — alas, the unfortunate human figure was an Indian, 
did not understand human speech, stood merely gaping interro- 
gatively: — whereupon a shot belches-forth at him, the whewing 
of winged lead ; %vhich luckily only whewed, and did not hit ! The 
astonishment of the Indian must have been considerable, his 
retreat-pace one of the rapidest. As for Francia, he summoned the 
sentry with hardly suppressed rage, “ What news, Amigo ? ” The 
sentry quoted “Your Excellency’s order;” Francia cannot recollect 
such an order ; commands now, that, at all events, such order cease. 

It remains still that we say a word, not in excuse, which might 
he difficult, but in explanation, which is possible enough, of 
Francia’s unforgivable insult to human Science in the person of 
M, Aime Bonpland. M. Aime Bonpland, friend of Humboldt, after 
much botanical wandering, did, as all men know, settle himself 
in Entre Bios, an Indian or Jesuit country close on Francia, now 
burnt to ashes by Artigas ; and there set-up a considerable estab- 
lishment for the improved culture of Paraguay tea. With an eye 
to botany ? Botany ? Why, yes, — and perhaps to commerce still 
more. “ Botany I ” exclaims Francia : “ It is shopkeeping agricul- 
ture, and tends to prove fatal to my shop I Who is this extraneous 

Eengger. 
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French individual? Artigas could not give him right to Entre 
Ilios : Entre Rios is at least as much mine as Artiofas’s 1 Brinor 
him to me!'' Next night, or next, Paraguay soldiers surround 
M. Bonpland’s tea-establishment; gallop M. Bonpland over the 
frontiers, to his appointed village in the interior;, root-out his tea- 
plants; scatter his four-hundred Indians, and — we know the rest! 
Hard-hearted Monopoly refusing to Ifsten to the charmings of 
Public Opinion or Royal-Society presidents, charm they never so 
wisely! M. Bonpland, at full liberty some time since, resides still 
in South America; — and is expected by the Robertsons, not alto- 
gether by this Editor, to publish his Narrative, with a due running 
shriek. 

Francia's treatment of Artigas, his old enemy, the bandit and 
firebrand, reduced now to beg shelter of him, was good ; humane, 
even dignified.,- Francia refused to see or treat with such a person, 
as he had ever done ; but readily granted him a place of residence 
in the interior, and ‘thirty piasters a month till he died.' The 
bandit cultivated fields, did charitable deeds, and passed a life 
of penitence, for his few remaining years. His bandit followers, 
such of them as took to plundering again, says M. Rengger, ‘ were 
instantly seized and shot/ 

On the other hand, that anecdote of Francia's dying Father — 
requires to be confirmed ! It seems, the old man, who, as we saw, 
had long since quai'relled with his son, was dying, and wished to 
be reconciled. Francia “was busy what use was it ? — could not 
come." A second still more pressing message arrives: “The old 
father dare not die unless he see his son ; fears he shall never enter 

Heaven, if they be not reconciled."—* Then let him enter ! " 

said Francia; “I will not come!"^^ If this anecdote be true, it 
is certainly of all that are in circulation about Dr. Francia by far 
the worst. If Francia, in that death-hour, could not forgive his 
poor old Father, whatsoever he had, or could in the murkiest 
sultriest imagination be conceived to have, done against him, then 
let no man forgive Dr. Francia ! But the accuracy of public 
rumour, in regard to a Dictator who has executed forty persons, 
is also a thing that can be guessed at. To whom was it, by name 
and surname, that Francia delivered this extraordinary response ? 
Did the man make, or can he now be got to make, affidavit of it, 
to credible articulate-speaking persons resident on this earth ? if 
so, let him do it, — for the sake of the Psychological Sciences. 

Eobertson. 
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One last fact more. Oiir lonesome Dictator, living among 
Gauclios, had the greatest pleasure, it would seem, in rational 
conversation, — with Robertson, with Eengger, with any kind of ^ 
intelligent human creature, when such could be fallen-in with, 
which was rarely* He would question you with eagerness about 
the ways of men in foreign places, the properties of things un- 
known to him ; all human interest and insight was interesting to 
him. Only persons of no understanding being near him for most 
part, he had to content himself with silence, a meditative cigar and 
cup of mate, 0 Franeia, though thou hadst to execute forty persons, 

I am not without some pity for thee I 

In this manner, all being yet dark and void for European eyes, 
have we to imagine that the man Rodriguez Franeia passed, in a 
remote, but highly remarkable, not unquestionable or unquestioned 
manner, acK)SS the confused theatre of this world. For some 
thirty years he was all the government his native Paraguay could 
be said to have. For some six-and-twenty years he was express 
Sovereign of it; for some three, or some two years, a Sovereign 
with bared sword, stern as Rhadamanthus : through all his years 
and through all his days, since the beginning of him, a Man or 
Sovereign of iron energy and industry, of great and severe labour. 
So lived Dictator Franeia, and had no rest ; and only in Eternity 
any prospect of rest. A Life of terrible labour ; — but for the last 
twenty years, the Fulgencio Plot being once torn in pieces, and all 
now quiet under him, it was a more equable labour : severe but 
equable, as that of a hardy draught-steed fitted in his harness ; no 
longer plunging and champing; but pulling steadily, — till he do 
all his rough miles, and get to his still ho77i6. 

So dark were the Messrs. Robertson concerning Franeia, they 
had not been able to learn in the least whether, when their Book 
came out, he was living or dead. He was living then, he is dead 
now. He is dead, this remarkable Franeia; there is no doubt 
about it : have not we and our readers heard pieces of his Funeral 
Sermon I He died on the 20th of September 1840, as the Rev. 
Perez informs us; the people crowding round his Government 
House with much emotion, nay ^ with tears/ as Perez will have it. 
Three Excellencies succeeded him; as some ‘Directorate/ 'Junta 
GnhernaUm' or whatever the name of it is, before whom this 
reverend Perez preaches. God preserve them many years 1 
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AN ELECTION TO THE LONG PARLIAMENT.^ 

[18i4.] 

Anthony Wood, a man to be depended on for accuracy, states 
as a fact that John Pym, Clerk of the Exchequer, and others, did, 
during the autumn of 1640, ride to and fro over England, inciting 
the people to choose members of their faction. Pym and others. 
Pym ‘rode about the country to promote elections of the Piiri- 
‘ tanical brethren to serve in Parliament ; wasted his body much 
‘in carrying-on the cause, and was himself,' as we well know, 
‘elected a Burgess.' As for Hampden, he had long been accus- 
tomed to ride : ‘ being a person of antimonarchical principles/ says 
Anthony, ‘he did not only ride, for several years before the Grand 
‘Rebellion broke out, into Scotland, to keep consults with the 
‘Covenanting brethren there; but kept his circuits to several 
‘ Puritanical houses in England ; particularly to that of Knightley 
‘in Northamptonshire,' to Fawsley Park, then and now the house 
of the Knightleys, ‘and also to that of William Lord Say at 
Broughton near Banbury in Oxfordshire : '2 — Mr. Hampden might 
well be on horseback in election-time. These Pyms, these 
Hampdens, Knightleys were busy riding over England in those 
months : it is a little fact which Anthony Wood has seen fit to 
preserve for us. 

A little fact, which, if we meditate it, and picture in any 
measure the general humour and condition of the England that 
then was, will spread itself into great expanse in our imagination 1 
What did they say, do, think, these patriotic missionaries, ‘as they 
rode about the country^? What did they propose, advise, in the 
successive Townhalls, Country-houses, and ‘ Places of Consult ' ? 
John Pym, Clerk of the Exchequer, Mr. Hampden of Great 

^ Feaser’s Magazine, No. 178. , 

2 Wood's Athence (Bliss's edition), iil'73, 59 ; Nugent’s Hampdeny i. 327. 
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Hampden, riding to and fro, lodging \vitli tlie Puritan Squires of 
this English Nation, must have had notable colloquies 1 What 
did the Townspeople say in reply to them? We have a great 
curiosity to know about it: how this momentous General Election, 
of autumn 1640, went on; what the physiognomy or figure of it 
was ; how ^ the remarkablest Parliament that ever sat, the father 
' of all Free British Parliaments, American Congresses and French 
* Conventions, that have sat since in this world,’ was got together I 

To all which curiosities and inquiries, mean^vhile, there is as 
good as no answer whatever. Wood’s fact, such as it is, has to 
twinkle for us like one star in a heaven other-wise all dark, and 
shed what light it can. There is nothing known of this great 
business, what it was, what it seemed to be, how in the least it 
transacted itself, in any town, or county, or locality. James 
Heath, ^Carrion Heath’ as Smelfungus calls him, does, in his 
Flagelktm (or Flagitium ^ as it properly is), write some stuff about 
Oliver Cromwell and Cambridge Election; concerning which 
latter and Cleaveland the Poet there is also another blockheadism 
on record : — but these, and the like, mere blockheadisms, pitch- 
dark stupidities and palpable falsities, — ^^vhat can we do with 
these? Forget them, as soon as possible, to all eternity; — that 
is the evident rule : Admit that we do honestly know nothing, 
instead of misknowing several things, and in some sense all things, 
which is a great misfortune in comparison 1 

Contemporary men had no notion, as indeed they seldom have 
in such cases, what an enormous work they were going-on with ; 
and nobody took note of this election more than of any former one. 
Besides, if they had known, they had other business than to write 
accounts of it for us. But how could anybody know that this was 
to he the Long Parliament, and to cut his Majesty’s head off, 
among other feats ? A very ‘ spirited election,’ I dare believe : — 
but there had been another election that same year, equally 
spirited, which had issued in a Short Parliament, and mere " second 
Episcopal War/ There had been three prior elections, sufficiently 
spirited; and had issued, each of them, in what we may call a 
futile shriek ; their Parliaments swiftly vanishing again. 

Sure enough, from whatever cause it be, the world, as we said, 
knows not anywhere of the smallest authentic notice concerning 

3 Or, Life of Oliver Cromwell (Loudon, 1663) : probably, all things con- 
sidered, the brutalest Platitude this English Nation has to show for itself in 
writing. 
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this matter, -whicli is now so curious to us, and is partly becoming 
ever more curious. In the old Memoirs, not entirely so dull when 
once we understand them ; in the multitudinous rubbish-mountains 
of old Civil- War Pampldets (some thirty or fifty thousand of them 
in the British Museum alone, unread, unsorted, unappointed, un- 
annealed !), which will continue dull till, by real labour and insight, 
of which there is at present little hope, the ten-thousandth part 
of them be extracted; and the nine-thousand nine-hundred and 
ninety-nine parts of them be eaten by moths, or employed in 
domestic cookery when fuel grows scarce ; — in these chaotic masses 
of old dull printing there is not to be met with, in long years of 
manipulation, one solitary trait of any election, in any point of 
English land, to this same Long Parliament, the remarkablest 
that ever sat in the world. England was clearly all alive then, — 
with a moderate crop of corn just reaped from it ; and other things 
not just ready for reaping yet. In Newcastle, in ' the Bishoprick ' 
and that region, a Scotch Army, bristling with pike and musket, 
sonorous with drum and psalm-book, all snugly garrisoned and 
billeted 'with 850 ^. a-day;' over in Yorkshire an English Army, 
not quite so snugly; and a 'Treaty of Eipon' going on; and 
immense things in the wind, and Pym and Hampden riding to 
and fro to hold 'consults:’ it must have been an election worth 
looking at I But none of us will see it ; the Opacities have been 
pleased to suppress this election, considering it of no interest. It 
is erased from English and from human Memory, of was never 
recorded there, — (owing to the stupor and dark nature of that 
faculty, we may well say). It is a lost election; swallowed in the 
dark deeps: premit atm Nox, Black Night; and this one fact of 
Anthony Wood’s more or less faintly twinkling there ! 

In such entire darkness, it was a welcome discovery which the 
present Editor made, of certain ofScial or semi-official Documents, 
legal testimonies and signed affidavits, relative to the Election 
for Suffolk, such as it actually showed itself to men’s observation 
in the Town of Ipswich on that occasion : Documents drawn-up 
under the exact eye of Sir Simonds D’Ewes, High-Sheriff of 
Suffolk ; all carefully preserved these two centuries, and still lying 
safe for the inspection of the curious among the Earley Mamiscripts 
in the British Museum. Sir Simonds, as will be gradually seen, 
had his reasons for getting these Documents drawn-up; and 
luckily, when the main use of them was over, his thrifty historical 
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turn of mind induced him to preserve them for us. A man of 
sublime Antiquarian researches, Law-learning, human and divine 
accomplishments, and generally somewhat Grandisonian in his 
ways ; a man of scrupulous Puritan integrity, of highflown con- 
scientiousness, exactitude and distinguished perfection; ambitious 
to be the pink of Christian country-gentlemen and magistrates of 
counties ; really a most spotless man and High-Sherifif : liow shall 
he suffer, in Parliament or out of it, to the latest posterity, any 
shadow from election-brabbles or the like indecorous confusion 
to rest on his clear-polished character ? Hence these Documents ; 
— for there had an unseemly brabble, and altercation from un- 
reasonable persons, fallen-out at this Election, which ‘ might have 
ended in blood,' from the nose or much deeper, had Sir Siinonds 
been a less perfect High-Sheriff! Hence these Documents, we 
say ; and they are preserved to us. 

The Documents, it must be at once owned, are somewhat of 
the wateriest: but the reader may assure himself they are of a 
condensed, emphatic, and very potent nature, in comparison with 
the generality of Civil-War documents and records! Of which 
latter indeed, and what quality they are of, the human mind, 
till once it has earnestly tried them, can form no manner of idea. 
We had long heard of Dulness, and thought we knew it a little; 
but here first is the right dead Dulness, Dulness its very selfl 
Ditch-water, fetid bilge-water, ponds of it and oceans of it; wide- 
spread genuine Dulness, without parallel in this world : such is 
the element in which that history of our Heroic Seventeenth 
Century as yet rots and swims! The hapless inquirer swashes 
to and fro, in the sorrow of his heart : if in an acre of stagnant 
water he can pick-up half a peascod, let him thank his stars! 

This Editor, in such circumstances, read the D'Ewes Documents, 
and re-read them, not without some feeling of satisfaction. Such 
as they are, they bring one face to face with an actual election, at 
Ipswich, ‘in Mr. Hambies' field, on Monday the 19th of October 
‘1640, an extreme windy day/ There is the concrete figure of 
that extreme windy Monday, Monday gone Two-hundred and odd 
years : the express image of Old Ipswich, and Old England, and 
that Day; exact to Nature herself, — though in a most dark glass, 
the more is the pity ! But it is a glass; it is the authentic mind, 
namely, or $eemg-f amity, of Sir Simbnds D'Ewes and his Affidavit- 
makers, who did look on the thing with eyes and minds, and got 
a real picture of it for themselves. Alas, w^e too could see it, the 
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very thing as it then and there was, through these men^s poor 
limited authentic pictui-e of it here preserved for us, had we 
eyesight moiigh ; — a consideration almost of a desperate nature ! 
Eyesight enough, O reader : a man in that case were a god, and 
could do various things ! — 

We will not overload these poor Documents with commentary. 
Let the public, as we have done, look with its own eyes. To the 
commonest eyesight a markworthy old fact or two may visibly 
disclose itself; and in shadowy outline and sequence, to the 
interior regions of the seeing-faculty, if the eyesight be beyond 
common, a whole world of old facts, — an old contemporary England 
at large, as it stood and lived, on that ' extreme windy day,' — may 
more or less dimly suggest themselves. The reader is to transport 
himself to Ipswich; and, remembering always that it is two 
centuries and four years ago, look about him there as he can. 
Some opportunity for getting these poor, old Documents copied 
into modern hand has chanced to arise ; and here, with an entire 
welcome to all faithful persons who are sufBciently patient of 
dulness for the sake of direct historical knowledge, they are given 
forth in print. 

It is to be premised that the Candidates in this Election are 
Three : Sir Nathaniel Barnardiston and Sir Philip Parker on the. 
Puritan side; and Mr. Henry North, son of Sir Roger North, 
on the Court or Royalist side. Sir Roger is himself already 
elected, or about to be elected, for the borough of Eye ; — and now 
Mr. Henry, heir-apparent, is ambitious to be Knight of the Shire. 
He, if he can, will oust one of the two Puritans, he cares little 
which, and it shall be tried on Monday. 

To most readers these Candidates are dark and inane, mere 
Outlines of Candidates: but Suffolk readers, in a certain dim 
way, recognise something of them. ‘The Parkers still continue 
‘ in due brilliancy, in that shire : a fine old place, at Long Melford, 

* near Bury : — ^but this Parker,' says our Suffolk monitor,^ ‘ is of 
'another family, the family of Lord Morley-and-Monteagle, other- 
‘ wise not unknown in English History.^ The Barnardistons too,' 

^ D. E. Davy, Esq., of Ufford, in that County, whose learning in Suffolk 
History is understood to be supreme, and whose obliging disposition we have 
ourselves experienced. 

^ * It was to William Parker, Lord Monteagle, ancestor of this Sir Philip, 

* that the Letter was addressed which saved the King and Parliament from 
‘ the Gunpowder Plot. Sir Philip had been High-Sheriff in 1637 ; he died 
‘in 1675.’ — B-ryasdusi Mss. 
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it would a|)pear, ‘liad a noble mansion in tlie east side of tlie 
‘county, tliougb it has quite vanished now, and corn is growing 
‘on the site of it,’ and the family is somewhat eclipsed. The 
Norths are from Mildenhall, from Finborough, Laxfield; the whole 
world knows the North kindred, Lord Keeper Norths, Lord 
Guildford Norths, of which these Norths of ours are a junior 
twig. Six lines are devoted by Collins Dryasdust® to our Can- 
didate Mr. Henry, of Mildenhall, and to our Candidate s Father 
and Uncle; testifying indisputably that they lived, and that 
they died. 

Let the ^reader look in the dim faces, Eoyalist and Puritan, 
of these respectable Vanished Gentlemen; let him fancy their 
old Great Houses, in this side of the county or that other, stand- 
ing all young, firm, fresh-pargeted, and warm with breakfast-fire, 
on that ‘extreme windy morning,’ which have fallen into such 
a state of dimness now I Let the reader, we say, look about him 
in that old Ipswich ; in that old vanished population : perhaps 
he may recognise a thing or two. There is the old ‘ Market Cross,’ 
for one thing ; ‘ an old Grecian circular building, of considerable 
‘diameter; a dome raised on distinct pillars, so that you could 
‘go freely in and out between them; a figure of Justice on the 
‘top;’ which the elderly men in Ipswich can still recollect, for 
it did not vanish till some thirty years ago. The ‘ Corn Hill ’ 
again, being better rooted, has not vanished hitherto, but is still 
extant as a Street and Hill; and the Townhall stands on one 
side of it. 

Samuel Duncon, the Town-constable, shall speak first. ‘ The 
‘ Diuicons were a leading family in the Corporation of Ipswich ; 
‘Robert Duncon was patron of the’ &c. &c. : so it would appear ; 
but this Samuel, Town-constable, must have been of the more 
decayed branches, poor fellow 1 What most concerns us is, that he 
seems to do his constabling in a really judicious manner, with 
unspeakable reverence to the High-Sheriff ; that he expresses him- 
self like a veracious person, and writes a remarkably distinct hand. 
We have sometimes, for light’s sake, slightly modified Mr, Duncan’s 
punctuation ; but have respected his and the Pligh-Sheriff s spell- 
ing, though it deserves little respect, — and have in no case, never 
so slightly, meddled with his sense. The questionable italic Utters 
i% hrackets are evident interpolations ; — omissible, if need be. 

® Feeragcj iv. 62, 63 (London 1741). 


KN ELECTIOH TO THE LONG PARLIAMENT, 


443 


SUEEOLKE ELECTIONS 
No. L 

\Samuel Dmeon iestifieih,'] 

Memorandum, That upon Monday the 19th day of October this 
present year 1640, the election of two Knights for the Shire was at 
Ipswich in Suffolke ; the Writt being read about eight of the clocke in 
the morning : and in the Markett Crosse where the County Court is gener- 
ally kept, Mr. Henry NTorth sonne of Sir Eoger North was there at the 
reading of the said Writt. All this time the other two, namely, Sir 
Nathaniel Earnardiston and Sir Philip Parker, were at the King’s Head ; 
and Mr, North was carried about neare halfe an lioure before the other 
t\yQ QdimQ [Camed about in Ms chair by the jubilant : Let all 

men see, and come and vote for him. The chairing was then the first step, 
it would seem'\] and after the other two were taken there, Mr. North was 
carried into the field neare the said towne, called Mr. Hambie’s feild : ® 
and the said High-Sherritfe was there polling, about halfe an houre before 
the other two Knights knewe either of his being polling, or of the High- 
Sherri:E’s intention to take the Poll in that place. But at length the 
two Knights were carried into the said feild ; and before they came there, 
the tables which were sett for them, the said Sir Nathaniel and Sir 
Philip, were thrust downe, and troaden under foot \^Such a pressure and 
crowding loas there .(] ; and they both caused but one table to bee sett 
there, — till about three of the clocke of the afternoone, the said day, 
about which time Sir Nathaniel had another table sett there, a little 
remote from the other. And when they went about to poll, they wanted a 
clarke. I, Samuell Duncon, standing by, some requested mee ; and upon 
the Under- Sherriff’s allowance, I did take names, and , one Mr. Pishar 
with mee, he for Sir Nathaniel, and niyselfe for Sir Philip ; although 
many that came for the one, came for the other ; and if any came for Mr. 
North (as there did some), wee took© them likewise for him. And Mr. 
John Clinch of Creting,^ Sir Eoger North’s brother-in-law, or some other 

^ From JSarleian Mss,, British Museum (Parliamentary Affairs collected by 
Sir S. D’Ewes), No. 165, foL 5-8. 

8 Or, ‘ Hanbie’s field,’ as the Duncon Ms, has it ; he probably means 
Hamby. * A family of the latter name had property at Ipswich and about it, 
‘ in those times / — Dryasdust Mss, 

^ ^ The family of Clinch, or Clench as it should be spelt, were of note in 
^Suffolk. They descended from John Clench of’ &c. &c., ‘ buried in 1607, with 
‘a handsome monument to his memory. He was one of the Justices of the 
‘ King’s Bench. His Grandson, John Clench, Esq., was Higli-Sheriff of the 
‘County in 1639 J— Dryasdust Mss, This, I think, is our and Samuel 
Duncon’s Clench, 
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of Mr. ISTortli his [ North Ms meam NoTtlCsl friends, stoode by all the 
time. And after the space of one quarter of an houre, came Sir Eohert 
Craned^ and did oppose against Mr, Fishar; and then came the said 
liigh-Sherriffe himselfe to the table, wheere wee weeie writing, and dis- 
charged Mr. Fishar, and tooke his papers of him ) and at the request of 
Sir Eoger J^orth did appoint one Mr. John Sheppard to write in his 
place, who then tooke names for Sir bTathaniel, and myselfe for Sir 
Philip. About one houre after, Sir Eohert Crane and the rest of kir, 
North his friends moved Sir Nathaniel that wee might leave off polling 
for him and Sir Philip, and take the Poll only for Mr. North; for, they 
said, Mr. North’s table was much pestred, and many of his men would be 
gone out of to wne, being neare night, — and the like reasons. Which 
reasons might as well have been aliedged in the hehalfe of Sir Nathaniel 
and Sir Philip : but without reasoning, Sir Nathaniel did grant them 
their desire ; and presently Sir Eohert Crane went and called all that were 
for Mr. North to come to that table ; and soe Mr. Sheppard and myselfe 
tooke for Mr. North as long as Wee could well see ; which I think was 
about one houre. Having done, wee gave upp our Bookes, and did goe to 
Mrs. Penning’s house in Ipswich, where Sir Eoger North was then with 
the said High-Sherriffe : and I heard no oppositions at that time taken 
against any thing that had passed that Monday at the taking of the said 
Poll ; but Sir Eoger North and the said High-Sherriffe did part very 
courteously and friendly, each from the other, 

* But by the next morning it was generally thought, that Sir Nathaniel 
and Sir Philip had outstripped IMr. North, about 500 voices apiece, at the 
Poll taken on the Monday foregoing ; soe as the said Sir Eoger being, it 
seemes, much vexed thereat, came to the said High-Sherriffe’s lodging 
about eight of the clocke, the same Teuesday morning, and begann to 
make cavills against %vhat had passed at the taking of the Poll the day 
past. And then they went to the Poll againe ; and two tables ■were sett 
in the Markett Crosse, whereat the Poll was taken for Mr. North by 
four clarkes on oath, two writing the same names. About 12 of the 
clocke, the same forenoone, the Court was adjourned to two of the clocke 
in the afternoone. About which time the said High-Sherriffe repairing 
thither againe, did with much patience attend the same Mr. North’s Poll, 
sitting sometimes about a quarter of an houre before any came in to give 
their voice, for the said Mr. North, And as the said Pligh-Sherriffe was 
soe attending his [/S/r Roger Nmih^s^ said sonne’s Poll, about three of the 

‘ Sir Eohert Crane was descended from a Norfolk family, which migrated/ 
&c. ‘ He was created a Baronet in May 1627. He was of Chilton Hall, near 
' Sudbury ; he died in 1642 .^ — Dryasdust Mss, 

“ ^ A spacious place ; there was room enough in it : see the old copper- 
opiate of 1780.’ — Ibid* 
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clocke tlie same afternooBe, came Sir Hoger Nortli, accompanied witli 
divers gentlemen, most of tliem armed witli swords or rapiers [Lo, there /], 
into the said Mearkett Crosse; and the said High-SherrifEe very respect- 
fully attending with silence to what the said Sir Koger North had to say, 
he fell into most outrageous, unjust and scandalous criminations against 
the said High-Sherriffe ; charging him to have dealt partiallie and 
unjustlie, and to have wronged his said sonne. To all which violent 
accusations, the said High-Sherriffe, having desired silence, did answearo 
soe fully and readily, as it gave all unpartiall and honest men full satis- 
faction. A while after the said Higli-Sherrif e’s speech 'was ended, the said 
Sir Eoger North with divers others went upp and dowme in such a 
manner on the said Come Hill, as I, the said Samuell Duncon, fearing 
that much danger and bloudshedd might ensue, and being one of the 
constables of Ipswich, did in the King's Majestie's name charge some of 
the said company to desist [Highhj pivjyer, in such a place as the Come 

mii!\ 

^ Samuel Duncon,’ 

No. II, 

\Bamuel Duncon iestlfieth for the second iime^ 

Monday^ the I Wh of Oct oler 

* 'When I came into the held where the Polling was for the Knights of 
the Shire, the first place I settled at was an Elm [Nota hene\ in the 
middle of the feild, where there were polling for Sir Nathaniel Earnard- 
iston and Sir Philip Parker; and there was a long table, at one end 
whereof was Mr. Eobert Dowe, clerke; and he did write for both the 

foresaid knights; and Mr. Farran, XJnder-Sherriffe,i2 sweare the 

13eople; and at the other end of the same table did Mr. Eobert Clarke 
write for Sir Philip, and Mr. Peter Fisher wrot for Sir Nathaniel ; and 
sometimes Mr, Chopping did sweare the people at that end, and 
sometimes !Mr. Eobert Clerke did sweare them, 

‘ After I had stood there one houre or thereabout, Mr. Eobert Clerke 
his nose did bleede [Ominous f\, so as he collide not write, and then he 
called mee to write in his stead, and the TJnder-Sherriffe required me so 
to doe ; which I did till his nose left bleeding, and then he tooke the 
Eooke again and wrot himselfe. Then I stood by againe about another 
houre, and theii with the violent presse of the people, the tressolls brake, 
and the table fell downe to the ground [Aha j^]. There was a cessation of 

^2 « Under -Sheriff,’ so Duncon calls Mm ; but the real Under-Sheriff was 
Mr. Choppine, to whom this Mr. Farran must have been assistant or temporary 
substitute. 

13 ‘A.n. 1640. John Choppine, Gent., Under-Sheriff; Tallemach Chop- 
^pine of Coddenham’s brother .’ — Harldan Mss, No. 99, fol, 7t 
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Avriting until tlie table A^as set up againe. In tliat interim, Peter Pisber 
and Samuel Duncon went to the Conduit-bead [liarh /] ; and having a 
table sett up there, they did write there for the two foresail Ivniglits : 
and then, at the former place \Beskle the hig Elm, namelg, under its 
creaJcmg houghs, and brown leaves dropping], when the table Avas up 
againe, Mr. Dowe Avrot still for the two Knights, and then ^^Then^^ 
signifies “ meanwhile at the other end of the table was Mr. Eobert 
Clarke Avriting for Sir Philip. And then there Avas no man at that end 
Avriting for Sir hTathaniei ; Avhich presently bred this confusion inevitable, 
viz. Avhen men had Avith much trouble pressed to the end of the table 
(where Mr. Clarke did only take for Sir Philip), and desired to be sAvorne 
and entered for both, Mr. Gierke would SAveare and take them onely for 
Sir Philip ; and Avould send them to the place Avhere Mr. Fisher Avas 
AV'riting for Sir Eathaniel \And I for Sir Fhilip still? Noise had 
ceased ; the official nose having done bleeding : see presently] , at the fore- 
said Conduit-head : whereupon men, being unwilling to endure so much 
trouble as to presse twice into such great croAA'des, began to murmiire and 
complaine [Fery naturally /], saying they would not endure this, hut 
desired they might he discharged at one place; also Mr, Fisher came to 
Mr. Clerke, and demanded the reason Why there was no one to take for 
Sir Nathaniel at that end of the table, where the said Clerke did take 
names for Sir Philip % and Mr. Fisher said that men complained because 
they Avere not despatched for both at once ; and said also they would goe 
away, and not endure this crowding twice. When I [Having now quitted 
the Conduit-head, and come to the Elm again] saw no clerke to write for 
Sir Nathaniel, I desired this inconvenience aforesaid might be prevented ; 
and seeing a Paper Eooke in Mr. Farran his hands, I sayd to him, “ Mr. 
Farran, you see there Avants a clerke at the other end of the table to Avrite 
for Sir Nathaniel ; ” and then Mr. Farran gave me the Paper Eooke in 
his hands, and sayd to mee, “ Write you, for Sir Nathaniel at that end 
of the table, where Mr. Clerke did write for Sir Philip. And then I, 
having the Booke, did Avrite for Sir Nathaniel till the evening. And at 
that end of the table where table where not ^^end where ”] Mr. Eobert 
I)owe did Avrite at one end, and Mr. Clerke and myselfe at the other end, 
there Avere present tAvo or three knightes or gentlemen, all the Avhole time, 
of Mr. North's partie : sometimes Sir Eobert Crane, and Mr. — Walde- 
grave, and Mr. John Smith, and Mr, Henry North sen. [This is the 

Smith is undecipherable ; being * very frequent’ in Suffolk, as elsewhere. 
Of Waldegrave, the Monitor says, ‘ There being no Christian name mentioned, 

* it is hard to say Avhat individual is meant. Doubtless he Avas one of the 
‘Waldegrav’es of Smallbridge. Wm. Waldegrave, Esq., son of Sir Wm, 

* Waldegrave, Knight, of Smallbridge in Bur(^, Suffolk, AAmuld be about forty 

* years of about this time ; ' — ^let us fancy it Avas he. 
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Candidcde's Unde^come over from Lmfield^ I tldnh^ to see fair playJ\ No 
man, all that time, made any observation against inee ; and yet they 
stoode, some of these and sometimes some others of that side, all the 
afternoone, and did siipravise all the clerkes. Also, at night, when wee 
were breaking up, Mr. Gierke demanded of Mr. Clinch [Clinch of Oreting, 
— ijohom we saio ahovel if he could find any fault with xis in doing any 
wrong'? To which he answered, He could not as yet, if there were no 
other carriage than there had yet beene,” or to that effect. Neither was 
there any, that day, who did find fault with the clerkes, in my hearing; 
but sometimes some muttering and complaining about some particular 
questions in the oaths, which (as soon as they came to the High-Sherriffe 
his intelligence) were rectified and settled. 

^ And at night, when wee broke up, I gave my Booke that I wrott in, 
unto the Under-Sheriffe, Mr. Earran, before I stirred from the table 
where I wrott ; and then wee canle home with the High-Bheriffe to Mrs. 
Penning’s howse [Did she keep the King's Head ?] ; and there did the 
High-Sheriff e call for all the Bookes from the Under-Sheriffe, and in the 
presence of Sir Eoger North, and Mr. North his brother, and more other 
gentlemen, locke up all the Bookes in a little truncke; and sett that 
truncke in his owne lodging-chamber; and gave the key thereof to his 
Under-Sheriffe, who lodged not in that howse where the Bookes were. 



^Tuesday, the 20th of Odoher 1640. 

‘ In the morning Mr. High-Sheriffe came into the Come Hill at Ipswich 
and the Knights, to make an end of polling. Whereupon the clerkes 
who wrot the day before appeared, and wrot againe as before. But Mr. 
High-Sheriffe commanded that wee should all of us make new Bookes to 
write in ; for he would not stirr those that were wrot-in the day before : 
and so wee did, and wrot in new Bookes. 

‘ And all that day also while wee wrot, there were divers supravisors ; 
but they found no fault with the clerkes in my hearing ; and at noone, 
when wee brake upp, I gave my Booke againe into Mr. Earran, before I 
stirred from the table where I wrot. And in the afternoone, wee came 
together againe, and made an end of polling ; and towards the end of 
polling, before wee had done polling at the table where I sat to write, 
Sir Eoger with the rest of the knights and gentlemen went about the 
Come Hill, swinging their caps and hats crying, “A North ! A North ! 
[Questionable ] ; which caused me to admire ; because I knew the Bookes 
were not cast up [A7id nobody could yet tell who tms to torn]. 

^ Then after that, Mr. High-Sheriffe w^ent to Mrs. Penning’s, and the 
Knights followed him, and the clerkes to sunime up the Bookes. But 
the night grew on so fast, that they could not be ended that night : then 
Mr. High-Sheriffe did againe locke up the Bookes in the same truncke 
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they were in before, and gave the key to Hr. — l^ortli, and sett the 
trimcke into his chamber, and appointed to meete the next day upon 
[Meansj in it, not on the roof of it ; the figure of Justice stands on the 
roo/l the TownhalL’ 

[Samuel Dwncon still testijietli,'\ 

* Memorandum, That on Tuesday October 20, in the aftemoone, this 
present year 1640, the High-Sherriffe of the county of Suffolk, sitting in 
the Maxkett Crosse [Note in Ipswich, where hee kept Ms County 

Court, and had that aftemoone taken the poll of divers that came to give 
their voices for Mr. Henry Horth, sonne of Sir Eoger Hortli [Grammar 
fails a little\ And when it appeared, after some stay, that noe more 
weere likeiy to come, and Mr. Gardener Webb speaking concerning the 
said election averred That the said High-Sherriffe had been damnably base 
in aU his carriage. Whereupon I, Samuel Duncon, hearing the same, did 
[As an enemy of hlasphemy, and Gonstahle of this BoTongli\ enfoiine the 
said High-Sheriffe of that outrageous and scandalous speeche ; who there- 
upon asking the said Webh, Whether hee had spoken the said wordes or 
not? he answered, with much impudence and earnestness, That he had 
said soe, and would maintain it. And did thereupon in the presence of 
the said High-Sherriffe call mee, the said Samuel Duncon, base rascall and 
rogue [He shall answer it f\ because I had acquainted the said High- 
Sherriffe with his said injurious speeches, Samuel Duncon.’ 

Ho. Ill, 

[Samuel Duncon still testifietli, ihmgh without signaiuref\ 

‘ Wednesday the 2isi Octoher 1 6 40. 

® The tranche was brought up into the Townhall, and the High-SheirifTe 
and the rest of the knights and gentlemen came up together to make end 
of their Bookes : and they passed quietly untill my Booke was produced ; 
and then Mr, Horth protested against my Booke, and Sir Eoger came up 
and exclaimed at mee, and said I was no iitt clerke, neyther authorised 
to write. Then was Mr. Farrazi called, and asked How I came to write 1 
Which he answered, He never saw mee before Monday in all his life, 
but wanting one to write, and I standing by, he requested mee to write/’ 
The High-Sherriffe told Sir Eoger, ‘‘He could not but accept of my 
Booke, and would doe so if I had wrot for his own sonne ,* ” and for 
myselfe, as I then testified, so am I ready to make oath, being lawfully 

^ ‘ Gardiner Webb was the son of William Webb of Ix worth in Suffolk, 
‘attorney-at-law. He became heir, in right of his mother (who was one of tbe 
‘ Gardiners of Elmswell), to considerable landed property ’ {Dryasdust Mss.) ; 
and seems to have been a hot-tempered loose-spoken individual. 
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called, That my Booke -was just and right, and that I did not write one 
name that was not swome for Sir Nathaniel; and notwithstanding Sir 
Eoger and other knights did speake their largo pleasures of mee and 
charged me with direct and manifest outrage [^laltrenting the honest 
Town-constable : shameful 

^ In conclusion, the High-Sherriffe finished the Bookes, and soe we 
brake up that night, and the next day we proclaymed Sir Nathaniel 
Barnardiston and Sir Philip Parker Knights of the Shire for the ensuing 
Parliament.’ [Samuel Doncon : signature not given.] 

^ To all these Three Pages I am ready to give testimony ; and to the 
whole substance thereof, Edw. Bestwall.' 

No. lY. 

[Samuel Duncon still tesiifletli.] 

‘ Memorandum, Upon Tuesday morning some women [Puritan women; 
zealous beyond discretion f\ came to be sworne for the two foresaid 
Knights; and Mr. Eobert Clerke did suddenly take some of then! ; but 
as soone as Mr. High-Sherriffe had intelligence of it, wee had worde 
brought to the table where Mr. Clerke and myselfe wrot, that Mr. 
Sherife would have us take no women’s oaths ; and both the Knights 
desired that those that were taken might be put out, and that we should 
take no more : and so we refused the rest of the women after tliat notice 
from Mr. High-Sherriffe ; and when Mr. High-Sherri:ffie cast up the 
Bookes, he cast out the women out of the generall sunime.’ 

[Samuel Duncoit : signature not given.] 

These transactions are of 'so high a nature/ it is probable a 
Parliamentary Committee will have to sit upon them: justice 
between the vociferous irrational Sir Eoger and the discreet 
unspotted Sir Simonds will then be done. Duncon backed by 
Bestwall, in writing, and by the TJnder-Sheriffs Farran and 
Choppin mvd wee if needful, and indeed by the whole town of 
Ipswich if needful, — may sufficiently evince that Mr. High-Sheriffs 
carriage in the business was perfection or nearly so. The accurate 
Magistrate meanwhile thinks good to subjoin a succinct Narrative 
of his own, which he is ready to sign when required ; every word 
of which can be proved by the oath of witnesses. No. Y. is clearly 

Bestwall is not known to Dryasdust. An impartial onlooker, and pre- 
sumably nothing more. The 'Three Pages’ he vouches for are all these 
testimonies of Dunoon’s from beginning to nearly six pages as printed 


here. 
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by D’Ewes himself; there are even some directions to his clerk 
about writing it fair. 

■■ No. Y. 

A sliort cmd trm relation of the carriage of the Eledloii of the K}ii(jhl'i 
for the Gounile of Biiffolke at Ipswich^ which heganna there npun- 
Monday morning, October 1%, this present Year 1640, and ended 
upon the Thursday morning then next ensuing M 

‘The Under-SherrifTe having had order from the High-Sheriff e of the 
same Countie to provide honest and able men to take the Poll, and to 
looke to gett ready materiails for the Election, went to Ipswich on 
Friday night : and the said High-Sherriffe was purposed to have gone 
thither the next day, but that hee understood the small-pox [Nota hene^ 
was exceeding spread in the said towne. Sir Nathaniel Barnardiston 
and Sir Philip Parker joined together, and Henry North stood singiie, 
for the place of Knights of the Shire. 

‘ The said High-Sherriffe came to Ipswich about eight of the clocke of 
the said Monday morning.^^ To whom Sir Boger North, father of the 
said Mr. Henry North, and divers other gentlemen repairing, hee yeilded 
to them to have the Poll taken in a feiid neare the towne ; and soe, after 
a little discourse without further stay, went to the Markett Crosse, and 
caused the King's Majestie’s Writt to bee published ; by which meanes 
the said Mr. North was carried about a good while before the other 
Knights [Yes I] had notice that the said Writt was published. And this 
the said High-Sherriffe did about an houre and halfe sooner than he was 
by law compelled to ; that there might be noe just ground of cavill, as if 
he had delaied the business Bimonds is himself hiown to he a 
Puritan; already elected, or about to he elected, for the toicn of Budbury, 
Bo high stood Sudbury tlmi; sunk noxo so lota /]. 

‘After the publication of which, the said High-Sherriffe -withdrew 
Mmselfe to make haste into the said feiid [Mr, Hambids field ; with the 
Conduit-head and big Elms in if] to take the Poll. But before hee got 
thither, or any place was made readie for the clerkes to write, the said 
Mr, North was brought into the feiid [Triu7nphanily in his chair'] ; and 
many of the gentrie as well as others that were of his partie pressed soe 
upon the place where the planks and boards were setting iipp, as they 
could not be fastened or finished. All this time the other two Knights 
knew yett nothing that the said Poll was begunn in the said feiid : soo 

, From Earleian Mss, British Museum, collected by Sir B. D’Ewes, No. 
158, page 275. 

He lived at Stow Hall (Axdobiography of BE wes) ; he must have started 
early. 
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as [/Sb that] the said High-Sherriffe begann Mr. North's poll alone, and 
admitted a clerke. The said Sir Hoger North proffered to write the 
names, with the clerke )m [The High-Sheriff's] IJnder-Sherriffe had before 
appointed, which hee \The Higli-Sheriff\ conceived hee was not in law 
bound unto. 

‘Having then taken the Poll a while, in the said Sir Eoger North's 
presence and his said sonne's, the companie did tread npon the said 
planks with such extreme violence, as having divers times borne them 
downe upon the said High-Sherrife j and hee having used all meanes of 
entreatie and perswasion to desire them to beare off, as did the said Sir 
Eoger North also, — the said High-Sherriffe was at the last forced to give 
over ; and soe gave speedie order, by the advice of the said Sir Eoger 
North and others, To have three several! tables Three Duncon 7 iotices 
only ttoo of them; one under the Elm^ one at the Conduit-head, where the 
Puritan Knights were polling; Sir Simonds himself supermteuds the 
Norths' table: — three several tables"] sett upp against trees or other 
places wheere they might not bee borne downe by violence. Which 
being verie speedilie performed, the said High-Sherriffe went in person 
and assisted at the said table wheere Mr. North's poll was taking, leaving 
his IJnder-Sherriffe and sworne deputies to attend the other tables, and 
to administer the oath, where the said Sic Eoger and his sonne did 
appoint their kindred and friends to overview all that was done. 

‘ The said High-Sherriffe did there, without eating or drinking, assist 
the said Mr. North, from about nine of the clocke in the morning till it 
grew just upon night, notwithstanding it was in the open feild, and a 
verie cold and windie day : and did in his owne person take much paines 
to dispatch the said Poll ; which had been much better advanced, if such 
as came to the same had not treaded with such extreme violence one 
upon another. And whereas the said Sir Nathaniel Barnardiston came, 
about twelve of the clocke that forenoone, to the said High-Sherriffe, 
desiring him that all the companie might dissolve to goe to dinner, and 
that in respect of the great winde, the Poll in the afternoone might be 
taken in the said towne of Ipswich [A very reasonable motion] : The 
said High-Sherriffe, upon the said Mr. North's request to the contrarie, 
staide in the said feild till the shutting upp of the said day, as is 
aforesaid. 

‘ What was done at the other tables the said High-Sherriffe knew not ; 
but twice, upon complaint to him made, repaired thither, and certified 
and reconciled all matters. And during the same day alsoe the said 
High-Sherriffe did desire the said Sir Eoger North to sende for another 
table to the place wheere he sate, being willing by all meanes to expedite 
the said Poll. And though there were not one man sworne for the other 
two Knights at the said Mr. North's table, — yet were there divers sworne 
at one of the other two tables for the said Mr. North ; soe as, by this and 
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the early beginning of the said Mr. North's poll, he had neare upon Two- 
hundred voices advantage of the other two Knights, had they come 
single ; but they having manie hundreds that gave voices for them 
jointly, did before night outstrippe Ms votes by about howre-hundred 
apiece. 

‘At the said High-Sherriffe's rising from the said Poll on the said 
Monday night, hee toohe the Bookes from the said clerkes; and though 
by lawe he was tied to call noe partie to assist him in the laying them 
upp, yet to take away all possible cause of cavill, and to sbowe his in- 
tegiitie in the whole proceedings, hee called the said Sir Eoger North to 
him, and desired him to accompanie him not only to the places wheere 
he received all the other Bookes or Papers from his said Under-Sherriffe, 
or the other clarkes that wrote them, hut to his lodging also \_Mrs. 
Penning’ s]] wheere hee bound and sealed upp the said Bookes and 
Papers, in the presence of the said Sir Koger North and the said Under- 
Sherri€e; then locking them upp, gave the key to his said Under- 
Sherriffe to keepe; having first asked the said Sir Eoger, If hee were 
not a person fitte to he trusted with it 1 And soe the said Sir Eoger 
North departed, in a verie friendly and amicable manner, from the said 
High-Sherriffe, without so much as moving the least complaint against 
any of the said proceedings of that day. 

‘But it seemes, after his departure, having that night learned that 
the other Knights' polls outstripped his said sonne's by divers hundreds, 
— ^he came the next morning to the said High-Sherrifie’s lodging ; and 
beganne, in violent and passionate termes, to charge Mm That hee had 
dealt unjustlie and partiallie in taking the Poll the day past [ Behold /] : 
which at the present caused the said High-Sherrifie to wonder at that 
sudden and unexpected change ; in respect the same Sir Eoger parted in 
soe friendlie a manner from him the night foregoing, and that his in- 
defatigable paines the day past deserved rather just acknowledgment 
than such unjust expostulation [Certainly f], 

‘ The said High-Sherrifie therefore, having received the said key from 
his said Under-Sherriffe, in the presence of the said Sir Eoger North, 
departed to the finishing of the said Poll. And whereas the other two 
Knights had but each of them one table allowed at w^hicli two clerkes 
only wrote; the said High-Sherrifie allowed the said Mr. North two 
tables and four clerkes : and at noone when the said Court w’-as adjourned 
to two of the clocke of the same afternoono, the said High-Sherrifie 
having taken all the Bookes and Papers touching the same Poll from 
his Under-Sherriffe, or the clerkes which wrot them, desired the said Mr. 
North himseife to accompanie Mm to his said lodging; which he did, 
and sawe them sealed and locked upp, and then had himseife the key 
along with him. 

‘ But all these testimonies of the said Eigh-Sherriffe's impartialitie, 
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and integritie in Lis proceedings, did in noe way mitigate the passion and 
indignation of the said Sir Eoger North and some others, who now 
beganne to give the cause npp as conclamated and lost; and therefore, 
though the said High-Sherriife afterwardes in his numbering the votes 
of the said Poll did proceed with it in publike view, which hee might 
have done privately with his own clerkes, yet all the time after hee was 
often interrupted by most unjust and outrageous accusations and crimi- 
nations ; and by that meanes was almost as long, within an houre or two, 
in numbering the names of the said Poll, as hee was in taking the Poll 
itselfe. And in all differences that emergently fell out in numbering the 
said names, wheere there was but any equalitie of doubt, the said High- 
Sherriffe prevailed with the other two Knights to let the advantage rest 
on the said Mr. North’s side. 

‘ And though the said Sir Eoger North came, on the said Tuesday in 
the afternoone, October 20th, into the Countie Court whilst the said 
High-Sherriff sate taking the Poll for his said sonne, and there used most 
outrageous and violent speeches against the said High-Sherriffe [Hear 
Dumon too\ and told him “ Hee would make it good with his blond 
yet the said High-Sherriffe, seeing him accompanied with many young 
gentlemen and others, all or most of them armed with their swords and 
their rapiers [Questionalle f\, and fearing if he had made use of his just 
power to punish such an affront, much bloudshedd would have ensued, 
hee rather passed it over with an invincible patience ; and only stoode 
upp, and desired silence to cleare himself e from these unjust assertions 
and criminations which had been laid upon him j and resolved to expect 
redresse of his enemies from the High Court of Parliament [Far iJie 
hetter plan, Mr, High-Sheriff! — which, among other good effects, has 
yielded us these preserit Documsnts withal,'] 

* Yet the said Sir Eoger, not satisfied herewith, did, a little after, with 
the said companie of young gentlemen, and others that followed him, 
armed as aforesaid, or the greater part of them, go about the Come Hill 
in Ipswich, where the Crosse stands, and cried, A North 1 a North 1 ” 
calling the saylers Water- dogges [Puritan sailors; — math it; had voted 
for the Gospel Candidates: Water-dogs^^], and otherwise provoking 
them : one also of the companie drewe out his sword [Lo there /], and 
brandished it about, nor did they give over till one of the Constables 
of Ipswich [Sam Dmton ; we saw Mm domg it], being a sworne officer, 
charged them In the King^s name to desist. The other two Knights, 
then sitting at the Poll, were fain at the instant to withdraw themselves 
in at the next windowe of the house wheere they stoode ; having first 
besought the people and saylers to bee quiet, and not to answer violence 

CondamaHm'est;--mmmomdi nine times, and making no answer, is now 
to be held for d&ad. 
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with violence. For it is too apparent what was songht for in that 
dangerous action ; and that if the said Higli-Sherriffe had, at that present, 
made use of his power to vindicate his owne affronts and sufferings, much 
bloiidshedde might have ensued. iNor did the said High-Sherriffe suffer 
only from the violent language of the said Sir Eoger North and some 
others of qualitie, but from two of the Webbes alsoe, whose Christian 
names were Eoger and Gardiner [The intemperate Wehbes of JxiooTili\^ 
and suchlike persons of inferionr rank. The said High-Sherriffe having 
sate out all "Wednesday October 21, from morning till night, in the West 
Hall or Court House in Ipswich aforesaid, without dining, did at last, 
notwithstanding the violent interruptions of the said Sir Eoger North 
and others, finish the numbring of the said votes that day ; and found 
that the said Sir Nathaniel BarnardLston had 2140 voices, and Sir Philip 
Parker 2240 at the least, — ^besides the voices of all such persons as had 
been admitted without the said High-Sherriffe’s knowledge, and were by 
him, upon numbring the same, disallowed and cast out. And the said 
Mr. Henry North had 1422. 

^The next morning, October 22, the said High-Sherriffe made open 
publication of the said votes; and prononnced the said Sir Nathaniel 
Barnardiston and Sir Philip Parker the due elected Knights for the said 
Countie of Suffolke. And then caused the indentures witnessing the 
same election to be there ensealed and loyallie [Laiofully] executed. 

‘ 'Tis true that, by the ignorance of some of the clerkes at the other 
; tables, the oaths of some single women [We saw it loith Dimcon] that 
■ were freeholders were taken, without the knowledge of the said High- 
Sherriffe; who, as soon as he had notice thereof, instantlie sent to 
forbidd the same, conceiving it a matter verie unworthy of anie gentle- 
, man, and most dishonourable in such an election, to make use of their 
, voices, although they might in law have been allowed ; nor did the said 
High-Sherriffe allow of the said votes upon his numbring the said Poll, 
hut with the allowance and consent of the said two Knights themselves 
discount them and cast them out. 

‘Now, though all the frivolous caviUs, exceptions and protestations 
which were made against the foresaid Election by the said Sir Eoger 
North or others did only concerne the Poll which was taken on the said 
Monday October 19 ; and are sufficiently answered with the verie 
preceding hare Narration of the true carriage thereof; and the rather, 
because himselfe accompanying the said High-Sherriffe the same evening 
when he received all the said Bookes and Papers from his said IJnder- 
Sherriffe, or such persons who had written them, did except against noe 
person, nor noe booke or paper, but consented to the sealing and locking 
them upp as Acts by which the matter in question was to he decided : 
Yet to satisfy all the world, such exceptions shall he heare set down, and 
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clearly elevated or wiped away, wliicli on tlie Tuesday and -Wednesday 
following were pressed at Ipswich upon the said Higli'-Sherriffe, with see 
much outrageous passion as he eould be scarce permitted to make answer 
to the same, by reason of the vociferation and clamours of the other 
partie. ; ■ ■ ■ 

‘ It was objected, That the said High-Sherriffe made deiaies on purpose 
to hinder the said Mr. North. This is so frivolous as His not worth the 
answering; for the hindrance must have been equallie prejudiciale to the 
other two Knights as well as to him. Nay, on the contrarie, if any had 
wrong, they had; for the said High'Sherrife soe hastened both the 
reading of the Writt, and goeing to the Poll as hee could not in time 
give the other two Knights notice of it. Soe as if the said Mr. North’s 
companie had not by their overpressing violence throwne downe the 
boards and planks, wheere the said High-Sherrilfe begaiin his the said 
Mr. North’s poll alone, hee had gained neare upon an houre's advantage 
of the other two. 

‘Another objection, That the said High-SherrifFe refused such clerkes 
as the said Sir Boger North offered him; telling him hee was provided. 
This is a shamefull objection : as if the adverse partie were to provide 
men to take the poll. In this matter the said High-Sherriffe committed 
all to the trust and care of his Under-Sherriffe, who assured him hee had 
provided able and sufficient waiters; yet did the said High-Sherriffe 
admitt a clarke, at the said Mr, North’s poll, to write with the clerke his 
said Hnder-Sherriffe had provided, upon the motion of the said Sir 
Eoger North. 

‘A third objection, That the said Mr. North lost many voices that, 
were forced to goe out of towne the same Monday, because they could 
not be sworne. And soe doubtless did the other two likewise. And 
this was an invincible or remediless mischief on all sides. And His 
evident the extreame pressing of the said Mr. North’s votes hindred some 
hundreds from being dispatched. Besides, the said High-Sherriffe, at 
his entreatie, forebore his dinner \The high-spirited immaculate man], 
to sitt it out with him in the winde and cold till night ; which deserved 
acknowledgment, and not rage and furie. Besides, he made the said Sir 
Boger North once or twice to send for another table to the same place ; 
which courtesie the said High-Sherriffe afforded the said Mr. North the 
next morning, more than was allowed the other two Knights. And had 
the said Mr. North lost the place by one or two hundred voices, there 
might indeed be some colour that hee had miscarried because the Poll 
could not be finished on the said Monday night ; which notwithstanding 
that it had been soe, yet the said High-Sherriffe was noe ways the cause 
thereof. But it is noe ways probable that the said Mr. North should be 
so ill-beloved or lightlie esteemed by such as appeared for him, that 
Seven-hundred persons would all depart and desert his cause, rather than 
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aHde and stay one niglit in Ipswich to assist him with their votes. Eor 
by so many at the least did either of the other two Knights carrie it 
from him, 

‘ Lastly, for conclusion of the whole. There is not a word or sillihle 
sett down here, which is not notoriously known to manie, or which the 
said Iligh'Sherriffe himself will not make good by his corporaU oath, 
being loyallie thereunto called, as also by the Bookes and Papers taken 
at the said Poll. Soe as never was innocency oppressed more by violence 
and fury ; nor did his royall Majestie's Authoritie ever suffer more in the 
person of his Minister, than by the outrageous affronts offered unto, and 
unjust criminations heaped upon, the said High-Shexriffe at the said 
Election.’ 

Such is the account High-Sheriff D’Ewes has to give of himself, 
concerning his carriage in the Election of Knights of the Shire for 
Suffolk on this memorable occasion. He has written it down in 
an exact manner, to he ready for the Parliament, or for any and all 
persons interested.; his clerks can now make copies of it as many 
as wanted. In the same Volume, No. 158 of the Harley Collection, 
there is another copy of this ‘ short and true relation,’ with slight 
changes, principally in the punctuation; doubtless the immaculate 
Magistrate saw good to revise his Narrative more than once, and 
, bring it still nearer perfection : he adds always this direction for 
\ the amanuenses : “ They are desired who take a coppie of this to 
compare it with the original! after they have transcribed it,” — to 
be sure that they are exact. The original, which, at any rate, in 
D’Ewes s hand, few persons could have read, is happily lost. 

\ No notice in the Commons Journals, or elsewhere, indicates at 
all whether this case ever came before the Election Committee of 
; the Long Parliament. But if it did, as is probable enough, we put 
! it to the commonest sense of mankind, whether on Sir Eoger 
/ North’s side it could have a leg to stand on 1 No Election Com- 
mittee can have difSculty here. Accordingly our Puritan Knights 
Sir Philip Parker and Sir Nathaniel Barnardiston sat indisputable 
as County Members for Suffolk, Mr. Henry North consoling himself 
as he could. Sir Simonds the High-Sheriff had another case before 
the Parliament; this namely, that he being Pligh-Sheriff had 
returned himself for Sudbury as duly elected there, which was 
thought informal by some : but in this too he prospered, and sat 
for that Borough. The intemperate Sir Roger, as we said, was 
admitted Member for Eye : but in the second year, mingling with 
‘Commission of Array’ and other Royalist concerns, to small 
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purpose as is likely, he, like many others, was Misahled,' — cast 
forth, to Oxford, to ' malignancy/ disaster, and a fate that has not 
been inquired into. 

Sir Simonds sat spotless for Sudbury ; made occasional fantastic 
Speeches ; and what is far more important for us, took exact Notes. 
Several of his Speeches he has preserved in writing ; one, probably 
the most fantastic and pedantic of all, he sent forth in print : it 
relates to a dispute for seniority that had arisen between Oxford 
University and Cambridge; proves by unheard-of arguments and 
erudition, obsolete now to all mortals, that Cambridge, which was 
his own University, is by far the older, — older than Alfred himself, 
old as the very hills in a manner. Sir Simonds had the happiness 
to shake hands with Mr. Prynne,^’ when he came to the Parlia- 
ment Committee on his deliverance from prison, and to congratu- 
late Mr. Prynne on the changed aspects that then were. He 
wrote frequent letters to * Abraham Wheloc ’ and many others. 
Far better, he almost daily dictated to his secretary, or jotted-down 
for him on scraps of paper, Notes of the Proceedings of the Long 
Parliament; which Notes still exist, safe in the British Museum; 
unknown seemingly to all the learned. He was a thin high-flown 
character, of eminent perfection and exactitude, little fit for any 
solid business in this world, yet by no means without his uses 
there. 

This one use, had 'there been no other, That he took Notes of 
the Long Parliament ! Probably there is much light waiting us 
in these Notes of his, were they once disimprisoned into general 
legibility. They extend, in various forms, in various degrees of 
completeness, to the year 1645 : but in that year, after the victory 
of Naseby, the questionable course things were taking gave offence 
to our Presbyterian Grandison; he sat mostly silent, with many 
thoughts, and forbore jotting any farther. Two of his written 
Speeches relate to the confused negotiations with King Charles 
in the Isle of Wight ; and are strong in the Royalist-Preshyterian 
direction. Colonel Pride, in the end, purged him out altogether, 
on the memorable 6th December 1648; sent him, with four or 
five score others, ‘'over to the Tavern called Hell, kept by Mr. 
Duke, near Palaceyard,' — in the most unheard-of manner ! For, 
on questioning Mr. Hugh Peters, who had come across to them, 
By what law ? By what shadow or vestige of any law, common 
or statutory, human or divine, is ‘this unheard-of thing done ? — the 
candid Mr. Peters, a man of good insight and considerable humour 
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of character, answered these much-injured honourable gentlemen, 
the law of Necessity; truly by the power of the sword I'’ 
And they remained in a nearly rabid state; evidently purged out, 
without reason and without remedy ; and had to retire to their 
respective countries, and there rhyme the matter for themselves 
as they could. 

Our poor Knight, Sir Simonds, soon after died; leaving an 
unspotted pedant character, and innumerable Manuscripts behind 
him. Besides his History of tlie Farliwments of Queen Mizaleth, a 
laborious compilation, which has since been printed, long ago, and 
still enjoys a good reputation of its sort, there are, as we count, 
some Ninety and odd Volumes of his Papers still extant in the 
British Museum: very worthless some of them, very curious 
others ; — among which latter, certain portions of his Autobiography, 
already known in print, are well worth reading; and these his 
Notes of the Long Farliament are perhaps, to us English, the most 
interesting of all the Manuscripts that exist there. Pury's Notes 
of the Long Parliaments^ be irretrievably lost; Varney’s, 

which also have never yet been made accessible,^^ extend over 
only a short early period of the business: it is on these Notes of 
D’Ewes’s, principally, that some chance of understanding the pro- 
cedure and real character of the Long Parliament appears still to 
depend for us. At present, after shiploads of historical printing, 
it is and remains mere darkness visible ; if in these Notes by an 

Bibliotheca TopograpMca, No. 6. 

‘Mr. Eobinson asked me this morning,’ Monday, 12 Jan. 1656-7, ‘before 
‘the Speaker came, If I took Notes at Scot’s Committee? I said. Yea. He 
‘told me He had much ado to forbear moving against my taking Notes, for- it 
‘ was expressly against the Orders of the House. I told him how Mr, Davy 
‘took Notes all the Long Parliament, and that Sir Symons D’Ewes wrote great 
‘volumes’ of the like. Burtoris Diary (London, 1828), i. 341. 

Of Sir Simonds’s ‘great volumes’ we are here speaking : but who the ‘Mr. 
Davy ’ is ? No person of the name of Davy sat in the Long Parliament at all ; 
or could by possibility have taken Notes! After multifarious examination, 
and bootless trial of various names more or less resembling Davy, a sight of 
the original ms. of the thing called Burtoyis Diary was procured ; and the 
name ‘Davy’ then straightway turned out to he Fury, Pury, or Purry, 
perhaps now written Ferry, Alderman of Gloucester, and once well known as 
Member for that City. But of him or of his Notes, on repeated application 
there, no trace coxild now be found. If, as is possible, they still exist, in the 
buried state, in those regions, — to resuscitate and print them were very 
meritorious. 

22 Edited now (London, 1845) by Mr. Bruce. 
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accurate eye-witness there be no chance of light, then is light 
anywhere hopeless, and this remarkablest Parliament that ever sat 
will continue an enigma forever. In such circumstances, we call 
these Notes the most interesting of all Manuscripts. To an 
English soul who would understand what was really memorable 
and godlike in the History of his Country, distinguishing the same 
from what was at bottom mmemorable and devil-like; who would 
bear in everlasting remembrance the doings of our noble heroic 
men, and sink into everlasting oblivion the doings of our loud 
ignoble quacks and sham-heroes,— what other record can be so 
precious? If English History have nothing to afford us concern- 
ing the Puritan Parliament but vague incoherencies, inconceiva- 
bilities and darkness visible,— English History, in this Editor s 
opinion, must be in a poor way ! 

It has often been a question, Why none of the Dryasdust 
Publishing Societies, the Camden or some other, has gone into 
these D’Ewes’s Mss, in an efficient spirit, and fished-up somewhat 
of them ? Surely it is the office of such Publishing Societies. 
Now when Booksellers are falling irrecoverably into the hand-to- 
mouth system, unable to publish anything that will not repay them 
on the morrow morning ; and in Printed Literature, as elsewhere, 
matters seem hastening pretty fast towards strange consumma- 
tions: who else but the Printing Societies is to do it? They 
should lay aside vain Twaddle and Dilettantism, and address them- 
selves to their function by real Labour and Insight, as above 
hinted, — of which, alas, there is at present little hope! 

Unhappily the Publishing Societies, generally speaking, are 
hitherto ‘Dryasdust' ones; almost a fresh nuisance rather than 
otherwise. They rarely spend labour on a business, rarely insight ; 
they consider that sham-labour, and a twilight of ignorance and 
buzzard stupidity, backed by prurient desire for distinction, with 
the subscription of a guinea a year, will do the turn. It is a fatal 
mistake! Accordingly the Books they print, intending them 
apparently to be read by some class of human creatures, are 
wonderful. Alas, they have not the slightest talent for knowing, 
first of all, what not to print; what, as a thing dead, and incapable 
of ever interesting or profiting a human creature more, ought 
not to be printed again, to steal away the valuable cash, and 
the invaluable time and patience of any man again! It is too 
bad. How sorrowful to see a mass of printed Publishings and 
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Eepublishings, all in clear white paper, bound in cloth and gold 
lettered; concerning which yon haye to acknowledge that there 
should amtlieT artist be appointed to go in the rear of them, to 
fork them swiftly into the oven, and save all men’s resources from 
one kind of waste at least. Mr. Chadwick proposes that sweepers 
shall go in the rear of all horses in London, and instantly sweep-up 
their offal, before it be trampled abroad over the pavement to 
general offence. Yes; but what sweeper shall follow the Dryasdust 
Printing Societies, the Authors, Publishers, and other Prurient- 
Stupids of this intellectual Metropolis, who are rising to a great 
height at present! Horse-offal, say Chadwick and the Philan- 
thropists very justly, if not at once swept-up, is trampled abroad 
over the pavements, into the sewers, into the atmosphere, into 
the very lungs and hearts of the citizens : Good Heavens, and to 
think of Author-offal, and how is trampled into the very souls 
of men; and how the rains and the trunkmakers do not get it 
abolished for years on years, in some instances I 
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OCCASIONAL DISCOURSE ON THE NIGGER 
QUESTION.! 

The following Occasional Discourse, delivered by we know not whom, 
and of date seemingly above a year back, may perhaps be welcome to 
here and there a speculative reader. It comes to us, — ^no speaker named, 
no time or place assigned, no commentary of any sort given, — in the 
handwriting of the so-called Doctor,” properly “ Absconded Reporter,” 
Dr. Phelim M‘ Quirk, whose singular powers of reporting, and also whoso 
debts, extravagancies and sorrowful insidious finance-operations, now 
winded-up by a sudden disappearance, to the grief of many poor trades- 
people, are making too much noise in the police-offices at present 1 Of 
M‘ Quirk’s composition we by no means suppose it to be; but from 

Quirk, as the last traceable source, it conies tons; — offered, in fact, 
by his respectable unfortunate landlady, desirous to make-up part of her 
losses in this way. 

To absconded reporters who bilk their lodgings, we have of course no 
account to give ; but if the Speaker be of any eminence or substantiality, 
and feel himself aggrieved by the transaction, let him understand that 
such, and such only, is our connection ..vith him or his affairs. As the 
Colonial and Negro Question is still alive, and likely to grow livelier for 
some time, we have accepted the Article, at a cheap market-rate; and 
give it publicity, without in the least committing ourselves to the strange 
doctrines and notions shadowed forth in it. Doctrines and notions 
which, we rather suspect, are pretty much in a “ minority of one,” in 
the present era of the world! Here, sure enough, are peculiar views 
of the Eights of Negroes; involving, it is probable, peculiar ditto of 
innumerable other rights, duties, expectations, wrongs and disappoint- 
ments, much argued of, by logic and by grape-shot, in these emancipated 
epochs of the human mind 1 — Silence now, however ; and let the Speaker 
himself enter. 

1 First printed in Fraser's Magazine, December 1849 ; reprinted in the form 
of a separate Pamphlet, London, 1853. 
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My Philantliropic Friends,— It is my painful duty to address 
some words to you, this eyening, on the Rights of Negroes. 
Taking, as we hope we do, an extensive survey of social affairs, 
which we find all in a state of the frightfulest embroilment, and 
as it were of inextricable final bankruptcy, just at present; and 
being desirous to adjust ourselves in that huge upbreak, and un- 
utterable welter of tumbling ruins, and to see well that our grand 
proposed Association of Associations, the Universal Abolition- 
of-Pain Association, which is meant to be the consummate 
golden flower and summary of modern Philanthropisms all in one, 
do not issue as a universal Sluggard-and-Scoundrel Protection 
Society,” — we have judged that, before constituting ourselves, it 
would be very proper to commune earnestly with one another, 
and discourse together on the leading elements of our great 
Problem, which surely is one of the greatest. With this view the 
Council has decided, both that the Negro Question, as lying at 
the bottom, was to be the first handled, and if possible the first 
settled; and then also, what was of much more questionable 
wisdom, that — that, in short, I was to be Speaker on the occasion. 
An honourable duty; yet, as i said, a painful one ! — Well, you shall 
hear what I have to say on the matter ; and probably you will 
not in the least like it. 

West-Indian affairs, as we all know, and as some of us know to 
our cost, are in a rather troublous condition this good while. In 
regard to West-Indian affairs, however, Lord John Russell is able 
to comfort us with one fact, indisputable where so many are 
dubious, That the Negroes are all very happy and doing well. 
A fact very comfortable indeed. West-Indian Whites, it is ad- 
mitted, are far enough from happy; West-Indian Colonies not 
unlike sinking wholly into ruin : at home too, the British Whites 
are rather badly off; several millions of them hanging on the 
verge of continual famine; and in single towns,. many thousands 
of them very sore put to it, at this time, not to live"*"^W ell ” or as 
a man should, in any sense temporal or spiritual, but to liv§^‘'ffefe«« 
all ; — these, again, are uncomfortable facts ; and they are extremely 
extensive and important ones. But, thank Heaven, our interesting 
Black population, — equalling almost in number of heads one of 
the Ridings of Yorkshire, and in worth (in quantity of intellect, 
faculty, docility, energy, and available human valour and value) 
perhaps one of the streets of Seven Dials, — are all doing remark- 
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ably well. Sweet 'blighted lilies” — as the American ' epitaph on 
the Nigger child has it —sweet blighted lilies, they are holding-iip 
their heads again I How pleasant, in the universal bankruptcy 
abroad, and dim dreary stagnancy at home, as if for England too 
there remained nothing but to suppress Chartist riots, banish 
united Irishmen, vote the supplies, and wq.it with arms crossed till 
black Anarchy and Social Death devoured us also, as it has done 
the others; how pleasant to have always this fact to fali-back 
upon: Our beautiful Black darlings are at last happy; with little 
labour except to the teeth, which surely, in those excellent horse- 
jaws of theirs, will not fail I 

Exeter Hall, my philanthropic friends, has had its way in this 
matter. The Twenty Millions, a mere trifle despatched with a 
single dash of the pen, are paid ; and far over the sea, we have a 
few black j)ersons rendered extremely “free” indeed. Sitting 
yonder with their beautiful muzzles up to the ears in pumpkins, 
imbibing sweet pulps and juices; the grinder and incisor teeth 
ready for ever new work, and the pumpkins cheap as grass in those 
.rich climates: while the sugar-crops rot round them uncut, 
because labour cannot be hired, so cheap are the pumpkins ; — and 
at home we are but required to rasp from the breakfast-loaves of 
our own English labourers some slight “ differential sugar-duties,” 
and lend a poor half-million or a few poor millions now and then, 
to keep that beautiful state of matters going on. A state of 
matters lovely to contemplate, in these emancipated epochs of the 
human mind ; which has earned us not only the praises of Exeter 
Hall, and loud long-eared hallelujahs of laudatory psalmody from 
the Friends of Freedom everywhere, but lasting favour (it is hoped) 
from the Heavenly Powers themselves ; — and which may, at least, 
justly appeal to the Heavenly Powers, and ask them, If ever in 
terrestrial procedure they saw the match of it ? Certainly in the 
past history of the human species it has no parallel: nor, one 
hopes, will it have in the future. \Somc emotion in the audience; 
%Dhich the Chairman suppressed^l 

Sunk in deep froth-oceans of “Benevolence,” “Fraternity,” 
“Emancipation-principle,” “Christian Philanthropy,” and other 
most amiable-looking, but most baseless, and in the end baleful 
and all-bewildering jargon, — sad product of a sceptical Eighteenth 
Century, and of poor human hearts left deetitnte of any earnest 
guidance, and disbelieving that there ever was any, Christian or 
Heathen, and reduced to believe in rosepink Sentimentalism alone, 
Misc. III. H H 
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and to cultiyate tlie same under its Christian, Antichristian, Broad- 
brimmed, Brutus-headed, and other forms, — has not the human 
species gone strange roads, during that period ? And poor Exeter 
Hall, cultivating the Broad-brimmed form of Christian Senti- 
mentalism, and long talking and bleating and braying in that 
strain, has it not worked-out results? Our West-Indian Legis- 
latings, with their spoutings, anti-spoutings, and interminable 
jangle and babble; our Twenty millions down on the nail for 
Blacks of our own; Thirty gradual millions more, and many 
brave British lives to boot, in watcbing Blacks of other people's; 
and now at last our ruined sugar-estates, differential sugar-duties, 
immigration loan, ’’ and beautiful Blacks sitting there up to the 
ears in pumpkins, and doleful Whites sitting here without pota- 
toes to eat : never till now, I think, did the sun look-down on such 
a jumble of human nonsenses ;— of which, with the two hot nights 
of the Missing-Despatch Debate,^ God grant that the measure 
might now at last be full 1 But no, it is not yet full; we have a 
long way to travel hack, and terrible flounderings to make, and in 
fact an immense load of nonsense to dislodge from our poor heads, 
and manifold cobwebs to rend from our poor eyes, before we get 
into the road again, and can begin to act as serious men that have 
work to do in this Universe, and no longer as windy sentimentalists 
that merely have speeches to deliver and despatches to write. 0 
Heaven, in West-Indian matters, and in all manner of matters, it 
is so with us : the more is the sorrow 1—^ 

The West Indies, it appears, are short of labour; as indeed is 
very conceivable in those circumstances. Where a Black jnan, by 
working about half-an-hour a-day (such is the calculation), can 
supply himself, by aid of sun and soil, with as much pumpkin as 
will suffice, he is likely to be a little stiff to raise into hard work I 
Supply and demand, which, science says, should be brought to bear 
on him, have an uphill task of it with such a man. Strong sun 
supplies itself gratis, rich soil in those unpeopled or half-peopled 
regions almost gratis; these are M$ ‘'supply;" and half-an-hour 
a-day, directed upon these, will produce pumpkin, which is his 
" demand." The fortunate Black man, very swiftly does he settle 

2 Does any reader now remember it ? A cloudy reminiscence of some such 
thing, and of noise in the Newspapers upon it, remains with' ns, — fast hasten- 
ing to abolition for everybody, {Note of 1849.)— This Missing-Despatch 
Debate, what on earth was it ? {Note i^.1853.) 
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Ms account with supply and demand : — not so swiftly the less 
fortunate White man of those tropical localities. A bad case, his, 
just now. He himself cannot work) and his black neighbour, rich 
in pumpkin, is in no haste to help him. Sunk to the ears in 
pumpkin, imbibing saccharine juices, and much at his ease in the 
Creation, he can listen to the less fortunate white man s demand/' 
and take his own time in supplying it. Higher wages, massa; 
higher, for your cane-crop cannot wait ; still higher, — till no con- 
ceivable opulence of cane-crop will cover such wages. In Deme- 
rara, as I read in the Blue-book of last year, the cane-crop, far 
and wide, stands rotting; the fortunate black gentlemen, stx'ong 
in their pumpkins, having all struck till the ''demand" rise 
a little. Sweet blighted lilies, now getting-up their heads 
again! 

Science, however, has a remedy still. Since the demand is so 
pressing, and the supply so inadequate (equal in fact %o notMng in 
some places, as appears), increase the supply; bring more Blacks 
into the labour-market, then will the rate fall, says science. Not 
the least surprising part of our West-Indian policy is this recipe 
of "immigration;" of keeping-down the labour-market in those 
islands by importing new Africans to labour and live there, If the 
Africans that are already there could he made to lay-down their 
pumpkins, and labour for their living, there are already Africans 
enough. If the new Africans, after labouring a little, take to 
pumpkins like the others, what remedy is there? To hring-in 
new and ever new Africans, say you, till pumpkins themselves 
grow dear ; till the country is crowded with Africans ; and black 
men there, like white men here, are forced by hunger to labour for 
their living? That will he a consummation. To have "emanci- 
pated" the West Indies into a Black Ireland; "free" indeed, but 
an Ireland, and Black 1 The world may yet see prodigies ; and 
reality he stranger than a nightmare dream. 

Our own white or sallow Ireland, sluttishly starving from age 
to age on its act-of-parliament " freedom," was hitherto the flower 
of mismanagement among the nations: but what will this be to 
a Negro Ireland, with pumpkins themselves fallen scarce like 
potatoes 1 Imagination cannot fathom such an object; the belly of 
Chaos never held the like. The human mind, in its wide wander- 
ings, has not dreamt yet of such a "freedom" as that will be. 
Towards that, if Exeter Hall and science of supply-and-demand are 
to continue our guides in the matter, we are daily travelling, and 
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even struggling, %vltlx loans of lialf-a-million and suchlike, to 
accelerate ourselves. 

Truly, my philanthropic friends, Exeter-Hall Philanthropy is 
•wonderful. And the Social Science,^ — not a ‘'gay science,"' but a 
rueful,— which finds the secret of this Universe in “ supply and 
demand,'Vand reduces the duty of human governors to that of 
letting men alone, is also wonderful. Not a “ gay science," I should 
say, like some we have heard of; no, a dreary, desolate, and indeed 
quite abject and distressing one ; what we might call, by way of 
eminence, the dismal science. These two, Exeter-Hall Philanthropy 
and the Dismal Science, led by any sacred cause of Black Emanci- 
pation, or the like, to fall in love and make a wedding of it,— will 
give birth to progenies and prodigies ; dark extensive moon-calves, 
unnamable abortions, wide-coiled monstrosities, such as the world 
has not seen hitherto I llm7''€ased emotion ^ again snppq-'esBed ly the 
Chairman^ 

In fact, it will behove us of this English nation to overhaul our 
West-Indian procedure from top to bottom, and ascertain a little 
better what it is that Fact and Nature demand of us, and what 
only Exeter Hall wedded to the Dismal Science demands. To the 
former set of demands we will endeavour, at our peril, — and worse 
peril than our purse's, at our soul's peril, — to give all obedience. 
To the latter we will very frequently demur, and try if we cannot 
stop short where they contradict the former, — and especially iefore 
arriving at the black throat of ruin, whither they appear to be 
leading us. Alas, in many other provinces besides the West Indian, 
that unhappy wedlock of Philanthropic Liberalism and the Dismal 
Science has engendered such all-enveloping delusions, of the moon- 
calf sort, and wrought huge woe for us, and for the poor civilised 
world, in these days 1 And sore will be the battle with said moon- 
calves; and terrible the struggle to return out of our delusions, 
floating rapidly on which, not the West Indies alone, but Europe 
generally, is nearing the Niagara Falls. [Here varions persons, in 
an agitated manner, with an air of indignation, left the room ; 
esjoccicUly one rcry tall gentleman in %ohite trottsers, vjJiose hoots 
crealced much. The President, in a resolved voice, vnth a looh of 
official rigour, whatever his oum private feelings might he, enjoined 
“ Sileoice, Silence ! " The meeting again sat motionless,] 

My philanthropic friends, can you discern no fixed headlands in 
this wide- weltering deluge, of benevolent twaddle and revolutionary 
grape-shot, that has burst-forth on us; no sure bearings at all ? Fact 
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and Nature, it seems to me, say a few words to us, if happily we have 
sfcill an ear for Fact and Nature. Let us listen a little and 

And first, with regard to the West Indies, it may be laid-down 
as a principle, which no eloquence in Exeter Hall, or Westminster 
Hall, or elsewhere, can invalidate or hide, except for a short time 
only, That no Black man who will not wmrk according to what 
ability the gods have given him for working, has the smallest right 
to eat pumpkin, or to any fraction of land that will grow pumpkin, 
however plentiful such land may be; but has an indisputable and 
perpetual right to be compelled, by the real proprietors, of said 
land, to do competent work for his living. This is the everlasting 
duty of all men, black or white, who are born into this world. To 
do competent work, to labour honestly according to the ability 
given them; for that and for no other purpose was each one of us 
sent into this world; and woe is to every man who, by friend or 
by foe, is prevented from fulfilling this the end of his being. That 
is the "'unhappy^' lot: lot equally unhappy cannot otherwise be 
provided for man. Whatsoever prohibits or prevents a man from 
this his sacred appointment to labour while he lives on earth, — that, 
I say, is the man’s deadliest enemy; and all men are called upon to 
do what is in their power or opportunity towards delivering him 
from that. If it be his own indolence that prevents and prohibits 
him, then his own indolence is the enemy he must be delivered 
from: and the first ''right” he has, — poor indolent blockhead, 
black or white, — is, That every ^mprohibited man, whatsoever 
wiser, more industrious person may be passing that way, shall 
endeavour to "emancipate” him from his indolence, and by some 
wise means, as I said, compel him, since inducing will not serve, 
to do ^the work he is fit for. Induce him, if you can : yes, sure 
enough, by ail means try what inducement will do ; and indeed 
every coachman and carman knows that secret, without our 
preaching, and applies it to his very horses as the true method : — 
but if your Nigger will not be induced % In that case, it is full 
certain, he must be compelled; should and must; and the tacit 
prayer he makes (unconsciously he, poor blockhead,) to you, and 
to me, and to all the world who are wiser than himself, is, " Compel 
me!” For indeed he must, ov else do and suffer worse, — he as 
'well as we. It were better the work did come out of him! It 
was the meaning of the gods with him and with us, that his gift 
should turn to use in this Creation, and not lie poisoning the 
thoroughfares, as a rotten mass of idleness, agreeable to neither 
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Leaven nor earth. For idleness does, in all cases, inevitably rot, and 
become putrescent and I say deliberately, the very Devil is in it, 

None of you, my friends, have been in Demerara lately, I 
apprehend ? May none of you go till matters mend there a little I 
Under the sky there are uglier sights than perhaps were seen 
hitherto ! Dead corpses, the rotting body of a brother man, whom 
fate or unjust men have killed, this is not a pleasant spectacle; 
but what say you to the dead soul of a man, — in a body which 
still pretends to be vigorously alive, and can drink rum ? An idle 
White gentleman is not pleasant to me; though I confess the real 
work for him is not easy to find, in these our epochs ; and perhaps 
he is seeking, poor soul, and may find at last. But what say you 
to an idle Black gentleman, with his rum-bottle in his hand (for a 
little additional pumpkin you can have red-herrings and rum, in 
Demerara), — rum-bottle in his hand, no breeches on his body, 
pumpkin at discretion, and the fruitfulest region of the earth going 
back to jungle round him ? Such things the sun looks-down upon 
in our fine times ; and I, for one, would rather have no hand in them. 

Yes, this is the eternal law of Nature for a man, my beneficent ^ ^ 
Exeter-Hall friends; this, that he shall be permitted, encouraged, 
and if need be, compelled to do what work the Maker of him has 
intended by the making of him for this world! Not that he 
should eat pumpkin with never such felicity in the West-India 
Islands is, or can be, the blessedness of our Black friend ; but that 
he should do useful work there, according as the gifts have been 
bestowed on him for that. And his own happiness, and that of 
others round him, will alone be possible by his and their getting 
into such a relation that this can be permitted him, and in case of 
need, that this can be compelled him. I beg you to understand 
this; for you seem to have a little forgotten it, and there lie a 
thousand inferences in it, not quite useless for Exeter Hall, at 
present. The idle Black man in the West Indies had, not long 
since, the right, and will again under better form, if it please 
Heaven, have the right (actually the first right of man '' for an 
indolent person) to be compelled to work as he was fit, and to do 
the Maker's will who had cohstructed him with such and such 
capabilities, and prefigurements of capability. And I incessantly 
pray Heaven, all men, the whitest alike and the blackest, the 
richest and the poorest, in other regions of the world, had attained 
precisely the same right, the divine right of being compelled (if 
permitted" will not answer) to do what work they are appointed 
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for, and riot to go idle another minute, in a life which is so short, 
and where idleness so soon runs to putrescence! Alas, we had 
then a perfect world ; and the Millennium, and true Organisation 
of Labour,’’ and reign of complete blessedness, for all workers and 
men, had then arrived,— which in these our own poor distriefs of 
the Planet, as we all lament to know, it is very far from having yet 
done. [More witMratuals; but the rest sitting luitli increased cutteMion^ 



Do I, then, hate the Negro? No; except when the soul is 
killed out of him, I decidedly like poor Quashee; and find him a 
pretty kind of man. With a pennyworth of oil, you can make a 
handsome glossy thing of Quashee, when the soul is not killed in 
him! A swift, supple fellow; a merry-hearted, grinning, dancing, 
singing, affectionate kind of creature, with a great deal of melody 
and amenability in his composition. This certainly is a notable 
fact: The black African, alone of wild-men, can live among men 
civilised. While all manner of Caribs and others pine into annihi^ 
lation in presence of the pale faces, he contrives to continue ; does 
not die of sullen irreconcilable rage, of rum, of brutish laziness 
and darkness, and fated incompatibility with his new place ; but 
lives and multiplies, and evidently means to abide among us, if we 
can find the right regulation for Mm. We shall have to find it; 
we are now engaged in the search ; and have at least discovered 
that of two methods, the old Demerara method, and the new 
Demerara method, neither wdll answer. 

Alas, my friends, I understand well your rage against the poor 
Negro’s slavery; what said rage proceeds from; and have a perfect 
sympathy with it, and even know it by experience. Can the 
oppressor of my black fellow-man be of any use to me in par- 
ticular ? Am I gratified in my mind by the ill-usage of any two- 
or four-legged thing; of any horse or any dog? Not so, I assure 
you. In me too the natural sources of human rage exist more or 
less, and the capability of flying out into "" fiery wrath against 
oppression,” and of signing petitions ; both of which things can be 
done very cheap. Good heavens, if signing petitions would do it, 
if hopping to Eome on one leg would do it, think you it were long 
undone I 

Frightful things are continually told us of Negro slavery, of 
the hardships, bodily and spiritual, suffered by slaves. Much 
exaggerated, and mere exceptional cases, say the opponents. Ex- 
ceptional cases, I answer ; yes, and universal ones I On the whole, 
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hardships, and even oppressions and injustices are not unknown in 
this world; I myself have suffered such, and have not you? It is 
said, Man, of whatever colour, is horn to such, even as the sparks 
fly upwards* For in fact labour, and this is properly what we call 
hardship, misery, &c. (meaning mere ugly labour not yet done), 
labour is not joyous but grievous ; and we have a good deal of it 
to do among us here. We have, simply, to carry the whole world 
and its businesses upon our backs, we poor united Human Species ; 
to carry it, and shove it forward, from day to day, somehow or 
other, among us, or else be ground to powder under it, one and 
all No light task, let me tell you, even if each did his part 
honestly, which each doesn’t by any means. No, only the noble 
lift willingly with their whole strength, at the general burden; 
and in such a crowd, after all your drillings, regulatings, and 
, attempts at equitable distribution, and compulsion, what decep- 
tions are still practicable, what errors are inevitable I Many 
cunning ignoble fellows shirk the labour altogether ; and instead 
, of faithfully lifting at the immeasurable universal handbaiTow with 
, its thousand-million handles, contrive to get on some ledge of it, 
and be lifted 1 

What a story we have heard about all that, not from vague 
rumour since yesterday, but .from inspired prophets, speakers and 
seers, ever since speech began! How the giant willing spirit, 
among white masters, and in the best-regulated families, is so often 
not loaded only but overloaded, crushed-down like an Enceladus ; 
and, all his life, has to have armies of pigmies building tabernacles 
on his chest ; marching composedly over his neck, as if it were a 
highway ; and much amazed if, when they run their straw spear 
into his nostril, he is betrayed into sudden sneezing, and oversets 
some of them. [Soine la%(>gMeT, the spealccr himself looldng terribly 
serious^ My friends, I have come to the sad conclusion that 
SLAVERY, whether established by law, or by law abrogated, exists 
very extensively in this world, in and out of the West Indies ; and, 
in fact, that you cannot abolish slavery by act of parliament, but 
can only abolish the oiame of it, which is very little I 

In the West Indies itself, if you chance to abolish Slavery to 
Men, and in return establish Slavery to the Devil (as we see in 
Demerara), what good, is it ? To save mens bodies, and fill them 
with pumpkins and rum, is a poor task for human benevolence, if 
you have to kill their soul, what soul there was, in the business ! 
Slavery is not easy to. be. abolished^ it will long continue, in 
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spite of acts of parliament. And shall I tell you which is the one 
intolei'able sort of slavery ; the slavery over which the very gods 
weep ? That sort is not rifest in the West Indies ; but, with all 
its sad fruits, prevails in nobler countries. It is the slavery of the 
strong to the weak ; of the great and noble-minded to the small 
and mean! The slavery of Wisdom to Folly. When Folly all 
“ emancipated/' a.nd become supreme, armed with ballot-boxes, uni- 
versal suffrages, and appealing to what Dismal Sciences, Statistics, 
Constitutional Philosophies, and other Fool Gospels it has got 
devised for itself, can say to Wisdom : Be silent, or thou shalt 
repent it ! Suppress thyself, I advise thee ; canst thou not con- 
trive to cease, then ? That also, in some anarchic-constitutional 
epochs, has been seen. When, of high and noble objects, there 
remained, in the market-place of human things, at length none; 
and he that could not make guineas his pursuit, and the applause 
of flunkies his reward, found himself in such a minority as seldom 
was before. 

Minority, I know, there always was : but there are degrees of it, 
down to minority of one, — down to suppression of the unfortunate 
minority, and reducing it to zero, that the flunky-world may have 
peace from it henceforth. The flunky- world has peace ; and descends, 
manipulating its ballot-boxes, Goppock suffrages, and divine con- 
stitutional apparatus ; quoting its Dismal Sciences, Statistics, and 
other satisfactory Gospels and Talmuds, — into the throat of the 
Devil; not bothered by the importunate minority -on the road. 
Did you never hear of Crucify him ! Crucify him ! " That was a 
considerable feat in the suppressing of minorities; and is still 
talked-of on Sundays, — with very little understanding, when I last 
heard of it. My friends, my friends, I fear we are a stupid people; 
and stuffed with such delusions, above all with such immense 
hypocrisies and self-delusions, from our birth upwards, as no people 
were before; God help us I^Emancipated ? Yes, indeed, we are 
emancipated out of several things, and into several things. No 
man, wise or foolish, any longer can control you for good or for 
evil. Foolish Tomkins, foolish Jobson, cannot now singly oppress 
you : but if the Universal Company of the Tomkinses and Jobsons, 
as by law established, can more than ever ? If, on all highways 
and byways, that lead to other than a Tomkins- Jobson winning- 
post, you meet, at the second step, the big, dumb, universal genius 
of Chaos, and are so placidly yet peremptorily taught, ‘'Halt 
here I" There is properly but one slavery in the world. One 
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slavery, in wliicli all otlier slaveries and miseries tliat afflict the 
earth are included ; compared with which the worst West-Indian, 
white, or Hack, or yellow slaveries are a small matter. One slavery 
over which the very gods weep. Other slaveries, women and 
children and stump-orators weep over ; but this is for men and 
gods ! [Sensation ; some, ThoweneT, iooh snuff. 1 

If precisely the Wisest Man were at the top of society, and the 
next-wisest next, and so on till we reached the Demerai'a Nigger 
(from whom downwards, through the horse, &c., there is no question 
hitherto), then were this a perfect world, the extreme maxionum- of 
wisdom produced in it. That is how you might produce your 
maximum, would some god assist. And I can tell you also how 
the mioiimum were producible. Let no man in particular be put 
at the top; let all men be accounted equally wise and worthy, and 
the notion get abroad that anybody or nobody will do well enough 
at the top ; that money (to which may be added success in stump- 
oratory) is the real symbol of wisdom, and supply-and-demand the 
all-sufficient substitute for command and obedience among two- 
legged animals of the unfeathered class 7 accomplish all those 
remarkable convictions in your thinking department ; and then in 
your practical, as is fit, decide by count of heads, the vote of a 
Demerara Nigger equal and no more to that of a Chancellor 
Bacon : this, I perceive, will (so soon as it is fairly under way, and 
all obstructions left behind) give minimum of wisdom in your 
proceedings. Thus were your minimum producible, — with no God 
needed to assist, nor any Demon even, except the general Demon 
of Ignavia (Un valour), lazy Indifference to the production or non- 
production of such things, which runs in our own blood. Were 
it beautiful, think you? Folly in such millionfold majority, at 
length peaceably supreme in this earth. Advancing on you as the 
huge buffalo-phalanx does in the Western Deserts; or as, on a 
smaller scale, those bristly creatures did in the Country of the 
Gadarenes. Eushing, namely, in wild stampede (the Devil being 
in them, some small fly having stung them), boundless, — one wing 
on that edge of your horizon, the other wing on that, and rearward 
whole tides and oceans of them : — so could Folly rush ; the en- 
lightened public one huge Gadarenes-swinery, tail cocked, snout 
in air, with joyful animating short squeak; fast and ever faster; 
down steep places, — to the sea of Tiberias, and the bottomless cloacas 
of Nature: quenched there, since nowhere sooner. My friends, 
such sight is too sublime, if you are out in it, and are not of it ! — 
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Well, excerpt by Mastership and Servantship, there is no con- 
ceivable deliverance from Tyranny and Slavery. Cosmos is not 
Chaos, simply by this one quality, That it is governed. Where 
wisdom, even approximately, can contrive to govern, all is right, or 
is ever striving to become so; where folly is emancipated,” and 
gets to govern, as it soon will, all is wrong. That is the sad 
fact ; and in other places than Demerara, and in regard to other 
interests than those of sugar-making, we sorrowfully experience 
the same* 

I have to complain that, in these days, the relation of master to 
servant, and of superior to inferior, in all stages of it, is fallen sadly 
out of joint. As may well be, when tlxe very highest stage and 
form of it, which should be the summary of all and the keystone 
of all, is got to such a pass. Kings themselves are grown sham- 
kings; and their subjects very naturally are sham-subjects; with 
mere lip-homage, insincere to their sham-kings;^ — sincere chiefly 
when they get into the streets (as is now our desperate case 
generally in Europe) to shoot them down as nuisances* Royalty 
is terribly gone; and loyalty in consequence has had to go. No 
man reverences another; at the best, each man slaps the other 
good-humouredly on the shoulder, with, “ Hail, fellow ; well met : ” 
— at the worst (which is sure enough to follow such unreasonable 
good-humour, in a world like ours), clutches him by the throat, 
with, '' Tyrannous son of perdition, shall I endure thee, then, and 
thy injustices forever ? We are not yet got to the worst extreme, 
we here in these Isles; but we are well half-way towards it, I 
often think. 

Certainly, by any ballot-box, Jesus Christ goes just as far as 
Judas Iscariot; and with reason, according to the New Gospels, 
Talmuds and Dismal Sciences of these days. Judas looks him in 
the face ; asks proudly, " Am not I as good as thou % Better, 
pei'haps r’ slapping his breeches-pocket, in which is audible the 
cheerful jingle of thirty pieces of silver. ''Thirty of them here, 
thou cowering pauper My philanthropic friends, if there be 
a state of matters under the stars which deserves the name of 
damnable and damned, this I perceive is it 1 Alas, I know well 
whence it came, and how it could not help coming; — and I con- 
tinually pray the gods its errand were done, and it had begun to 
go its ways again. Vain hope, at least for a century to cornel 
And there will be such a sediment of Egyptian mud to sweep 
away, and to fish all human things out of again, once this most 
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sad tliougL salutary deluge is well over, as the human species 
seldom had before. Patience, patience !— 

In fact, without real masters you cannot have servants ; and a 
master is not made by thirty pieces or thirty- million pieces of 
silver ; only a sham-master is so made. The Dismal Science of 
this epoch defines him to be master good enough; but he is not 
such: you can see what kind of master he proves, what kind of 
servants he manages, to have. Accordingly, the state of British 
servantship, of American helpship — I confess to you, my friends, 
if looking out for what was ha^t human and heroic, least lovely to 
the Supreme Powers, I should not go to Carolina at this time ; I 
should sorrowfully stay at home ! Austere philosophers, possessed 
even of cash, have talked to me about the possibility of doing with- 
out servants ; of trying somehow to serve yourself (boot-cleaning 
&c. done by contract), and so escaping from a never-ending w^elter, 
dirtier for your mind than boot-cleaning itself. Of which the 
perpetual fiuctncdion, and change from month to month, is pro- 
bably the most inhuman element; the fruitful parent of all else 
that is evil, unendurable and inhuman. A poor Negro over- 
worked on the Cuba sugar-grounds, he is sad to look upon; yet he 
inspires me with sacred pity, and a kind of human respect is not- 
denied him ; him, the hapless brother mortal, performing some- 
thing useful in his day, and only suffering inhumanity, not doing 
it or being it. But with what feelings can I look upon an over-fed 
White Flunky, if I know his ways ? Disloyal, unheroic, this one; 
^'?ihuman in his character, and his work, and his position ; more so 
no creature ever was. Pity is not for him, or not a soft kind of it ; 
nor is any remedy visible, except abolition at no distant date ! He 
is the flower of nomadic servitude, proceeding by month’s warning, 
and free supply-and-demand ; if obedience is not in his heart, 
if chiefly gluttony and mutiny are in his heart, and he has to 
be bribed by high feeding to do the shows of obedience, — what 
can await him, or he prayed for him, among men, except even 
''abolition” ? 

The Duke of Trumps, who sometimes does me the honour of a 
little conversation, owned that the state of his domestic service 
was by no means satisfactory to the human mind. " Five-and- 
" forty of them,” said his Grace; ^'really, I suppose, the cleverest 
"in the market, for there is no limit, to the wages: I often think 
" how many quiet families, all down to the basis of society, I have 
" disturbed, in attracting gradually,, by higher and higher offers, 
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‘'that set of fellows to me;, and what the use of them is when 
“ here 1 I feed them like aldermen, pay them as if they were 
“sages and heroes: — Samuel Johnson^s wages, at the very last 
“and best, as I have heard you say, were 300^. or 500L a year; 
“and Jellysnob, my butler, who indeed is clever, gets, I believe, 
“ more than the highest of these sums. And, shall I own it to you ? 
“ In my young days, with one valet, I had more trouble saved me, 
“ more help afforded me to live, — actually more of my will accom- 
“plished, — than from these forty-five I now get, or ever shall It 
“ is all a serious comedy ; what you call a melancholy sham. Most 
“civil, obsequious, and indeed expert fellows these; but bid one 
“of them step-out of his regulated sphere on your behalf! An 
“ iron law presses on us all here ; on them and on me. In my 
“own house, how much of my will can I have done, dare I propose 
“to have done ? Prudence, on my side, is prescribed by a jealous 
“ and ridiculous point-of-hoiiour attitude on theirs. They lie here 
“more like a troop of foreign soldiers that had invaded me, than a 
“ body of servants I had hired. At free quarters ; we have strict 
“laws of war established between us; they make their salutes, and 
“ do certain bits of specified work, with many becks and scrapings ; 
“but as to service, properly so called — ! — I lead the life of a servant, 
“ sir ; it is I that am a slave ; and often I think of packing the 
“ whole brotherhood of them out of doors one good day, and retir- 
“ ing to furnished lodgings ; but have never done it yet I '' — Such 
was the confession of his Grace. 

For, indeed, in the long-run, it is not possible to buy olecUenee 
with money. You may buy work done with money : from cleaning 
boots to building houses, and to far higher functions, there is much 
work bought with money, and got done in a supportable manner. 
But, mark withal, that is only from a class of supportably wise 
human creatures: from a huge and ever-increasing insupportably 
foolish class of human creatures you cannot buy work in that way ; 
and the attempt in London itself, much more in Demerara, turns 
out a very “ serious comedy ’’ indeed ! Who has not heard of the 
Distressed Needlewomen in these days ? We liave thirty-thousand 
Distressed Needlewomen, — the most of whom cannot sew a reason- 
able stitch; for they are, in fact, Mutinous Serving- maids, who, 
instead of learning to work and to obey, learned to give warning : 
“ Then suit yourself, Ma'am I " Hapless enfranchised White 
Women, who took the “ freedom to serve the Devil with their 
faculties, instead of serving God or man ; hapless souls, they were 
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enfrancliised to a most high degree, and had not the wisdom for 
so ticklish a predicament, — “Then suit yourself, Ma'am — and so 
have tumbled from one stage of folly to the other stage ; and at 
last are on the street, with five hungry senses, and no available 
faculty whatever. Having finger and thumb, they do procui'e a 
needle, and call themselves Distressed Needlewomen, but cannot 
sew at all, I have inquired in the proper places, and find a quite 
passionate demand for women that can sew, — such being unattain- 
able just now. “As well call them Distressed Astronomers as 
“ Distressed Needlewomen I ” said a lady to me ; “ I myself will 
“take three sewing Needlewomen, if you can get them for me 
“ today/' Is not that a sight to set before the curious ? 

Distressed enough, God knows; — ^hut it will require quite other 
remedies to get at the bottom of tluir complaint, I am afraid. 0 
Brothers ! 0 Sisters ! It is for these White Women that my 
heart bleeds and my soul is heavy ; it is for the sight of such mad 
notions and such unblessed doings now all-prevalent among man- 
kind, — alas, it is for such life-theories and such life-practices, and 
ghastly clearstarched life-hypocrisies, playing their part under high 
Heaven, as render these inevitable and unaidahle, — that the world 
of to-day looks black and vile to me, and with all its guineas, in 
the nostril smells badly ! It is not to the West Indies that I run 
first of all; and not thither with “enfranchisement" first of all, 
when I discern what “ enfranchisement " has led to in hopefuler 
localities. I tell you again and again, he or she that will not work, 
and in the anger of the gods cannot be compelled to work, shall die ! 
And not he or she only ; alas, alas, were it the guilty only 1 — But 
as yet we cannot help it; as yet, for a long while, we must be 
patient, and let the Exeter-Hallery and other tragic Tomfoolery 
rave itself out, [Deep silence in the small remnant of audience; — 
the gentlemcm in lohite troii^sers came in again, Ms creaking pcdnfully 
audible in spite of efforts,]^ 

My friends, it is not good to be without a servant in this world ; 
but to be without master, it appears, is a still fataler predicament 
for some. Without a master, in certain cases, you become a Dis- 
tressed Needlewoman, and cannot so much as live. Happy he 
who has found his master, I will say ; if not a good master, then 
some supportable approximation to a good one; for the worst, it 
appears, in some cases, is preferable to none ! 

Happy he who has found a master ; — and now, farther I will say, 
having found, let him well keep him. In -all human relations 
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fermamncy is what I advocate; continual change, is 

what I perceive to be prohibitory of any good whatsoever. Two 
men that have got to cooperate will do well not to quarrel at the 
first cause of offence, and throw-up the concern in disgust, hoping 
to suit themselves better elsewhere. For the most part such hope 
is fallacious ; and they will, on the average, not suit themselves 
better, but only about as well^— and have to begin again lare, 
which loss often repeated becomes immense, and is finally the loss 
of everything, and of their joint enterprise itself. For no mutual 
relation while it continues ** bare,” is yet a human one, or can bring 
blessedness, but is only waiting to become such, — mere new-piled 
crags, which, if you leave them, will at last “ gather moss,” and 
yield some verdure and pasture. 0 my friends, what a remedy 
is this we have, fallen upon, for everything that goes wrong 
between one man and another : Go, then ; I give you a month’s 
warning ! ” What would you think of a sacrament of marriage 
constructed on such principles ? Marriage by the month, — 
why this too has been tried, and is still extensively practised 
in spite of Law and Gospel ; but it is not found to do 1 The 
legislator, the preacher, all rational mortals, answer, No, no 1 ” 
You must marry for longer than a month, and the conti'act 
not so easily revocable, even should mistakes occur, as they some- 
times do. 

I am prepared to maintain against all comers, That in every 
human relation, from that of husband and wife down to that of 
master and servant, nomadism is the bad plan, and continuance the 
good. A thousand times, since I first had servants, it has occurred 
to me, How much better had I servants that were bound to me, 
and to whom I were bound 1 Doubtless it were not easy ; 
doubtless it is now impossible : but if it could be done ! I say, if 
the Black gentleman is born to be a servant, and, in fact, is useful 
in God’s creation only as a servant, then let him hire not by the 
month, but by a very much longer term. That he be “ hired for 
life,” — really here is the essence of the position he now holds ! 
Consider that matter. All else is abuse in it, and this only is 
essence ; — and the abuses must be cleared away. They must and 
shall ! Yes ; and the thing itself seems to offer (its abuses once 
cleared away) a possibility of the most precious kind for the Black 
man and for us. Servants hired for life, or by a contract for a long 
period, and not easily dissoluble ; so and not otherwise would all 
reasonable mortals, Black and White, wish to hire and to be hired 1 
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I invite you to reflect on that; for you will find it true. And if 
true, it is important for us, in reference to this Negro Question 
and some otliers; The Germans say, You must empty-out the 
bathing-tub, but not the baby along with it.’" ‘ Fling-out your dirty"' 
water with all zeal, and set it careering down the kennels ; but try 
if you can keep the little child I 

abuses of slavery, and save the precious 
thing in it: alas, I do not pretend that this is easy, that it can be 
done in a day, or a single generation, or a single century: but I 
do surmise or perceive that it will, by straight methods or by 
circuitous, need to be done (not in the West-Indian regions alone) ; 
and that the one way of helping the Negro at present (Distressed 
Needlewomen &c. being quite out of our reach) -were, by piously 
and strenuously beginning it. Begun it must be, I perceive ; and 
carried on in all regions where servants are born and masters; and 
are not prepared to become Distressed Needlewomen, or Demerara 
Niggers, but to live in some human manner with one another. 
And truly, my friends, with regard to this world-famous Nigger 
Question, — which perhaps is louder than it is big, after all, — I 
would advise you to attack it on that side. Try against the dirty 
water, with an eye to the babyl That will be a quite new 
point of attack; where, it seems to me, some real benefit and 
victory for the poor Negro, might before long be accomplished; 
and something else than Demerara freedom (with its rum-bottle 
and no breeches, — ‘ baby ’ quite gmm down into the kennels !), or 
than American stump-oratory, with mutual exasperation fast rising 
to the desperate pitch, might be possible for philantlmopic men 
and women of the Anglo-Saxon type. Try this ; perhaps the very 
Carolina planter will cooperate with you ; he will, if he has any 
wisdom left in this exasperation ! If he do not, he will do worse ; 
and go a strange road with those Niggers of his. 

By one means or another these enormities we hear of from the 
Slave States, — though I think they are hardly so hideous, any of 
them, as the sight our own Demerara now offers, — must be heard 
of no more. Men will and must summon “ indignation-meetings ” 
about them; and simple persons, — -like Wilhelm Meister’s Felix 
flying at the cook’s throat for plucking pigeons, yet himself seen 
shortly after pelting frogs to death with pebbles that lay handy, 
— will agitate their caucuses, ballot-boxes, dissever the Union, and, 
in short, play the very devil, if these things are not abated, and 
do not go on abating more and more towards perfect abolition. 
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UnjuBt master over servant hired for life is, once for all, and shall 
be, -unendurable to human souls. To cut the tie, and “fling 
Farmer Hodge’s horses quite loose” upon the supply-and-deinand 
principle : that, I will believe, is not the method 1 But by some 
method, by hundredfold restrictions, responsibilities, laws, con- 
ditions, cunning methods, Hodge must be got to treat his horses 
justly, for we cannot stand it longer. And let Hodge think well of 
it, — I mean the American two-footed Hodge, — for there is no other 
salvation for him. And if he would avoid a consummation like 
our Demerara one, I would advise him to know this secret ; which 
our poor Hodge did not know, or would not practise, and so is 
come to such a pass ! — Here is part of my answer to the Hon. 
Hickory Buckskin, a senator in those Southern States, and man of 
really respectable attainments and dimensions, who in his despair 
appears to be entertaining very violent projects now and then, as 
to uniting with our West Indies (under a ATeti? Downing Street)^ 
forming a West-Indian empire, &c. &c, 

^The New Doioning Street, I take it, is at a great distance here ; 
"and we shall wait yet awhile for it, and run good risk of losing 
"all our Colonies before we can discover the way of managing 
"them. On that side do not reckon upon help. At the same 
‘time, I can well understand you should “publicly discuss the 
‘ propriety of severing the Union,” and that the resolution should 
‘ be general “ you will rather die,” &c. A man, having certified 
‘ himself about his trade and post under the sun, is actually called 
‘ upon to “ die ” in vindication of it, if needful ; in defending the 
‘ possibilities he has of carrying it on, and eschewing with it the 
‘ belly of Perdition, when extraneous Insanity is pushing it thither. 

‘ All this I presuppose of you, of men born of your lineage ; and 
‘ have not a woi'd to say against it. 

‘Meanwhile suffer me to say this other thing. You will not 
‘ find Negro Slavery defensible by the mere resolution, never so 
‘ extensive, to defend it. No, there is another condition wanted : 
‘That your relation to the Negroes, in this thing called Slavery 
‘ (with such an emphasis upon the word), be actually fair, just and 
‘according to the facts; — fair, I say, not in the sight of New- 
‘ England platforms, but of God Almighty the Maker of both 
‘Negroes and you. That is the one ground on which men can 
‘take their stand; in the long-run all human causes, and this 
‘cause too, will come to be settled there. Forgive me for saying 
that I do not think you have yet got to that point of perfection 
Misc, III. II 
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‘with your Negro relations; that' there is probably much in them 
^not fair, nor agreeable to the Maker of us, and to the eternal laws 
‘of fact as written in the Negro’s being and in ours. 

‘The advice of advices, therefore, to men so circumstanced were, 
‘ With all diligence make them sol Otherwise than they are 
‘ doomed by Earth and by Heaven, Demerara may be the maddest 
‘remedy, as I think it is a very mad one : but some remedy we 
‘must have; or if none, then destruction and annihilation, by the 
‘ Demerara or a worse method. These things it would behove you 
‘of the Southern States, above all men, to be now thinking of. 
‘How to make the Negro’s position among his White fellow- 
‘ creatures a just one,— the real and genuine expression of what 
‘ commandment the Maker has given to both of you, by making the 
‘ one of you thus and the other so, and putting you in juxtaposition 
‘ on this Earth of His ? That you should cut the ligature, and say, 
‘ “ He has made us equal,” would be saying a palpable falsity, big 
‘with hideous ruin for ail concerned in it: I hope and believe, you, 
‘with our example before you, will say something much better 
‘ than that. But something, very many things, do not hide from 
‘ yourselves, will require to be said I And I do not pretend that it 
‘will be easy or soon done, to get a proper code of laws (and still 
‘ more difficult, a proper system of habits, ways of thinking, for a 
^ basis to such “code”) on the rights of Negroes and Whites. But 
‘ that also, you may depend upon it, has fallen to White men as a 
‘duty; — to you now in the first place, after our sad failure. And 
‘ unless you can do it, be certain, neither will you be able to keep 
‘your Negroes; your portion too will be the Demerara or a worse 
‘ one. This seems to me indubitable. 

‘ Or perhaps you have already begun 1 Persist diligently, if so ; 
‘but at all events, begin ! For example, ought there not to be in 
‘ every Slave State, a fixed legal sum, on paying which, any Black 
‘man was entitled to demand his freedom ? Settle a fair sum ; and 
‘let it stand fixed by law. If the poor Black can, by forethought, 
‘industry, self-denial, accumulate this sum, has he not proved the 
‘actual “freedom” of his soul, to a fair extent: in Gods name, 
‘why will you keep his body captive? It seems to me a well- 
‘ considered law of this kind might do you invaluable service : — 
‘might it not be a real safety-mhe^ and ever-open chimney, for 
‘that down-pressed Slave- world with whatever injustices are still 
‘in it; whereby all the stronger and really worthier elements would 
‘ escape peaceably, as they arose, instead of accumulating there.^ 
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'and convulsing you, as now? Or again, look at the Serfs of the 
‘ Middle Ages : they married and gave in marriage ; nay, they could 
'not even be from their natal soil; had home, family, 

'and a treatment that was human. Many laws, and gradually a 
'whole code of laws, on this matter, could be made ! And will have 
‘to be made; if you would avoid the ugly Demerara issue, or even 
' uglier which may be in store. I can see no other road for you. 
'This new question has arisen, million-voiced: “What are the 
'wages of a Black servant, hired for life by White men?"' This 
' question must be answered, in some not insupportably erroneous 
' way : gods and men are warning you that you must answer it, if 
'you would continue there!' — ^The Hon. Hickory never acknow- 
ledged my letter; but I hope he is getting on with the advice I 
gave him, all the same ! . 

For the rest, I never thought the “rights of Negroes" worth 
much discussing, nor the rights of men in any form; the grand 
point, as I once said, is the mights of men, — what portion of their 
“ rights " they have a chance of getting sorted out, £ind realised, in 
this confused world. We will not go deep into the question here 
about the Negro’s rights. We will give a single glance into it, and 
see, for one thing, how complex it is. 

West-India Islands, still full of waste fertility, produce abundant 
pumpkins : pumpkins, however, you will observe, are not the sole 
requisite for human well-being. No; for a pig they are the one 
thing needful ; but for a man they are only the first of several 
things needful. The first is here ; but the second and remaining, 
how are they to be got? The answer is wide as human society 
itself. Society at large, as instituted in each country of the world, 
is the answer such country has been able to give : Here, in this 
poor country, the rights of man and the mights of man are — such 
and such ! An approximate answer to a question capable only of 
better and better solutions, never of any perfect, or absolutely good 
one. Nay, if we inquire, with much narrower scope, as to the right 
of chief management in cultivating those West-India lands: as to 
the “ right of property " so-called, and of doing what you like with 
your own ? Even this question is abstruse enough. Who it may 
be that has a right to raise pumpkins and other produce on those 
Islands, perhaps none can, except temporarily, decide. The Islands 
are good withal for pepper, for sugar, for sago, arrow-root, for coffee, 
perhaps for cinnamon and precious spices ; things far nobler than 
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pumpkins; and leading towards Commerces, Arts, Polities and 
Social Developments, which alone are the noble product, where 
men (and not pigs with pumpkins) are the parties concerned! 
Well, all this fruit too, fruit spicy and commercial, fruit spiritual 
and celestial, so far beyond the merely pumpkinish and grossly 
terrene, lies in the West-India lands: and the ultimate pro- 
prietorship” of them, — why, I suppose, it will vest in him who 
can the hest educe from them whatever of noble produce they were 
created fit for yielding. He, I compute, is the real ''Vicegerent of 
the Maker” there; in him, better and better chosen, and not in 
another, is the " property ” vested by decree of Heaven’s chancery 
itself! 

. TJp to this time it is the Saxon British mainly; they hitherto 
have cultivated with some manfulness : and when a manfuler class 
of cultivators, stronger, worthier to have such land, abler to bring 
fruit from it, shall make their appearance,— they, doubt it not, by 
fortune of war, and other confused negotiation and vicissitude, will 
be declared by Nature and Fact to le the worthier, and will become 
proprietors, — -perhaps also only for a time. That is the law, I take 
it ; ultimate, supreme, for all lands in all countries under this sky. 
The one perfect eternal proprietor is the Maker who created them : 
the temporary better or worse proprietor is he whom the Maker has 
sent on that mission ; he who the best hitherto can edxice from said 
lands the beneficent gifts the Maker endowed them with ; or, which 
is but another definition of the same person, he who leads hitherto 
the manfulest life on that bit of soil, doing, better than another 
yet found can do, the Eternal Purpose and Supreme Will there. 

And now observe, my friends, it was not Black Quashee, or those 
he represents, that made those West-India Islands what they are, 
or can, by any hypothesis, be considered to have the right of grow- 
ing pumpkins there. For countless ages, since they first mounted 
oozy, on the back of earthquakes, from their dark bed in the Ocean 
deeps, and reeking saluted the tropical Sun, and ever onwards till 
the European white man first saw them some three short centuries 
ago, those Islands had produced mere jungle, savagery, poison- 
reptiles and swamp-malaria : till the white European first saw them, 
they were as if not yet created, — their noble elements of cinnamon, 
sugar, coffee, pepper black and gray, lying all asleep, waiting the 
white enchanter who should say to them, Awake ! Till the end 
of human history and the sounding of the Trump of Doom, they 
might have lain so, had Quashee and the like of him been the on]y„. 
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artists ill the game. Swamps, fe^er-jimgles, maa-eating Caribs, 
rattlesnakes, and reeking waste and putrefaction, this had been the 
produce of them under the incompetent Garibal (what we call 
Cannibal) possessors, till that time ; and Quashee knows, himself, 
whether ever he could have introduced an improvement. Him, 
had he by a miraculous chance been wafted thither, the Caribals 
would have eaten, rolling him as a fat morsel under their tongue; 
for him, till the sounding of the Trump of Doom, the rattlesnakes 
and savageries would have held-on their way. It was not he, then ; 
it was another than he ! Never by art of his could one pump- 
kin have grown there to solace any human throat ; nothing hut 
savagery and reeking putrefaction could have grown there. These 
plentiful pumpkins, I say therefore, are not his : no, they are 
another’s ; they are his only under conditions. Conditions which 
Exeter Hall, for the pi'esent, has forgotten ; but which Nature and 
the Eternal Powers have by no manner of means forgotten, but do 
at all moments keep in mind ; and, at the right moment, will, with 
the due impressiveness, perhaps in a rather terrible manner, bring 
again to our mind also I 

If Quashee will not honestly aid in bringing-out those sugars, 
cinnamons and nobler products of the West-Indian Islands, for the 
benefit of all mankind, then I say neither will the Powers permit 
Quashee to continue growing pumpkins there for his own lazy 
benefit ; but will shear him out, by and by, like a lazy gourd over- 
shadowing rich ground; him and all that partake with him, — 
perhaps in a very terrible manner. For, under favour of Exeter 
Hall, the 'terrible manner” is not yet quite extinct with the 
Destinies in this Universe; nor will it quite cease, I apprehend, 
for soft souwder or philanthropic stump-oratory now or henceforth. 
No; the gods wish besides pumpkins, that spices and valuable 
products be grown in their West Indies; thus much they have 
declared in so making the West Indies : — infinitely more they wish, 
that manful industrious men occupy their West Indies, not indolent 
two-legged cattle, however ‘"happy” over their abundant pump- 
kins I Both these things, we may be assured, the immortal gods 
have decided upon, passed their eternal Act of Parliament for : and 
both of them, though all terrestrial Parliaments and entities oppose 
it to the death, shall be done. Quashee, if he will not help in 
bringing-out the spices, will get himself made a slave again (which 
state will he a little less ugly than his present one), and with bene- 
ficent whip, since other methods avail not, will be compelled to work. 
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Or, alas, let bim look across to Haiti, and trace a far sterner 
prophecy ! Let Mm, by his ugliness, idleness, rebellion, banish all 
White men from the West Indies, and make it all one Haiti, — - 
with little or no sugar growing, black Peter exterminating black 
Paul, and where a garden of the Hesperides might be, nothing but 
a tropical dog-kennel and pestiferous jungle, — does he think that 
will forever continue pleasant to gods and men? I see men, the 
rose-pink cant all peeled away from them, land one day on those 
black coasts ; men se7it by the Laws of this Universe, and inexor- 
able Course of Things ; men hungry for gold, remorseless, fierce as 
the old Buccaneers were;— and a doom for Quashee which I had 
rather not contemplate! The gods are long-suffering; but the 
law from the beginning was. He that will not work shall perish 
from the earth ; and the patience of the gods has limits ! 

Before the West Indies could grow a pumpkin for any Negro, 
how much European heroism had to spend itself in obscure battle ; 
to sink, in mortal agony, before the jungles, the putrescences and 
waste savageries could become arable, and the Devils be in some 
measure chained there 1 The West Indies grow pine-apples, and 
sweet fruits, and spices ; we hope they will one day grow beautiful 
Heroic human Lives too, which is surely the ultimate object they 
were made for : beautiful souls and brave ; sages, poets, wbat not ; 
making the Earth nobler round them, as their kindred from of old 
have been doing ; time “ splinters of the old Harz Rock ; heroic 
white men, worthy to be called old Saxons, browned v/ith a 
mahogany tint in those new climates and conditions. But under 
the soil of Jamaica, before it could even produce spices or any 
pumpkin, the hones of many thousand British men had to be laid. 
Brave Colonel Fortescue, brave Colonel Sedgwick, brave Colonel 
Brayne, — the dust of many thousand strong old English hearts 
lies there; worn-down swiftly in frightful travail, chaining the 
Devils, which were manifold. Heroic Blake contributed a bit of 
his life to that Jamaica. A bit of the great Protectors own life 
lies there; beneath those pumpkins lies a bit of the life that was 
Oliver Cromweirs. How the great Protector would have rejoiced 
to think, that all this was to issue in growing pumpkins to keep 
Quashee in a comfortably idle condition! No; that is not the 
ultimate issue ; not that. 

The West-Indian Whites, so soon as this bewilderment of 
philanthropic and other jargon abates from them, and their poor 
eyes get to discern a little what the Facts are and what the Laws 
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are, will strike into another course, I apprehend! I apprehend 
they will, as a preliminary, resolutely refiLse to permit the Black 
man any privilege whatever of pumpkins till he agree for work in 
return. Not a square inch of soil in those fruitful Isles, pui'chased 
by British blood, shall any Black man hold to grow pumpkins for 
him, except on terms that ai*e fair towards Britain. Fair ; see 
that they be not unfair, not towards ourselves, and still more, not 
towards him. For injustice is former accursed: and precisely our 
unfairness towards the enslaved Black man has, — by inevitable 
revulsion and fated turn of the wheel, — brought about these 
present confusions. 

Fair towards Britain it will be, that Quashee give work for 
privilege to grow pumpkins. Not a pumpkin, Quashee, not a 
square yard of soil, till you agree to do the State so many days 
of service. Annually that soil will grow you pumpkins ; but 
annually also, without fail, shall you, for the owner thereof, do your 
appointed days of labour. The State has plenty of waste soil; 
but the State will religiously give you none of it on other terms. 
The State wants sugar from these Islands, and means to have it ; 
wants virtuous industry in these Islands, and must have it. The 
State demands of you such service as will bring these results, this 
latter result which includes all. Not a Black Ireland, by immigra- 
tion, and boundless black supply for the demand ; not that, — may 
the gods forbid ! — but a regulated West Indies, wuth black working 
population in adequate numbers; all “happy,” if they find it 
possible; and not entirely unbeautiful to gods and men, which 
latter result they must find possible ! All “ happy ” enough ; that 
is to say, all working according to the faculty they have got, 
making a little more divine this Earth which the gods have given 
them. Is there any other “happiness,” — if it be not that of 
pigs fattening daily to the slaughter? So will the State speak 
by and by. 

Any poor idle Black man, any idle White man, rich or poor, 
is a mere eye-sorrow to the State ; a perpetual blister on the skin 
of the State. The State is taking measures, some of them rather 
extensive, in Europe at this very time, and already, as in Paris, 
Berlin and elsewhere, rather tremendous measures, to get its rich 
white men set to work; for alas, they also have long sat Negro- 
like up to the ears in pumpkin, regardless of ' work,’ and of a 
world all going to waste for their idleness 1 Extensive measures, 
I say; and already (as, in all European lands, this scandalous Year 
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of sfcreet-lbarricacles and fugitive sliani-kings exhibits) tmiiendous 
measures ; for the thing is urgent to be done. 

The thing must be done everywhere ; must is the word. Only 
it is so terribly difficult to do ; and will take generations yet, this 
of getting our rich European white men ' set to work ' ! But yours 
in the West Indies, my obscure Black friends, your work, and the 
getting of you set to it, is a simple affair ; and by diligence, the 
West“Indian legislatures, and Eoyal governors, setting their faces 
fairly to the problem, will get it done. You are not ‘slaves' 
now; nor do I wish, if it can be avoided, to see you slaves again: 
but decidedly you will have to be servants to those that are born 
wiser than you, that are born lords of you ; servants to the Whites, 
if they are (as what mortal can doubt they are 1) born wiser than 
you. That, you may depend on it, my obscure Black friends, is 
and was always the Law of the World, for you and for all men : 
To be servants, the more foolish of us to the more wise; and only 
sorrow, futility and disappointment will betide both, till both in 
some approximate degree get to conform to the same. Heaven's 
laws are not repealable by Earth, however Earth may try, — and 
it has been trying hard, in some directions, of late! I say, no 
well-being, and in the end no being at all,- will be possible for you 
or us, if the law of Heaven is not complied with. And if ‘slave ’ 
mean essentially ‘ servant hired for life,'— for life, or by a contract 
of long continuance and not easily dissoluble, — I ask once more, 
Whether, in all human things, the ‘ contract of long continuance ’ 
is not precisely the contract to be desired, were the right terms 
once found for it? Servant hired for life, were the right terms 
once found, which I do not pretend they are, seems to me much 
preferable to servant hired for the month, or by contract dissoluble 
in a day. What that amounts to, we have known, and our thirty- 
thousand Distressed Astronomers have known; and we don't 
want that! {Some assent in the small remnant of an audience, 
“ Silence ! " from the Chair. ^ 

To state articulately, and put into practical Lawbooks, what on 
all sides is fair from the West-Indian White to the West-Indian 
Black ; what relations the Eternal Maker has established between 
these two creatures of His ; what He has written down with 
intricate but ineffaceable record, legible to candid human insight, 
in the respective qualities, strengths, necessities and capabilities 
of each of the two: this, as I told the Hon. Hickory my Carolina 
correspondent, will be a long problem ; only to be solved by con- 
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tinuoiis human endeavour, and earnest effort gradually perfecting 
itself as experience successively yields new light to it. This will 
be to 'find the right terms;’ terms of a contract that will endure, 
and be sanctioned by Heaven, and obtain prosperity on Earth, 
between the two. A long problem, terribly neglected hitherto; — 
whence these West“Indian sorrows, and Exeter- Hall monstrosities, 
just now ! But a problem which must be entered upon, and by 
degrees be completed. A problem which, I think, the English 
People also, if they mean to retain human Colonies, and not Black 
Irelands in addition to the White, cannot begin too soon. What 
are the true relations between Negro and White, their mutual 
duties under the sight of the Maker of them both ; what human 
laws will assist both to comply more and more with these ? The 
solution, only to be gained by earnest endeavour, and sincere 
reading of experience, such as have never yet been bestowed on 
it, is not yet here ; the solution is perhaps still distant. But some 
approximation to it, various real approximations, could be made, 
and must be made : — this of declaring that Negro and White are 
^mrelated, loose from one another, on a footing of perfect equality, 
and subject to no law but that of supply-and-demand according 
to the Dismal Science ; this, which contradicts the palpablest facts, 
is clearly no solution, but a cutting of the knot asunder; and 
every hour we persist in this is leading us towards c^^i^solution 
instead of solution ! 

What, then, is practically to be done by us poor English with 
our Demerara and other blacks? Well, in such a mess as we 
have made there, it is not easy saying what is first to be done ! 
But all this of perfect equality, of cutting quite loose from one 
another; all this, with ‘immigration loan,’ ‘happiness of black 
peasantry,’ and the other melancholy stuff that has followed from 
it, will first of all require to be mdone, and the ground cleared 
of it, by way of preliminary to ‘ doing ’ ! After that there may 
several things be possible. 

Already one hears of Black Adscripti glebw; which seems a 
promising arrangement, one of the first to suggest itself in such 
a complicacy. It appears the Dutch Blacks, in Java, are already 
a kind of Adscripts, after the manner of the old European serfs ; 
bound, by royal authority, to give so many days of work a year. 
Is not this something like a real approximation; the first step 
towards all manner of such ? Wherever, in British territory, there 
exists a Black man, and needful work to the just extent is not 
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to be got out of bim, sucli a la-w, in defect of better, should be 
brought to bear upon said Black man ! How many laws of like 
purport, conceivable some of them, might be brought to bear upon 
the Black man and the White, with all despatch byway of solution 
instead of dissolution to their complicated case just now 1 On the 
whole, it ought to be rendered possible, ought it not, for White men 
to live beside Black men, and in sonae just manner to command 
Black men, and produce West-Indian fruitfulness by means of them ? 
West-Indian fruitfulness will need to be produced. If the English 
cannot find the method for that, they may rest assured there will 
another come (Brother Jonathan or still another) who can. He it 
is whom the gods will bid continue in the West Indies ; bidding 
us ignominiously, Depart, ye quack-ridden, incompetent ! ” — 

One other remark, as to the present Trade in Slaves, and to 
our suppression of the same. If buying of Black war-captives 
in Africa, and bringing them over to the Sugar Islands for sale 
again he, as I think it is, a contradiction of the Laws of this 
Universe, let us heartily pray Heaven to end the practice; let 
us ourselves help Heaven to end it, wherever the opportunity 
is given. If it be the most flagrant and alarming contradiction 
to the said Laws which is now witnessed on this Earth ; so flagrant 
and alarming that a just man cannot exist, and follow his affairs, 

in the same Planet with it ; why, then indeed But is it, 

quite certainly, such? Alas, look at that group of ^msold, un- 
bought, unmarketable Irish ‘‘ free citizens, dying there in the 
ditch, whither my Lord of Eackrent and the constitutional sheriffs 
have evicted them ; or at those divine missionaries,'' of the same 
free country, now traversing, with rags on hack, and child on each 
arm, the principal thoroughfares of London, to tell men what 
'^fieedom" really is; — and admit that there may be doubts on that 
point I But if it is, I say, the most alarming contradiction to the 
said Laws which is now witnessed on this earth; so flagrant a 
contradiction that a just man cannot exist, and follow his affairs, in 
the same Planet with it, then, sure enough, let us, in God's name, 
fling-aside all our affairs, and hasten out to put an end to it, as the 
first thing the Heavens want us to do. By all manner of means. 
This thing done, the Heavens will prosper all other things with us ! 
Not a doubt of it, — provided your premiss be not doubtful 

But now, furthermore, give me leave to ask, Whether the way 
of doing it is this somewhat surprising one, of trying to blockade 
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the continent of Africa itself, and to watch slave-ships along that 
extremely extensive and unwholesome coast? The enterprise is 
very gigantic ; and proves hitherto as futile as any enterjDrise has 
lately done. Certain wise men once, before this, set about confining 
the cuckoo by a big circular wall ; but they could not man^^ge it ! — 
Watch the coast of Africa? That is a very long Coast; good part 
of the Coast of the terraqueous Globe ! And the living centres of 
this slave mischief, the live coals that produce all this world-wide 
smoke, it appears, lie simply in two points, Cuba and Brazil, which 
are perfectly accessible and manageable. 

If the Laws of Heaven do authorise you to keep the whole 
world in a pother about this question; if you really can appeal to 
the Almighty God upon it, and set common interests, and terrestrial 
considerations, and common sense, at defiance in behalf of it, — 
why, in Heaven's name, not go to Cuba and Brazil with a sufficiency 
of Seventy-fours; and signify to those nefarious countries: 
''farious countries, your procedure on the Negro Question is too 
‘'bad; see, of all the solecisms now submitted to on Earth, it is 
“the most alarming and transcendent, and, in fact, is such that a 
“just man cannot follow his affairs any longer in the same Planet 
“ with it. You clearly will not, you nefarious populations, for love 
“or fear, watching or entreaty, respect the rights of the Negro 
“ enough ; — wherefore we here, with our Seventy-fours, are come 
“to be King over you, and will on the spot henceforth see for 
“ourselves that you do it!” 

Why not, if Heaven do send us ? The thing can be done ; easily, 
if you are sure of that proviso. It can be done: it is the way to 
“suppress the Slave-trade;" and so far as yet appears, the one 
way. 

Most thinking people, — if hen-stealing prevail to a plainly un- 
endurable extent, will you station police-officers at every hen-roost; 
and keep them watching and cruising incessantly to and fro over 
the Parish, in the unwholesome dark, at enormous expense, with 
almost no effect ? Or will you not try rather to discover where the 
fox's den is, and kill the fox 1 Which of those two things will you 
do ? Most thinking people, you know the fox and his den ; there 
he is, — kill him, and discharge your cruisers and police-watchers! — 
[Laughter.'] 

0 my friends, I feel there is an immense fund of Human 
Stupidity circulating among us, and much clogging our affairs for 
some time past 1 A certain man has called us, “ of all peoples the 
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wisest in action;’' bat lie added, “ tbe stupidest in speech — and 
it is a sore thing, in these constitutional times, times mainly of 
universal Parliamentary and other Eloquence, that the “speakers" 
have all first to emit, in such tumultuous volumes, their human 
stupor, as the indispensable preliminary, and everywhere we must 
first see that and its results out, before beginning any business. — 
(&jolicit 3£s.) 
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Duelling, in Queen Elizabeth’s reign, was very prevalent; nor 
has it abated in King James's. It is one of the sincerities of 
Human Life, which bursts through the thickest-quilted formulas ; 
and in Norse-Pagan, in Christian, New-Ohristian, and all manner 
of ages, will, one way or the other, contrive to show itself. 

A background of wrath, which can be stirred-up to the murder- 
ous infernal pitch, does lie in every man, in every creature ; this is 
a fact which cannot be contradicted which indeed is but another 
phasis of the more general fact, that every one of us is a Self, that 
every one of us calls himself L How can you be a Self, and not 
have tendencies to self-defence 1 This background of wrath, — 
which surely ought to blaze-out as seldom as possible, and then as 
nobly as possible, — may be defined as no other than the general 
radical fire, in its least-elaborated shape, whereof Life itself is 
composed. Its least-elaborated shape, this flash of accursed 
murderous rage; — as the glance of mother's-love, and all inter- 
mediate warmths and energies and genialities, are the same 
element letter elaborated- Certainly the elaboration is an immense 
matter, — indeed, is the whole matter ! But the figure, moreover, 
under which your infernal element itself shall make its appearance, 
nobly or else ignobly, is very significant. From Indian Tomahawks, 
from Irish Shillelahs, from Arkansas Bowie-knives, up to a 
deliberate Norse Holmgang, to any civilised Wager of Battle, the 
distance is great. 

Certain small fractions of events in this kind, which give us a 


^Eoimd recently in Leigh Hunfs Journal, Nos. 1, 3, 6 (Saturday 7th 
December 1850 et seqq.). Said there to be ‘from a Waste-paper Bag’ of mine. 
Apparently some fraction of a cevtobi Mistary (Failure of a History) of James 
L, of which I have indistinct recollections. {Note of 1857.) 


496 


MISCELLANIES, 


direct glance into Human Existence in those days, are perhaps, in 
the dim scarcity of all events that are not dead and torpid, worth 
snatching from the general leaden haze of my erudite friend, and 
saving from bottomless Nox for a while. 


No. L. 

HOLLES OF HAUGHTON. 

John Holies, Esquire, or, to speak properly, Sir John Holies, of 
Haughton, in Notts; the same Sir John whom we saw lately made 
'Comptroller of the Prince’s Household; — an indignant man, not 
without some relation to us here : John Holies indignantly called 
it 'political simony’ this selling of honours ; which indeed it was: 
but what then? It was doable, it was done for others; it was 
desirable to John also, who possessed the requisite cash. He was 
come of London citizens, had got broad lands and manors, Haugh- 
ton, Erby and others; had wealth in abundance, — 'his father used 
to keep a troop of players : ’ he now, in this epoch, for a consider- 
ation of 10,000Z., gets himself made Earl of Clare. We invite our 
readers to look back some two-score years upon his history, and 
notice slightly the following circumstances there. 

John Holies, Esquire, of Haughton, in Notts, a youth of fortune, 
spirit and accomplishment, who had already seen service under the 
Veres, the Frobishers, by land and sea, did in 1 591, in his twenty-sixth 
year, marry his fair neighbour, Anne Stanhope; — Mistress Anne 
Stanhope, daughter of Sir Thomas Stanhope, in those parts, from 
whom innumerable Chesterfields, Harringtons and other Stanhopes 
extant to this very day descend. This fair Anne Stanhope, beauti- 
ful in her fardingales and antiquarian headgear, had been the lady 
of John Holles’s heart in those old times; and he married her, 
thinking it no harm. But the Shrewsbiirys, of Worksop, took 
offence at it. In his father s time, who kept the troop of players 
and did other things, John Holies had been bespoken for a 
daughter of the Shrewsbiirys ; and now here has he gone-over to 
the Stanhopes, enemies of the house of Shrewsbury. Ill blood in 
consequence; ferment of high humours; a Montague- and-Capulet 
business ; the very retainers, on both sides, biting thumbs at one 
another. , ... . 
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Pudsey, a retainer on the Shrewsbury Worksop side, bit his 
thumb at Orme, a retainer on the Holies Haugliton side ; was 
calied-out with drawn rapier; was slain on the spot, like fiery 
Tybalt, and never bit his thumb more. Orme, poor man, was tried 
for murder; but of course the Holleses and the Stanhopes could 
not let him be hanged; they made interest, they fee’d law-counsel, 
” — they smuggled him away to Ireland, and he could not be 
hanged. Whereupon Gervase Markham, a passably loose-tongued, 
loose-living gentleman, sworn squire- of-dames to the Dowager of 
Shrewsbury, took upon himself to say publicly, ‘'That John Holies 
was himself privy to Pudsey's murder ; that John Holies himself, 

if justice were done V* And thereupon John Holies, at 

Haughton, in Notts, special date not given, presumable date 1594 
or ’95, indited this emjDhatic Note, already known to some readers: 

^For Germse 3£ar7cJia7n. 

‘ Whereas you have said that I was guilty of that villany of 
‘ Orme in the death of Pudsey, I affirm that you lie, and lie like a 
‘villain; which I shall be ready to make good upon yourself, or 
‘ upon any gentleman my equal living.— John Holies.’ 

Gervase Markham, called upon in this emphatic way, answered, 
“Yes, he would fight; certainly; — and it should be in Worksop 
Park, on such a day as would suit Holies best.” Worksop Park ; 
locked Park of the Shrewsburys! Holies, being in his sound 
wits, cannot consent to fight there ; and Markham and the world 
silently insinuate, “Are you subject to niceties in your fighting, 
then? Eeadier, after all, with your tongue than with your 
rapier?” These new intolerabilities John Holies had to pocket 
as he could, to keep close in the scabbard, beside his rapier, till 
perhaps a day would come. 

Time went on: John Holies had a son; then, in 1597, a second 
son, Denzil by name. Denzil Holies, Oliver Cromweirs Denzil: 
yes, reader, this is he; come into the world not without omens! 
For at his christening, Lady Stanhope, glad matron, came as 
grandmother and godmother; and Holies, like a dutiful son-in-law, 
escorted her homewards through the Forest again. Forest of 
merry Sherwood, where Robin Hood and others used to inhabit ; 
that way lies their road. And now, riding so toward Shelton 
House, through the glades of Sherwood, whom should they chance 
to meet but Gervase Markham also ambling along, with some few 
in his company ! Here, then, had the hour arrived. 
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Witli sliglit salutation and time of day, the two parties passed 
on : hut Holies, with convenient celerity, took leave of his mother- 
in-law : “Adieu, noble Madam, it is all straight road now T’ 
Waving a fond adieu, Holies gallops back through Sherwood 
glades; overtakes Markham; with brief emphasis, bids him dis- 
mount, and stand upon his guard. And so the rapiers are flashing 
and jingling in the Forest of Sherwood; and two men are flourish- 
ing and fencing, their intents deadly and not charitable. “ Mark- 
ham,” cried Holies, “guard yourself better, or I shall spoil you 
presently ; ” for Markham, thrown into a flurry, fences ill ; in fact, 
rather capers and flourishes than fences; his antagonist standing 
steady in his place the while, supple as an eel, alert as a serpent, 
and with a sting in him too. See, in few passes, our alert Holies 
has ended the capering of Markham; has pierced and spitted him 
through the lower abdominal regions, in very important quarters 
of the body, "coming out at the small of the backM That, 
apparently, will do for Markham; loose-tongued, loose-living 
Gervase Markham lies low, having got enough. Visible to us 
there, in the glades of ancient Sherwood, in the depths of long- 
vanished years ! 0 Dryasdust, was there not a Human Existence 
going-on there too; of hues other than the leaden-hazy? The 
fruit-trees looked all leafy, blossomy, my erudite friend, and the 
Life-tree Igdrasil which fills this Universe ; and they had not yet 
rotted to brown peat I Torpid events shall be simply damnable, 
and continually claim oblivion from all souls; but the smallest 
fractions of events not torpid shall be welcome. John Holies, 
‘with his man Acton,’ leaving Markham in this sated condition, 
ride home to Haughton with questionable thoughts. 

Nevertheless Markham did not die. He was carried home to 
Worksop, pale, hopeless; pierced in important quarters of the 
body: and the Earl of Shrewsbury ‘gathered a hundred retainers 
to apprehend Holies ; ’ and contrariwise the Earl of Sheflield came 
to Haughton with fifty retainers to protect Holies ; — and in the 
mean while Markham began to show symptoms of recovering, and 
the retainers dispersed themselves again. The Doctor declared 

that Markham would live ; but that, — but that Here, we will 

suppose, the Doctor tragi-comically shook his head, pleading the 
imperfections of language I Markham did live long after ; break- 
ing several of the commandments, but keeping one of them it is 
charitably believed. For the rest, having ‘vowed never to eat j 
sapper nor to take, the sacrament’ till he was revenged oF 
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\ Holies, lie did not enjoy either of those consolations in this 
world.^ 

Such doings went forward in Sherwood Forest and in our 
English Life-arena elsewhere; the trees being as yet all green 
and leafy. 


No. IL 



CROYDON RAGES. 

Sardanapalus Hay, and other Scotch favourites of King James, 
have transiently gleamed athwart us; their number is in excess, 
not in defect. These hungry magnificent individuals, of whom 
Sardanapalus Hay is one, and supreme Car another, are an eye- 
sorrow to English subjects; and sour looks, bitter gibes, followed 
by duels within and without the verge, keep his Majesty’s pacifi- 
catory hand in use. How many duels has he soldered-up, with 
difficulty: for the English are of a grim humour when soured; 
and the Scotch too are fierce and proud ; and it is a truculent 
swash-buckler age, ready with its stroke, in whatever else it may 
be wanting. 

Scotch Maxwell, James Maxwell, TJsher of the Black or some 
kind of Eod, did he not, in his insolent sardonic way, of which 
he is capable, take a certain young tastefully dizened English 
gentleman by the bandstring, nay perhaps by the earring and its 
appendage, by some black ribbon in or about the ear ; and so, by 
the ribbon, lead him out from the Royal Presence, — as if he had 
been a nondescript in Natural History; some tame rabbit, of 
unusual size and aspect, with ribbon in its ear 1 Such touches of 
sardonic humour please me little.. The Four Inns of Court were 
in deadly emotion; and fashionable Young England in general 
demanded satisfaction, with a growl that was tremendous enough. 
Sardonic Maxwell had to apologise in the completest manner, — 
and be more wary in future how he led-out fashionable young 
gentlemen. 

Bmti ^acifici, Happy are the peacemakers,” said his Majesty 
always. Good Majesty; shining examples of justice too he is 

2 The above facts are given in Gervase Holles’s Manuscript Memoirs of the 
Family of Holies (in Biograjfhia Britannica, § Holies) ; a Manuscript which 
some of our Dryasdust Societies, ought tp print. 
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prepared to afford; and has a snarl in him which can occasionally 
bite. Of Crichton Lord Sanquhar, from the pleasant valley of 
Nith,— how the Fencing-master accidentally pricked an eye out of 
him, and he forgave it; how, much wrought-upon afterwards, he 
was at last induced to have the Fencing-master assassinated ; — and 
to have himself executed in Palace Yard in consequence, and his 
two assassin servants hanged in Fleet Street ; rough Border serving- 
men of all work, too unregardful of the gallows: of this unad- 
mirable Crichton the whole world heard, not without pity, and 
can still hear.^ 

This of Croydon Paces, too, if we read old Osbourne with reflec- 
tion, will become significant of many things. How the races were 
going on, a new delightful invention of that age; and Croydon 
Heath was populous with multitudes come to see ; and between 
James Eamsay of the Dalhousie Eamsays, and Philip Herbert of 
the Montgomery Herberts, there rose sudden strife ; sharp passages 
of wit,— ending in a sharp stroke of Eamsay' s switch over the 
crown and face of my Lord Montgomery, the great Earl of Pem- 
broke's brother, and [himself capable to be Earl Pembroke ! It is 
a fact of the most astomshing description: undeniable, — though 
the exact date and circumstances will now never be discovered in 
this world It is all vague as cloud, in old Osborne ; lies off or on, 
within sight of Prince Henry's Pageant ; exact date of it never to 
be known. Yet is it well recognisable as distant ill-defined land, 
and no cloud; not dream but astonishing fact. Can the reader 
sufficiently admire at it ? The honourable Philip Herbert, of the 
best blood of England, here is he switched over the crown by an 
accursed Scotch Eamsay ! We hear the swift-stinging descent of 
the ignominious horse-switch ; we see the swift-blazing counte- 
nances of gods and men. 

Instantaneous shriek, as was inevitable, rises near and far : The 
Scotch insolence, Scotch pride and hunger, Scotch damnability I 
And 'a cripple man, with only the use of three fingers/ crooked of 
shape, hot of temper, rode about the field with drawn dagger; 
urging in a shrill manner, that we should prick every Scotch lown 
of them home to their own beggarly country again, or to the Devil, 
— off Croydon Heath, at least. The name of this shrill individual, 
with dagger grasped between two fingers and a thumb, was 'John 
Pinchback ' or Pinchbeck ; and appears here in History, with some- 
thing like golden lustre, for one moment and no more. " Let us" 

^ StaU Tricds, 
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breakfast on tbem at Croydon ” cries Pinchbeck, in a shrill, inspired 
manner; ‘'and sup on them at London!'’ The hour was really 
ominous. But Philip Herbert, beautiful young man, himself of 
infirm temper and given to strokes, stood firmly dissuasive : he is 
in the King s service, how shall he answer it ; he was himself to 
blame withaL And young Edward Sackville is, with his young 
friend Bruce of Kinloss, firmly dissuasive ; it is the Bruce whom 
we saw at the chapel-door, stepping-out a new-made knight, now 
here with Sackville ; dear friends these, not always to be friends I 
But for the present they are firmly dissuasive ; all considerate 
persons are dissuasive. Pinckbeck’s dagger brandishes itself in 
vain. 

Sits the wind so, 0 Pinchbeck ? Sidney’s sister, Pembroke’s 
mother : this is her son, and he stands a switch ? — Yes, my shrill 
crookbacked friend, to avoid huge riot and calamity, he does so; 
and I see a massive nobleness in the man, which thou, egregious 
cock of bantam, wilt never in this world comprehend, but only 
crow over in thy shrill way. Ramsay and the Scots, and all 
^/persons, rode home unharmed that night; and my shrill friend 
gradually composed himself again. Philip Herbert may expect 
knighthoods, lordhoods, court-promotions : neither did his heroic 
mother ' tear her hair,’ I think, to any great extent, — except in the 
imaginations of Osborne, Pinchbeck and suchlike. 

This was the scene of Croydon Races; a fact, and significant 
of many facts, that liangs-out for us like a cloud-island, and is not 
cloud.^ 

No. IIL 

SIR THOMAS DUTTON AND SIR HATTON CHEEK. 

His Majesty, as I perceive in spite of calumnies, "was not a 
' coward ; ’ see how he behaved in the Gowrie Conspiracy and else- 
where. But he knew the value, to all persons, and to all interests 
of persons, of a whole skin; how unthrifty everywhere is any 
solution of continuity, if it can be avoided! He struggled to 
preside pacifically over an age of some ferocity much given to 
wrangling. Peace here, if possible; skins were not made for mere 

4 Francis Osborne’s Traditional Memoriah on the Beign of James the First 
(Reprinted in Sir Walter Scott’s History of the Court of James I. Edinburgh, 
1811), pp. 220-227. 
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slitting and slashing ! Ton that are for war, cannot yon go abroad, 
and fight the Papist Spaniards ? Over in the Netherlands there 
is always fighting enough. You that are of rufHing humour, gather 
your truculent ruffians together; make yourselves colonels over 
them ; go to the Netherlands, and fight your bellyful ! 

Which accordingly many do, earning deathless war-laurels for 
the moment ; and have done, and will continue doing, in those 
generations. Our gallant Veres, Earl of Oxford and the others, 
it has long been their way : gallant Cecil, to be called Earl of 
Wimbledon; gallant Sir John Burroughs, gallant Sir Hatton 
Cheek, — it is still their Deathless military renowns are 

gathered there in this manner ; deathless for the moment. Did 
not Ben Jonson, in his young hard days, bear arms very man- 
fully as a private soldado there ? Ben, who now writes learned 
plays and court-masks as Poet Laureate, served manfully with 
pike and sword there for his groat a day with rations. And once 
when a Spanish soldier came strutting forward between the lines, 
flourishing his weapon, and defying all persons in general, — Ben 
stept forth, as I hear;^ fenced that braggart Spaniard, since no 
other would do it ; and ended by soon slitting him in two, and so 
silencing him ! Ben's war-tuck, to judge by the fl^ourish of his 
pen, must have had a very dangerous stroke in it. 

" Swashbuckler age,' we said ; but the expression was incorrect, 
except as a figure. Bucklers went out fifty years ago, ^ about the 
twentieth of Queen Elizabeth ; ' men do not now swash with them, 
or fight in that way. Iron armour has mostly gone out, except in 
mere pictures of soldiers: King James said, It was an excellent 
invention; you could get no harm in it, and neither could you do 
any. Bucklers, either for horse or foot, are quite gone. Yet old 
Mr. Stowe, good chronicler, can recollect when every gentleman 
had his buckler: and at length every serving-man and City dandy. 
Smithfield, — still a waste field, full of puddles in wet weather, — 
was in those days full of buckler-duels, every Sunday and holiday 
in the dry season; and was called Ruffian's Rig, or some such 
name. 

A man, in those days, bought his buckler, of gilt leathei d 
wood, at the haberdasher's; *hung it over his back, by a Sv p 
fastened to the pommel of his sword in front.' Elegant mbii 
showed what taste, or sense of poetic beauty, was in them, by the 
fashion of their buckler. With Spanish beaver, with starched ruff, 
® Life of Ben Jonson, 
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and elegant Spanish cloak, with elegant buckler hanging at his 
back, a man, if his moustachios and boots were in good order, 
stepped forth with some satisfaction. Full of strange oaths, and 
bearded like the pard; a decidedly truculent-looking figure. Jostle 
him in the street thoroughfares, accidentally splash his boots as you 
pass, — by Heaven, the buckler gets upon his arm, the sword flashes 
in his fist, with oaths enough ; and you too being ready, there is a 
noise ! Clink, clank, death and fury ; all persons gathering round, 
and new” quarrels springing from this one ! And Dogberry comes 
up with the town-guard ? And the shopkeepers hastily close their 
shops ? Nay, it is hardly necessary, says Mr. Howe : these buckler- 
fights amount only to noise, for most part; the jingle of iron 
against tin and painted leather. Riifiling swashers strutting along, 
with big oaths and whiskers, delight to pick a quarrel ; hut the rule 
is, you do not thrust, you do not strike below the waist; and it 
w”as oftenest a dry duel — mere noise, as of working tinsmiths, with 
profane swearing! Empty vapouring bullyrooks and braggarts, 
they encumber the thoroughfares mainly. Dogberry and Verges 
ought to apprehend them. I have seen, in Smithfield on a dry 
holiday, 'thirty of them on a side,’ fighting and hammering as if 
for life ; and was not at the pains ^ to look at them, the blockheads ; 
their noise as the mere heating of old kettles to me ! 

The truth is, serving-men themselves, and City apprentices, had 
got bucklers; and the duels, no death following, ceased to be 
sublime. About fifty years ago, serious men took to fighting with 
rapiers, and the buckler fell away. Holies in Sherwood, as we saw, 
fought with rapier, and he soon spoiled Markham. Rapier and 
dagger especially ; that is a more silent duel, but a terribly serious 
one! Perhaps the reader will like to take a view of one such 
serious duel in those days, and therewith close this desultory 
chapter. 

It was at the siege of Julxers, in the Netherlands wars, of the 
years 1610 ; we give the date, for wars are perpetual, or nearly so, 

® Stowe’s GJironicle^ and Howe’s CoQitmuation, 1024, &c. 

^ Siege began in the latter end of July 1610 ; ended victoriously, 4th Se^^- 
teniber following : principal assaults were, 10th August and 14th August ; in 
one of which this affair of ours must have taken rise. Siege commanded by 
Christian of Anhalt, a famed Protestant Captain of those times. Henri IV. 
of France was assassinated while setting-out for this siege ; Prince Maurice of 
Nassau was there ; ‘ Dutch troops, French, English and German ’ (Branden- 
burgers and Pfalz-Neuburgers chiefly, wrsxis Kaiser Rodolf II, and his unjust 
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in tile Netlierlands. At one of the storm-parties of the siege ot 
Juliers, the gallant Sir Hatton. Cheek, above alluded to, a superior 
officer of the English force which fights there under my Lord Cecil, 
that shall be Wimbledon ; the gallant Sir Hatton, I say, being of 
hot temper, superior officer, and the service a storm-party on some 
bastion or demilune, speaks sharp word of command to Sir Thomas 
Dutton, the officer under him, who also is probably of hot temper 
in this hot moment. Sharp word of command to Dutton; and the 
movement not proceeding rightly, sharp word of rebuke. To which 
Dutton, with kindled voice, answers something sharp; is answered 
still more sharply with voice high-flaming ; — whereat Dutton 
suddenly holds in; says > merely, He is under military duty here, 
but perhaps will not always be so ; '' and rushing forward, does his 
order silently, the best he can. His order done, Dutton straight- 
way lays down his commission ; packs up, that night, and returns 
to England. 

Sir Hatton Cheek prosecutes his work at the siege of Juliers ; 
gallantly assists at the taking of Juliers, triumphant over all the 
bastions and half-moons there ; but hears withal that Dutton is, at 
home in England, defaming him as a choleric tyrant and so forth. 
Dreadful news ; which brings some biliary attack on the gallant 
man, and reduces him to a bed of sickness. Hardly recovered, he 
despatches message to Dutton, That he will request to have the 
pleasure of his company, with arms and seconds ready, on some 
neutral ground, — Calais sands for instance, — at an early day, if 
convenient. Convenient; yes, as dinner to the hungry ! answers 
Dutton; and time, place and circumstances are rapidly enough 
agreed upon. 

And so, on Calais sands, in a winter morning of the year 1610, 
this is what we see, most authentically, through the lapse of dim 
Time. Two gentlemen stript to the shirt and waistband ; in the 
two hands of each a rapier and dagger clutched; their looks 
sufficiently serious 1 The seconds, having stript, equipt, and fairly 
overhauled and certified them, are just about retiring from the 
measured fate-circle, not without indignation that they are forbidden 
to fight. Two gentlemen in this alarming posture ; of whom the 
Universe knows, has known, and will know nothing, except that 



seizure of the Town) ‘ fought with the greatest unity.’ Prelude to the Thirty- 
Years War, and one of the principal sources of it, this Controversy about 
Juliers. (Carl Friedrich Pauli: Allgemeine Freussische BtaaU-GeschicUe, 
4to, IlaHe, 1763, iii. 502-527.) , 
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they were of choleric humour, and assisted in the Netherlands wars I 
They are evidently English human creatures, in the height of 
silent fury, and measured circuit of fate; whom we here audibly 
name once more, Sir Hatton Cheek, Sir Thomas Dutton, knights 
both, soldadoes both. Ill-fated English human creatures, what 
horrible confusion of the Pit is this ? 

Dutton, though in suppressed rage, the seconds about to with- 
draw, will explain some things if a word were granted. "'No 
words,'’ says the other; '"stand on your guard!” brandishing his 
rapier, grasping harder bis dagger. Dutton, now silent too, is on 
his guard. Good Heavens : after some brief flourishing and 
flashing, — the gleam of the swift clear steel playing madly in one's 
eyes, — they, at the first pass, plunge home on one another ; home, 
with beak and claws ; home to the very heart ! Cheek's rapier is 
through Duttons throat from before, and his dagger is through it 
from behind, — the windpipe miraculously missed; and, in the 
same instant, Dutton's rapier is through Cheek’s body from before, 
his dagger through his back from behind, — lungs and life not 
missed ; and the seconds have to advance, ' pull out the four bloody 
weapons,' disengage that hell-embrace of theirs. This is serious 
eT^ough ! Cheek reels, his life fast flowing ; but still rushes rabid 
on Dutton, who merely parries, skips ; till Cheek reels down, dead 
in Ms rage. " He had a bloody burial there that morning,” says 
my ancient friend.^ He will assist no more in the Netherlands or 
other wars. 

Such scene does History disclose, as in sunbeams, as in blazing 
h ell-fix tr, on Calais sands, in the raw winter morning ; then drops 
the blanket of centuries, of everlasting Night, over it, and passes 
on elsewhither. Gallant Sir Hatton Cheek lies buried there, and 
Cecil of Wimbledon, son of Burleigh, will have to seek another 
superior officer. What became of the living Dutton afterwards, I 
have never to this moment had the least hint. 

2 Wilson (in Kennet), ii. 684, 
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[^'Dbar P.j — IJT ot liaving any thing of my own wliicli I conld contri- 
bute (as is my wish and duty) to this pious Adventure of yours, and not 
being able in these busy days to get anything ready, I decide to offer you 
a bit of an Excerpt from that singular Gonspedus of Mnglcmdy hXdj 
written, not yet printed, by Professor Ezechiel Peasemeai, a distinguished 
American friend of mine. Dr. Peasemeai will excuse my printing it 
here. His Conspectus, a work of some extent, has already been crowned 
by the Phi Beta Kappa Society of Buncombe, which includes, as you 
know, the chief thinkers of the Hew World; and it will probably be 
printed entire in their 'Transactions^ one day. Meanwhile let your 
readers have the first taste of it; and much good may it do them and 
you!”— T. C.] 

Music is well said to be the speech of angels; in fact, nothing 
among the utterances allowed to man is felt to be so divine. It 
brings us near to the Infinite ; we look for moments, across the 
cloudy elements, into the eternal Sea of Light, when song leads 
and inspires us. Serious nations, all nations that can still listen to 
the mandate of Nature, have prized song and music as the highest ; 
as a vehicle for worship, for prophecy, and for whatsoever in them 
was divine. Their singer was a votes, admitted to the council of 
the universe, friend of the gods, and choicest benefactor to man. 

Reader, it was actually so in Greek, in Roman, in Moslem, 
Christian, most of all in Old-Hebrew times : and if you look how 
it now is, you will find a change that should astonish you. Good 
Heavens, from a Psalm of Asaph to a seat at the London Opera in 
the Haymarket, what a road have men travelled ! The waste that 
is made in music is probably among the saddest of all our 

3- Keepsake for 1852.-— The 'dear P.* there, I recollect, was my old friend 
Procter (Barry Gornwali) ; and Ms 'pious Adventure’ had reference to that 
same Publication, under touching human circumstances which had lately 
arisen.:';-; 
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squanderings of God’s gifts. Music Las, for a long time past, been 
avowedly mad, divorced from sense and the reality of things; and 
runs about now as an open Bedlamite, for a good many generations 
back, bragging that she has nothing to do with sense and reality, 
but with fiction and delirium only; and stares with unaffected 
amazement, not able to suppress an elegant burst of witty laughter, 
at my suggesting the old fact to her. 

Fact nevertheless it is, forgotten, and fallen ridiculous as it 
may be. Tyrt^us, who had a little music, did not sing Barbers 
of Seville, hut the need of heating hack one’s country’s enemies; a 
most tm& song, to which the hearts of men did burst respt/nsive 
into fiery melody, followed by fiery strokes before long. .Sophocles 
also sang, and showed in grand dramatic rhythm and melody, not 
a fable but a fact, the best he could interpret it ; the judgments 
of Eternal Destiny upon the erring sons of men. iEschylus, 
Sophocles, all noble poets were priests as well ; and sang the tamest 
(■which was also the divinest) they had been privileged to discover 
here below. To ‘ sing the praise of God/ that, you will find, if you 
can interpret old words, and see what new things they mean, was 
always, and will always be, the business of the singer. He who 
forsakes that business, and, wasting our divinest gifts, sings the 
praise of Chaos, what shall we say of him ! 

David, king of J udah, a soul inspired by divine music and much 
other heroism, was wont to pour himself in song; he, with seer’s 
eye and heart, discerned the Godlike amid the Human; struck 
tones that were an echo of the sphere-harmonies, and are still felt 
to be such. Reader, art thou one of a thousand, able still to read 
a Psalm of David, and catch some echo of it through the old dim 
centuries; feeling far off, in thy own heart, what it once was to 
other hearts made as thine? To sing it attempt not, for it is 
impossible in this late time ; only know that it once was sung. 
Then go to the Opera, and hear, with unspeakable reflections, what 
things men now sing I ^ ^ 

Of the Haymarket Opera my account, in fine, is this : Lustres, 
candelabras, painting, gilding at discretion ; a hall as of the Caliph 
Alraschid, or him that commanded the slaves of the Lamp; a hail 
as if fitted-up by the genii, regardless of expense. Upholstery, and 
the outlay of human capital, could do no more. Artists, too, as 
they are called, have been got together from the ends of the world, 
regardless likewise of expense, to do dancing and singing, some of 
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tTiem even geniuses in their craft. One singer in particular, called 
Coletti or some such nsnne, seemed to me, by the cast of his face, 
by the tones of his voice, by his general bearing, so far as I could 
read it, to be a man of deep and ardent sensibilities, of delicate 
intuitions, just sympathies; originally an almost poetic soul, or 
man of genius, as we term it ; stamped by Nature as capable of far 
other work than squalling here, like a blind Samson, to make the 
Philistines sport ! 

Nay, all of them had aptitudes, perhaps of a distinguished kind ; 
and must, by their own and other people’s labour, have got a 
training equal or superior in toilsomeness, earnest assiduity and 
patient travail to what breeds men to the most arduous trades, 
I speak not of kings, grandees, or the like show-figures; but few 
soldiers, judges, men of letters, can have had such pains taken 
with them. The very ballet-girls, with their muslin saucers round 
them, were perhaps little short of miraculous; whirling and spin- 
ning there in strange mad vortexes, and then suddenly fixing 
themselves motionless, each upon her left or right great toe, with 
the other leg stretched out at an angle of ninety degrees, — as if 
you had suddenly pricked, into the floor, by one of their points, a 
pair, or rather a multitudinous cohort, of mad restlessly jumping 
and clipping scissors, and so bidden them rest, with opened blades, 
and stand still, in the Devil’s name ! A truly notable motion ; 
marvellous, almost miraculous, were not the people there so used 
to it. Motion peculiar to the Opera; perhaps the ugliest, and 
surely one of the most difficult, ever taught a female creature in 
this world. Nature abhors it; but Art does at least admit it to 
border on the impossible. One little Cerito, or Taglioni the 
Second, that night when I was there, went bounding from the floor 
as if she had been made of Indian-nibber, or filled with hydrogen 
gas, and inclined by positive levity to bolt through the ceiling; 
perhaps neither Semiramis nor Catherine the Second had bred 
herself so carefully. 

Such talent, and such martyrdom of training, gathered from the 
four winds, was now here, to do its feat and be paid for it. Ee- 
gardless of expense, indeed! The purse of Fortunatus seemed to 
have opened itself, and the divine art of Musical Sound and 
Ehythmic Motion was welcomed with an explosion of all the 
magnificences which the other arts, fine and coarse, could achieve. 
For you are to think of some Eossini or Bellini in the rear of it, 
too: to say nothing of the Stanfields, and bnc+.c n-P 
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macliinists, engineers, enterprisers fit to liave taken Gibraltar, 
written the History of England, or reduced Ireland into Indus- 
trial Eegiments, had they so set their minds to it ! 

Alas, and of all these notable or noticeable human talents, and 
excellent perseverances and energies, backed by mountains of 
wealth, and led by the divine art of Music and Ehythm vouchsafed 
by Heaven to them and us, what was to be the issue here this 
evening ? An hour s amusement, not amusing either, but weari- 
some and dreary, to a high-dizened select populace of male and 
female persons, who seemed to me not much worth amusing! 
Could anyone have pealed into their hearts once, one true thought, 
and glimpse of Self-vision : “ High-dizened, most expensive persons, 
Aristocracy so-called, or Best of the World, beware, beware what 
proofs you are giving here of betterness and bestness I ” And then 
the salutary pang of conscience in reply: '"A select populace, with 
money in its purse, and drilled a little by the posture-master: 
good Heavens! if that were what, here and everywhere in God's 
Creation, I am? And a world all dying because I am, and 
show myself to be, and to have long been, even that? John, 
the carriage, the carriage; swift! Let me go home in silence, 
to reflection, perhaps to sackcloth and ashes 1 '' This, and not 
amusement, would have profited those high-dizened persons. 

Amusement, at any rate, they did not get from Euterpe and 
Melpomene. These two Muses, sent-for regardless of expense, I 
could see, were but the vehicle of a kind of service which I judged 
to be Paphian rather. Young beauties of both sexes used their 
opera-glasses, you could notice, not entirely for looking at the stage. 
And, it must be owned, the light, in this explosion of all the 
upholsteries, and the human fine arts and coarse, was magical ; and 
made your fair one an Armida, — -if you liked her better so. Nay, 
certain old Improper-Females (of quality), in their rouge and jewels, 
even these looked some reminiscence of enchantment ; and I saw this 
and the other lean domestic Dandy, with icy smile on his old worn 
face ; this and the other Marquis Chatabagues, Prince Mahogany, or 
the like foreign Dignitary, tripping into the boxes of said females, 
grinning there awhile, with dyed moustachios and macassar-oil 
graciosity, and then tripping-out again ; — and, in fact, I perceived 
that Coletti and Cerito and the Ehythmic Arts were a mere ac- 
companiment here. 

Wonderful to see; and sad, if you had eyes! Do but think of 
it. Cleopatra threw pearls into her drink, in mere ^Yaste; which 
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was reckoned foolisli of her; But here had the Modern Aristocracy 
of men brought the divinest of its Arts, heavenly Music itself; 
and, piling all the upholsteries and ingenuities that other human 
art could do, had lighted them into a bonfire to illuminate an 
hours flirtation of Chatabagues, Mahogany, and these improper 
persons! Never in Nature had I seen such waste before. 0 
Coletti, you whose inborn melody, once of kindred, as I judged, to 
‘ the Melodies EternaV niight have valiantly weeded-out this and 
the other false thing from the ways of men, and made a bit of 
God s Creation more melodious,^ — they have purchased you away 
from that; chained you to the wheel of Prince Mahogany’s chariot, 
and here you make sport for a macassar Chatabagues and his 
improper-females past the prime of life! Wretched spiritual 
Nigger, 0, if you had some genius, and weie not a born Nigger 
with mere appetite for pumpkin, should you have endured such a 
lot ? I lament for you beyond all other expenses. Other expenses 
are light ; you are the Cleopatra’s pearl that should not have been 
flung into Mahogany’s claret-cup. And Eossini, too, and Mozart 
and Bellini 0 Heavens ! when I think that Music too is con- 

demned to be mad, and to burn herself, to this end, on such a 
funeral pile, — your celestial Opera-house grows dark and infernal 
to me 1 Behind its glitter stalks the shadow of Eternal Death ; 
through it too, I look not ‘ up into the divine eye,’ as Richter has 
it, ‘but down into the bottomless eye-socket’ — not up towards 
God, Heaven, and the Throne of Truth, but too truly down 
towards Falsity, Vacuity, and the dwelling-place of Everlasting 
Despair. ^ ^ ^ 

Good sirs, surely I by no means expect the Opera will abolish 
itself this year or the next. But if you ask me. Why heroes are 
not born now, why heroisms are not done now ? I will answer 
you : It is a world all calculated for strangling of heroisms. At 
every ingress into life, the genius of the world lies in wait for 
heroisms, and by seduction or compulsion unweariediy does its 
utmost to pervert them or extinguish them. Yes ; to its Hells of 
sweating tailors, distressed needlewomen and the like, this Opera 
of yours is the appropriate Heaven 1 Of a truth, if you will read 
a Psalm of Asaph till you understand it, and then come hither 
and hear the Rossini-and-Coletti Psalm, you will find the ages 
have altered a good deal. -se- * 

Nor do I wish all men to become Psalmist Asaphs and fanatic 
Hebrews. Far other is my wish ; far other, and wider, is now my 
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notion of this Univeise. Popnlations of stern faces, stern as any 
Hebrew, but capable withal of bursting into inextinguishable 
laughter on occasion:— do you understand that new and better 
form of character ? Laughter also, if it come frona the heart, is a 
heavenly thing. But^ at least and lowest, I would have you a 
Population abhorring phantasms ; — dhlioximg immracity in ail 
things ; and in your amusements,'’ which are voluntary and not 
compulsory things, abhorring it most impatiently of all. ^ ^ 
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PROJECT OF A NATIONAL EXPIIBITION OF 
SCOTTISH PORTRAITS.! 


[1854] 

To David Laing, Esquire {Fellow of the Society of Antiquanes 
of Scotland)^ Signet Library, Edinburgh. 

.Ay dear Sir, Chelsea, Sd May 1854 

■ With regard to that General Exhibition of Scottish 

Llistorical Portrcdts, it is certain there are many people more 
qualified to speak than I. In fact, it has never been with me 
more than an aspiration; an ardent wish, rather without much 
hope : to make it into an executable project there are needed far 
other capacities and opportunities than mine. However, you shall' 
at once hear what my crude notions on the subject are or have 
been, since you wish it. 

First of all, then, I have to tell you, as a fact of personal 
experience, that in all my poor Historical investigations it has 
been, and always is, one of the most primary wants to procure 
a bodily likeness of the personage inquired after; a good Portrait 
if such exists; failing that, even an indifferent if sincere one. 
In ddoTt, any representation, made by a faithful human creature, 
of that Face and Figure, which he saw with his eyes, and which 
I can never see with mine, is now valuable to me, and much better 
than nc.ne at all. This, which is my own deep experience, I 
believe to be, in a deeper or less deep degree, the universal one ; 
and that every student and reader of History, who strives earnestly 
to conceive for himself what manner of Fact and Man this or 
the other vague Historical Ahw can have been, will, as the first 

1 Printed in Proceedings of the Society of Antiquaries of Scotland, vol. i. 
part 3 (4to, Edinburgh, 1855). 
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and directest indication of all, search eagerly for a Portrait, for 
all the reasonable Portraits there are; and never rest till he have 
made out, if possible, what the man’s natural face was like. 
Often I have found a Portrait superior in real instruction to half- 
a-dozen written ‘Biographies,’ as Biographies are written; — or 
rather, let me say, I have found that the Portrait was as a small 
lighted by which the Biographies could for the first time 

be read, and some human interpretation be made of them; the 
Biographiecl Personage no longer an empty impossible Phantasm, 
or distracting Aggregate of inconsistent rumours — (in which state, 
alas his usual one, he is worth nothing to anybody, except it be 
as a dried thistle for Pedants to thrash, and for men to fly out 
of the way of), — but yielding at last some features which one could 
admit to be human. Next in directness are a man's genuine 
Letters, if he have left any, and you can get to Q'-ead them to the 
bottom: of course, a man's actions are the most complete and 
indubitable stamp of him ; but without these aids, of Portraits and 
Letters, they are in themselves so infinitely abstruse a stamp, and 
so confused by foreign rumour and false tradition of them, as to 
be oftenest undecipherable with certainty. 

This kind of value and interest I may take as the highest pitch 
of interest there is in Historical Portraits ; this, which the zealous 
and studious Historian feels in them : and one may say, all men, 
just in proportion as they are ^ Sistorians^ (which every mortal 
is, who has a memory, and attachments and possessions in the 
Past), will feel something of the same, — every human creature, 
something. So that I suppose there is absolutely nobody so dark 
and dull, and everyway sunk and stupefied, that a Series of His- 
torical Portraits, especially of his native country, would not be 
of real interest to him; — real I mean, as coming from himself 
and bis own heart, not imaginary, and preached-in upon him by 
the Newspapers; which is an important distinction. 

And all this is quite apart from the artistic value of the Portraits 
(which also is a real value, of its sort, especially for some classes, 
however exaggerated it may sometimes be) : all this is a quantity 
to be added to the artistic value, whatever it may be ; and appeals 
to a far deeper and more universal principle in human nature than 
the love of Pictures is. Of which principle some dimmer or clearer 
form may be seen continually active wherever men are ; — in your 
Antiquarian Museum, for example, may be seen, giving very con- 
spicuous proofs of itself, sanctioned more or less by all the world ! 
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If one would buy an indisputably authentic old shoe of William 
Wallace for hundreds of pounds, and run to look at it from all 
ends of Scotland, what would one give for an authentic visible 
shadow of his face, could such, by art natural or art magic, now 
be had I 

It has always struck me that Historical Portrait-Galleries far 
transcend in worth all other kinds of National Collections of 
Pictures whatever; that in fact they ought to exist (for many 
reasons, of all degrees of weight) in every country, as among the 
most popular and cherished National Possessions: — and it is not 
a'^oyful reflection, but an extremely mournful one, that in no 
country is there at present such a thing to be found. What Louis- 
Philippe may have collected, in the way of French Historical 
Portrait, at Versailles, I did not see: if worth much (which I hear 
it is not), it might have proved the best memorial left by him, one 
day. Chancellor Clarendon made a brave attempt in that kind 
for England; but his House and ‘ Gallery' fell all asunder, in a 
sad way; and as yet there has been no second attempt that I can 
hear of. As matters stand. Historical Portraits abound in England ; 
but where they are, or where any individual of them is, no man 
knows, or can discover except by groping and hunting {imder ground^ 
as it were, and like the mole 1) in an almost desperate manner : 
even among the intelligent and learned of your acquaintance, you 
inquire to no purpose. Nor is the English National Gallery poorer 
in this respect than others, — perhaps even much the reverse. The 
sad rule holds in all countries. 

In the Dresden Gallery, for instance, you find Flayings of 
Bartholomew, Flayings of Marsyas, Eapes of the Sabines : but 
if you ask for a Portrait of Martin Luther, of Friedrich the Wise, 
nay even of August the Big, of Marshal Saxe or poor Count 
Briilil, you will find no satisfactory answer. In Berlin itself, which 
afiects to be a wiser city, I found, not long ago, Picture-Galleries 
not a few, with ancient and modern wind in abundance and super- 
abundance, — whole acres of mythological smearing (Tower of Babel, 
and I know not what), by Kaulbach and others, still going on : but 
a genuine Portrait of Frederic the Great was a thing I could no- 
where hear of. That is strange, but that is true. I roamed through 
endless lines of Pictures; inquired far and wide, even Sculptor 
Eauch could tell me nothing ; at last it was chiefly by good luck 
that the thing I was in quest of turned up. — This I find to be 
one of the saddest of those few defects in the world which are 
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easily capable of remedy : I hope you in Scotland, in the new 
National Museum ' we hear talk of, will have a good eye to this, 
and remedy it in your own case ! Scotland at present is not worse 
than other countries in the point in question ; but neither is it 
at all better; and as Scotland, unlike some other countries, has 
a History of a very readable nature, and has never published even 
an engraved series of National Portraits, perhaps the evil is more 
sensible and patent there than elsewhere. It is an evil which 
should be everywhere remedied: and if Scotland be the first to 
set an example in that respect, Scotland will do honourably by 
herself, and achieve a benefit to all the world. 


From this long Prologue, if you have patience to consider it 
over, you will see sufficiently what my notion of the main rules 
for executing the Project would be. I The grand interest to be held 
in view is that which I have defined as the Historkm's, the in- 
genuous sincere Student of History s. Ingenuous and sincere 
student ; not pedantic, fantastic and imaginary I It seems to me 
all O'Neal interest for the other classes of mankind, down to the mostg 
ignorant class, may well be considered as only a more and mor^ 
diluted form of that interest. The rule therefore is, Walk straighti 
towards that; not refusing to look to the right and left, but 
keeping your face steadily on that : if you can manage to secure 
that well, all else will follow from it, or attend it. Ask always,. 
What would the best-informed and most ingenuous Scottish soul 
like most to see, for illuminating and verifying of Scottish History 
to himself ? This is what it concerns us to try if we can get for 
him and for the world ; — and, on the whole, this only ; for it is 
certain, all other men will by and by follow this best-informed and 
most ingenuous one ; and at the end of the account, if you have 
served him well, you will turn-out to have served everybody well. 

Great zeal, great industry will of course be needed in hunting- 
up what Portraits there are, scattered wide over country mansions 
in all parts of Scotland ; — in gathering-in your raw-material, so to 
speak. Next, not less, but even moi'e important, will be skill, — 
knowledge, judgment, and above all, fidelity, — ^in selecting, ex- 
hibiting and elucidating these. That indeed, I reckon, will be the 
vitalest condition of all ; the cardinal point, on which success or 
failure will turn. You will need the best Pictorial judgment 
(some faithful critic wffio really Jcmws the Schools and Epochs of 
Art a little, and can help towards the solution of so many things 
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that will depend on that) ; especially all the Historical knowledge 
and good sense that can he comhined upon the business wdll be 
indispensable ! For the rest, I would sedulously avoid all concern 
with the vulgar Showman or Charlatan line of action in this 
matter. For though the thing must depend, a good deal at least, 
on popular support, the real way to get that (especially in such 
a matter) is, to deserve it : the thing can by no means be done by 
Yanhcc-Barmmi method^] nor should it, if it could.— In a wmrd, 
here as everywhere, to winnow-out the chaff of the business, and 
present in a clear and pure state what of %ohcat (little or much) 
may bo in it ; on this, as I compute, the Project will stand or fall. 
If faithfully executed, — the chaff actually well suppressed, the 
wheat honestly given, — I cannot doubt but it might succeed. 
Let it but promise to deserve success, I suppose honourable 
help might be got for it among the wealthier and wiser classes 
of Scotchmen. 

But to come now to your more specific questions, I should be 
inclined, on the above principles, to judge : 

1°. That no living Scotchman’s portrait should be admitted, 
however 'Historical’ it promised to be. And I would farther 
counsel that you should be extremely chary about such ' Historical 
men ’ as have died within the last twenty-five or thirty years ; it 
requires ahvays the space of a generation to discriminate between 
popular monstrosities and Historical realities, in the matter of 
Men, — to let mere dust-clouds settle into their natural place and 
hulk. But from that point, especially from the beginning of this 
century, you have free scope, and ever freer, backwards to the very 
beginning of things, — which, alas, in the Pictorial respect, I fear 
will only be some two or three centuries, or little more ! The 
oldest Scottish portrait I can recollect to have seen, of any worth, 
is that of James IV. (and only as an engraving, the original at 
Taymouth), though probably enough you may know of older. But 
for the earlier figures, — I would go back to Cohn and Adamnao, — 
if I coiold^ by any old illuminated missal or otherwise ? You will 
have engravings, coins, casts of sepulchral monuments — I have 
seen Bruce’s at least, cast in plaster I And remember always 
that any genuine help to conceive the actual likeness of the man 
will be welcome, in these as indeed in all cases. The one question 
is, that they be genuine (or, if not, well marked as cloitUfid, and in 
what degree doubtful); that they he 'helps/ instead of hindrances 
and criminal misguidances 1 


522 


MISCELLAMIS. 


2®. In regard to modern pictures representing liistorical events, 
my vote would clearly be, To make tlie rule absolute not to admit 
any one of these ; at least not till I saw one that was other than an 
infatuated blotch of insincere ignorance^, and a mere distress to an 
earnest and well-instructed eye 1 Since the time of Hollar, there 
is not the least veracity, even of intention, in such things; and, for 
most part, there is an ig7iorance altogether abject. Wilkie's John 
Koiox, for example : no picture that I ever saw by a man of genius 
can well be, in regard to all earnest purposes, a more perfect 
failure 1 Gan anything, in fact, be more entirely imless for earnest 
purposes, more nnlike what ever could have been the reality, than 
that gross Energumen, more like a boxing Butcher, whom he has 
set into a pulpit surrounded with draperies, with fat-shouldered 
women, and play-actor men in mail, and labelled Knox ? I know 
the picture only by engravings, always hasten-on when I see it in 
a window, and would not for much have it hung on the wall beside 
me! So, too, I have often ^ Battle of Worcester, by some 
famed Academician or other, which consists of an angry man and- 
horse (man presumably intended for Cromwell, but not like him), 
— man, with heavy flapping Spanish cloak, &c., and no hat to his 
head, firing a pistol over his shoulder into what seems a dreadful 
shower of rain in the distance ! What can be the use of such 
things, except to persons who have turned their back on real 
interests, and gone wool-gathering in search of imaginary? All 
that kind of matter, as indisputable 'chaff,' ought to be severely 
purged away. 

S\ With I'espect to plnrality of portraits, -when you have the 
offer of more than one ? The answer to that, on the principles 
already stated, will come out different in different cases, and be an 
affair of consideration and compromise. For the earlier (and more 
uncertain) figures, I should incline to admit all that could be got ; 
certainly all that could be found genuine, that were 'helps,' as 
above said. Nay, such even as were only half-genuine, if there 
were no others; marking well their doubtful character. As you 
come lower down, the selection will be stricter; and in quite 
modern times when pictures are plentiful, I should think one 
portrait would in general be the rule. But of course respect must; 
be had to the importance of the man, the excelleme of the portraits 
offered (or their peculiar worth for your objects), the quantity of 
house-room you are like to have, &c. &c. ; and the decision will be 
the summary and adjustment of all these considerations. 
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For example, during the Meformation period I would take of 
John Knox, and his consorts and adversaries (Lethington, Kirk- 
caldy, Eegents Murray, Morton, and Mar, Buchanan, Bothwell, 
even Rizzio, and the like), any picture I could get; all attainable 
pictures, engravings, &c,, or almost all, unless they be moi'e numer- 
ous than I suppose, — might promise to be ' helps,’ in that great 
scarcity, and great desire to be helped. While, again, in reference 
to The Forty-five, where pictures abound, and where the personages 
and their affair are so infinitely insignificant in comparison, I 
should expect that one portrait, and that only of the very topmost 
men, would well suffice. Yet there is a real interest, too, in that 
poor Forty-five, — for, in fine, we lie very near it still, and that 
is always a great point ; and I should somehow like to have 
a Hawley, a Sir J ohn Cope, Wade, and Duke of Cumberland 
smuggled in, by way of "illustrative Notes,’ if that were possible. 
Nay, I really think it should be done ; and, on the whole, perceive 
that The Forty-five will be one of your more opulent fields. 

The question, ""Who is a Historical Character?” is, in many 
cases, already settled, and, in most cases, will be capable of easy 
settlement. In general, whoever lives in the memory of Scotch- 
men, whoever is yet practically recognisable as a conspicuous 
worker, speaker, singer, or sufferer in the past time of Scotland, he 
is a "Historical Character,’ and we shall be glad to see the veri- 
table likeness of him. For examples, given at random : — George 
Buchanan, David Eizzio, Lord Hailes, Lord Karnes, Monboddo, 
Bozzy, Burns, Gawin Douglas, Barbour, Jamie Thomson. I would 
take in, and eagerly, David Dale (of the cotton manufacture), less 
eagerly Dundas (of the suffrage ditto), and, in general, ask myself, 
Who said, did, or suffered anything truly memorable, or even any- 
thing still much remembered ? From Bruce down to Heathfield 
and Abercromby, the common History-books will direct you plen- 
tifully as to one class ; and for the others, knowledge and good 
judgment will be the methods, 

4°. Lastly, as to the Catalogue. I am accustomed to conceive 
the Catalogue, if well done, as one of the best parts of the whole. 
Brevity, sound knowledge, exactitude, fidelity, ought to be the 
characteristic of every feature of it. Say you allow, on the 
average, not more than half a page to each, in by far the majority 
of cases ; hai'dly more than a page to any : historical, lucid, above 
all things exact. I would give the essence of the man’s history, 
condemed to the very utmost; the dates, his birth, death, main 
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transactions,- — in sLort the of his history ; then add reference 
to books and sources (carefully distinguishing the good from the 
less good), where his history and character can be learned farther 
by such as wish to study it. Afterwards in a line or two, indicate 
the actual /iaMasf of the picture here exhibited; its history, if it 
have one ; that it is hnown to be by such and such a master (and 
on what authority), or that it is only guessed. What value and 
excellence might lie in such a Catalogue, if rightly done, I need 
not say to David Laing; nor what labour, knowledge and re- 
sources would be needed to do it well I Perhaps divided among 
several men (with some head to preside over all), according to the 
several periods and classes of subject ; — I can perceive work enough 
for you, among others, there ! But, on the whole, it could be 
done ; and it would be well worth doing, and a permanently useful 
thing. I would have it printed in some botmd form, not as a 
pamphlet, but still very cheap; I should expect a wide immediate 
sale for it at railway stations and elsewhere while the Exhibition 
went on, and a steady and permanent sale for it afterwards for a 
long time indeed. A modern done according to the real 

want of the present day; and far beyond what any ‘Historical 
Library,’ with its dusty pedantries, ever was before ! 

But enough now. Your patience must not be quite ridden to 
death, and the very paper admonishes me to have done. Accept 
in good part what hasty stuff I have written ; forgive it at least. 
I must say, this small National Project has again grown to look 
quite beautiful to me; — surely in some form, and full of 
uses. Probably the real “ Crystal Palace ” that would beseem poor 
old Scotland in these days of Exhibitions, — a country rather 
eminently rich in men perhaps, which is the pearl and soul of all 
other “riches.” 

Believe me yours ever truly, 

T. Caiilyle.2 

2 Some efforts, I believe, were made in the direction indicated, by Gentlemen 
of the Antiquarian Society and others ; but as yet without any actual “Ex- 
hibition” coming to light. Later, and for Britain at large, we have had, by the 
Government itself, some kind of “Commission” or “Board” appointed, for 
forming a permanent “ National Portrait-Gallery,” — with what success is still 
to be seen.— (iVo^e of 1857.) 
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A GLIMPSE OF SAXON HISTOIir. 

[1855.] 

Oyeb seas in Saxony, in the month of July 1455, a notable 
thing befell ; and this in regard to two persons who have them- 
selves, by accident, become notable. Concerning which we are 
now to say something, with the reader’s permission. Unluckily, 
few English readers ever heard of the event ; and it is probable 
there is but one English reader or writer (the present reviewer, for 
his sins) that was ever driven or led to inquire into it : so that 
it is quite wild soil, very rough for the ploughshare ; neither can 
the harvest well be considerable. “ English readers are so deeply 
ignorant of foreign history, especially of German history 1 ’’ ex- 
claims a learned professor. Alas, yes ; English readers ai'e dread- 
fully ignorant of many things, indeed of most things ; — which is 
a lamentable circumstance, and ought to be amended by degrees. 

But, however all this may be, here is somewhat in relation to 
that Saxon business, called the Frmzenrmtb, or Stealing of the 
Princes, and to the other ‘‘pearls of memory’’ (do not call them 
old buttons of memory 1) which string themselves upon the threads 
of that. Beating about in those dismal haunted wildernesses; 
painfully sorting and sifting in the historical lumber-rooms and 
their dusty fusty imbroglios, in quest of far other objects, — this is 
what we have picked-up on that accidental matter. To which the 

1 Westminster Eeview, No. 123, January 1855. — 1. Schreiters GeschicMe 
des Frinzenraubs (Schreiter’s History of the Stealing of the Princes). Leipzig, 
1804. 

2, Johann JBL ilbmrs, Fectoris der Bchule zu R Johannis in Hamburg^ Gene- 
alogische Tahellen (Genealogical Tables, by Johann Hiibner, Kector of St. 
John’s School in Hamburg). 3 vols, oblong 4to. Leq^zig, 1725-1728. 

3. Genealogische Tafeln zur BtaatengeechicMe der Germanischen unci Blaw- 
iseJien VoUcer im 19ten Jahrhn'ndert (Genealogical Tables for the State History 
of the Germanic and Slavic Nations in the 19th Century). By Dr. Friedrich 
Maximilian CErtel. 1 vol. oblong 12mo. Leipzig, 1846. 
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reader, if lie can make any use of it, has our welcome and our 
blessing. 

The Wettin Line of Saxon Princes, the same that j^-et endures, 
known by sight to every English creature (for the high individual, 
Prince Albert, is of it), had been lucky enough to combine in itself, 
by inheritance, by good management, chiefly by inheritance and 
mere force of survival, all the Three separate portions and divided 
dignities of that country : the Thliringen Landgraviate, the Meissen 
Markgraviate, and the ancient Duchy and Electorate of Saxony; 
and to become very great among the Princes of the German 
Empire. It was in 14f23 that Elector Frederick, named cler 
Streitlare (the Fencible, or Prompt-to-fight), one of the notables 
of this line, had got from Emperor Sigismund, for help rendered 
(of which poor Sigismund had always need, in all kinds), the vacant 
Kur (Electorship) and Dukedom of Saxony ; after which accession, 
and through the earlier portion of the fifteenth century, this Saxon 
House might fairly reckon itself the greatest in Germany, till 
Austria, till Brandenburg gradually rose to overshadow it. Law of 
primogeniture could never be accepted in that country; nothing 
but divisions, redivisions, coalescings, splittings, and never-ending 
readjustments and collisions were prevalent in consequence; to 
which cause, first of all, the loss of the race by Saxony may be 
ascribed. 

To enter into all that, be far from us. Enough to say that this 
Streitlare, Frederick the Fencihle, left several sons, and none of 
them without some snack of principality taken from the main lot : 
several sons, who, however, by death and bad behaviour, pretty 
soon reduced themselves to two : 1st, the eldest, a Frederick, 
named the Placid, Peaceable, or Pacific (Friedrich der Sanfhmh- 
thige), who possessed the electorate, and indivisible, inalienable 
land thereto pertaining (Wittenberg, Torgau, &c» ; a certain ‘ circle" 
or province in the Wittenberg region; of which, as Prussia has 
now got all or most of it, the exact boundaries are not known to 
me) ; and 2d, a Wilhelm, who in all the other territories ‘ ruled 
conjointly " with Frederick. 

Conjointly : were not such lands likely to be beautifully ^ ruled " ? 
Like a carriage-team with tioo drivers on the box 1 Frederick, 
however, was pacific; probably an excellent good-natured man; 
for I do not find that he wanted fire either, and conclude that the 
friendly elements abounded in him. Frederick was a man that 
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could be lived with ; and the conjoint government went on, witboat 
visible outbreak, between his brother Wilhelm and him, for a series 
of years. For twelve years, better or worse;— much better than 
our OTO red and white .Soses here at home, which were fast bud- 
ding into battles of St. Albans, battles of Towton, and other sad 
outcomes about that time ! Of which twelve years we accordingly 
say nothing. ^ 

^ But now m the twelfth year, a foolish second-cousin, a Fried- 
lich the Silly (Einfaltige), at Weimar, died childless, A.D. 1440 ; 
by which event extensive Thuringian possessions fell into the main 
lot again; whereupon the question arose. How to divide them? 
A question difficult to solve ; which by and by declared itself to 
be insoluble; and gave rise to open war between the brothers 
Frederick Pacific and Wilhelm of Meissen. 'Frederick province 
stronger, Wilhelm called-in the Bohemians, — confused Hussite° 
Ziska-Podiebrad populations, bitter enemies of orthodox Germany ; 
against whom Frederick sent celebrated fighting captains, Kunz 
von Kaufungen and others; who did no good on the Bohemians, 
but showed all men how dangerous a conflagration had arisen 
here in the heart of the country, and how needful to be quenched 
•without delay. Accordingly the neighbours all ran up, Kaiser 
Frederick III. at the head of them (a cunning old Kaiser, Max’s 
father); and quenched it was, after four or five years’ rainous 
confusion, by the ‘treaty of Naumburg’ in 1450,— most obscure 
treaty, not necessary to be laid before the reader ;— whereby, if not 
joint government, peaceable division and separation could ensue. 

The conflagration was thus put out; but various coals of ' it 
continued hot for a long time,— Kunz von Kaufungen, above men- 
tioned, the hottest of all. Kunz or Conrad, bom squire or ritter 
of a certain territory and old tower called Kaufungen, the site of 
which old tower, if now no ruins of it, can be seen°near Penig on 
tne Mulde river, some two-hours’ ride south-east of Altenburg in 
those Thuringian or Upper Saxon regions, - Kunz had made 
himself a name m the world, though unluckily he was short of 
property otherwise at present. For one thing, Kunz had o-ained 
great renown by beating Albert of Brandenburg, the Albert named 
AcMks, third Hohenzollem Elector of Brandenburg and “he 
fiercest fighter of his day (a terrible hawk-nosed, square-jawed 
lean, ancient man, ancestor of Frederick the Great) ; Kunz, I say 
had beaten this potentate, being hired by the town of Ntirnberg 

Albert s rebellious town, to do it ; or if not beaten him ffor Albert 
Misc. m. A. „ 
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prevailed in tlie end), had at least taken him captive in some fight, | 
and made Mm pay a huge ransom* He had also been in the | 
Hussite wars, this Kunz, fighting up and down: a German con- 
doUicTc, ! find, or Dugald Dalgetty of the epoch ; his last stroke of 
work had been this late engagement, under Frederick the Peace- 
able, to fight against brother Wilhelm and his Bohemian allies* 

' In this last enterprise Kunz had prospered but indifferently* 

He had indeed gained something they called the ^victory of 
Gera,’ — loud honour, I doubt not, and temporary possession of 
that little town of Gera; — but in return, had seen his own old 
tower of Kaufungen and all his properties wasted by ravages of 
war. Nay, he had at length been taken captive by the Bohemians, 
and been obliged to ransom himself by huge outlay of money ; — • 
4,000 goldgulde% or about 2,000^. sterling ; a crushing sum I 
With all which losses, why did not Kunz lose his life too, as he 


might easily have done ? It would have been better for him. Not 
having lost his life, he did of course, at the end of the war, claim 
and expect indemnity ; but he could get none, or not any that was 
satisfactory to him. 

Elector Frederick had had losses of his own; was disposed to 
stick to the letter of his contracts in reference to Kunz: not even 
the 4,000 goldgiddm ot Bohemian ransom would he consent to 
repay. Elector Frederick alleged that Kunz was not his liege- 
man, whom he was bound to protect; but only his soldier, hired to 
fight at so much per day, and stand the risks himself. In fine, he 
exasperated Kunz very much ; and could be brought to nothing, 
except to agree that arbitrators should be named, to settle what 
was really due from one to the other ; — a course of little promise 
to indigent, indignant Kunz. The arbitrators did accordingly 
meet, and Kunz being summoned, made his appearance ; but not 
liking the figure of the court, went away again without waiting 
for the verdict ; which accordingly did fall out infinitely short of 
his wishes or expectations, and made the indigent man still more 
indignant. Violent speeches were heard from him in consequence, 
and were officiously reported ; nay, some say, were heard by the 
Elector himself : for example, That a man might have vengeance, 
if he could get nothing else ; that an indigent, indignant fighting 
man, driven utterly desperate, would harry and destroy ; would do 
this and also that, of a direful and dreadful nature. To which the 
Elector answered : Don’t burn the fishponds, at any rate ; the 



poor fishes in their ponds!” — ^still farther angering Kunz. Kunz 
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was then heard growling about vengeance not on this unjust 
Elector s land and people, but on his flesh and blood ; ” in short, 
growing ever more intemperate, grim of humour, and violent of 
speech, Kunz was at last banished the country ; ordered flatly to 
-~^o about his business, and growl elsewhere. He went, with cer- 
tain indigent followers of his, across into Bohemia; where, after 
groping about, he purebred an old castle, Isenburg the name of 
it; castle hanging somewhere on the western slopes of the Erzge- 
birge (Metal Mountains so-called), convenient for the Saxon fron- 
tier, and to be had cheap : this empty damp old castle of Isenburg 
Kunz bought; and lived there, in such humour as may be con- 
ceived. Revenge on this unjust Elector, and ^'not on his land and 
people, but on his flesh and blood,’’ was now the one thought of 
Kunz. 

Two Misnian squires, Mosen and Schonberg, former subalterns 
of his, I suppose, and equally disaffected as himself, were wdth 
him at Isenburg ; besides these, whose connections and followers 
could assist with head or hand, there was in correspondence with 
him one Schwalbe, a Bohemian by birth, officiating now as cook 
(cook or scullion, I am uncertain which) in the electoral Castle 
itself at Altenbuig ; this Schwalbe, in the way of intelligence and 
help for plotting, w’as of course the most important of all. In- 
telligence enough from Schwalbe and his consorts; and schemes 
grounded thereon ; first one scheme and then another in that 
hungry castle of Isenburg, we need not doubt. At length word 
came from Schwalbe, That on the 7th of July (1455) the Elector 
was to take a journey to Leipzig; Electress and two Princes (there 
w^ere but two, still boys) to be left beliind at Altenbuig ; whether 
anything could follow out of that ? Most of the servants, Schwalbe 
added, were invited to a supper in the town, and would be absent 
drinking. Absent drinking ; Princes left unguarded ? Much can 
follow out of that I Wait for an opportunity till Doomsday, %vill 
there ever come a better? Let this, in brief, be the basis of 
our grand scheme; and let all hands be busy upon it. Isen- 
burg expects every man to do his duty! — Nor was Isenburg 
disappointed. 

The venerable little Saxon town of Altenbursf lies, amono* 
intricate woods and Metal-Mountain wildernesses, a good day’s 
riding west from Isenburg : nevertheless, at the fit date, Isenburg 
has done its duty; and in spite of the intricacies and the hot 
weather, Kunz is on the ground . in full readiness. Towards 
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midnigiit, namely, on tlie 7tli of July 1455, Kunz, with a party of 
thirty men, his two Misnian squires among them, well-mounted 
and armed, silently approaches the rendezvous under the Castle of . 
Altenburg; softly announces himself, by whew of whistling, or 
some concerted signal, audible in the stillness of the ambrosial 
night. Cook Schwalbe is awake ; Cook Schwalbe answers signal ; 
flings him down a line, fixes his rope-ladders: Kimz, with his 
Misnian squires and a select few more, mounts aloft ; leaving the 
rest below, to be vigilant, to seize the doors especially, when once 
we are masters of them from within. 

Kunz, who had once been head chamberlain here, knows every 
room and passage of this royal Castle ; probably his Misnians also 
know it, or a good deal of it, from of old. They first lock ail the 
servants’ doors ; lock the Electress’s door ; walk then into the room 
where the two Princes sleep, in chai*ge of their ancient goveimess, 
a feeble old lady, who can give no hindrance they seize the two 
Princes, boys of twelve and fourteen ; descend with them, by the 
great staircase, into the court of the Castle, successfully so farm- 
er rather, not quite successfully, but with a mistake to mend. 
They find, when in the court of the Castle, that here indeed is 
Prince Ernst, the eldest boy, but that instead of Prince Albert we 
have brought his bedfellow, a young Count Barby, of no use to us. 
This was Mosen the Misnian’s mistake; stupid MosenI Kunz 
himself runs aloft again ; finds now the real Albert, who had hid 
himself below the bed; descends with the real Albert. ‘^To 
horse now, to horse, my men, without delay ! These noises had 
awakened the Electress; to what terrors and emotions we can 
fancy. Finding her door bolted, but learning gradually what is 
toward, she speaks or shrieks, from the window, a passionate 
prayer, in the name of earth and heaven, Not to take her children 
from her. ‘‘Whatsoever your demands are, I will see them 
granted, only leave my children!” — “Sony we cannot, high 
Lady ! ” thought Kunz, and rode rapidly away ; for all the Castle 
is now getting awake, and locks will not long keep every one 
imprisoned in his room. 

Kunz, forth again into the ambrosial night, divides his party 
into two, one Prince with each; Kunz himself leading the one, 
Mosen to lead the other. They are to ride by two different roads 
towards Bohemia, that if one misluck, there may still be another 
to make terms. Kunz himself, with the little Albert he has got 
on hand (no time to change princes at present), takes the more 
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northerly road; and both dive into the woods. Not a moment to 
be lost; for already the alarm-bell is out at Altenbiirg, — some 
servant having burst his door> and got clutch of it; the results of 
which will be manifold! Result could not fail: The half- 
drunk servants, who are out at supper, come tumbling home; 
listen open-mouthed, then go tumbling back into the little town, 
and awaken its alarm-bell; which awakens, in the usual pro- 
gression, all others whatsoever ; so that Saxony at large, to the 
remotest village, from all its belfries, big and little, is ringing 
madly; and all day Kunz, at every thin place of the forest, hears 
a ding-dong of doom pronounced against him, and plunges 
deviously forward all the more intently. 

A hot day, and a dreadful ride through boggy wastes and in- 
tricate mountain woods; with the alarm-bell, and shadow of the 
gallows, dogging one all the way. Here, however, we are now, 
witliin an hour of the Bohemian border cheerily, my men, 
through these wdld woods and hills ! The young Prince, a boy of 
twelve, declares himself dying of thirst. Kunz, not without pity, 
not without anxiety on that head, bids his men ride on; all but 
himself and two squires shall ride on, get everything ready at 
Isenburg, whither we and his young Highness will soon follow, 
Kunz encourages the Prince; dismounts, he and his squires, to 
gather him some bilberries. Kunz is busy in that searcli, — when 
a black figure staggers-in upon the scene ; a grimy Kohler, namely 
(Collier, Charcoal-burner), with a long poking-pole (what he calls 
scliurhaum) in his hand : grimy Collier, just awakened from his 
after-dinner nap; somewhat astonished to find company, in these 
solitudes. “How, what! Who is the young gentleman? What 
are my Herren pleased to be doing here ? inquired the Collier, 
“Pooh, a youth who has run away from his relations; who has 
fallen thirsty : do you know where bilberries are ? — ^No ? — Then 
why not walk on your way, my grim one ? The grim one has 
heard ringing of alarm-bells all day ; is not quite in haste to go : 
Kunz, whirling round to make him go, is caught in the bushes by 
the spurs, falls flat on his face; the young Prince whispers eagerly, 
“ I am Prince Albert, and am stolen 1 '' — ^Whew-wew I — One of the 
squires aims a blow at the Prince, so it is said ; perhaps it was at 
the Collier only : the Collier wards with his poking-pole, strikes 
fiercely with his poking-pole, fells down the squire, belabours 
Kunz himself. During which the Collier’s dog lustily harks ; and, 
behold, the Colliers Wife comes running on the scene, and with 
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her shrieks brings a body of other colliers tipon it: Kun 2 is 
evidently done I 

He surrenders, with his squires and Prince; is led, by this black._ 
bodyguard, armed with axes, shovels, poking-poles, to the neigh- 
bouring monastery of Griinhain (Green Grove), and is there safe 
warded under lock-and-key. The afternoon of J uly 8th, 1455 ; 
what a day for him and for others 1 — I remark, with certainty, that 
dusty riders, in rather unusual numbers, and of miscellaneous 
equipment, are also entering London City, far away, this very 
evening; a constitutional parliament having to take seat at West- 
minster, tomorrow, 9th July 1455, of all days and years, ^ to settle 
what the battle of St. Albans, lately fought, will come to. For the 
rest, that the King of England has fallen imbecile, and his she-wolf 
of France is on flight; that probably York will be Protector again 
(till he lose his head),— and that the troubles of mankind are not 
limited to Saxony and its Metal Mountains, but that the Devil 
everywhere is busy, as usual I— This consideration will serve at least 
to date the affair of Kunz for us, and shall therefore stand unerased. 

From Griinhain Monastery the Electress, gladdest of Saxon 
mothers, gets back her younger boy to Altenburg, with hope of the 
other : praised be heaven forever for it. “ And you, 0 Collier of a 
thousand I what is your wish, what is your want ?— How dared you 
beard such a lion as that Kunz, you with your simple poking-pole, 
you Collier sent of heaven ! ‘ Madam, I drilled him soundly with 

my poking-pole Qial ilin weidlich getrillt)]’* at 'which they all 
laughed, and called the Collier der Triller, the Driller, 

Meanwhile, Mosen the Misnian is also faring ill ; with the alarm- 
bells all awake about him, and the country risen in hot chase. Six 
of his men have been caught ; the rest are diving ever deeper into 
the thickets. In the end, they seek shelter in a cavern, stay there 
perdue for three days, not far from the castle of Steina, still within 
the Saxon border. Three days,— while the debate of Westminster 
is prosperously proceeding, and imbecile Henry the Sixth takes his 
ease at Windsor, — these poor fellows lie quaking, hungry, in their 
cave; and dare not debate, except in whispers; very uncertain 
what the issue will be. The third day they hear from colliers or 
wandering woodmen, accidentally talking together in their neigh- 
bourhood, that Kunz is taken, tried, and most probably beheaded. 
Well-a-day ! Well-a-day ! Hereupon they open a correspondence 
with the nearest Amtmann, him of Zwickau : to the effect, That if 
^ Henry's Hisk>ry of Britain, vi. 108 . 
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free pardon is granted, they will at once restore Prince Ernst ; if 
not, they will at once kill him. The Amtmann of Zwickau is 
thrown into excitement, it may well be supposed: but what can 
the Amtmann or any official person do ? Accede to their terms, 
since, as desperate men, they have the power of enforcing them. 
It is thought, had they even demanded Kunz’s pardon, it must 
have been granted; but they fancied Kunz already ended, and did 
not insist on this. Enough, on the 11th of the month, fourth day 
since the flight, third day in this hunger-cave of Steina, Prince 
Ernst was given up ; and Mosen, Schonfels and Co., refreshed with 
food, fled swiftly, unharmed, and ‘ were never heard of more/ say 
my authorities.' 

Prince Ernst was received by his glad father at Chemnitz ; soon 
carried to his glad mother and brotlier at Altenburg : upon which 
the whole court, with trembling joy, made a pilgrimage to Ebers*- 
dorf, a monastery and shrine in those parts. They gave pious 
thanks there, one and all; the mother giving suitable dotation 
furthermore; and, what is notable, hanging-up among her other 
votive gifts two coats (she, says rumour and prints ; but I guess it 
was the lucrative showmen after 7ier) : the coat of Kimz, leather 
buff I suppose, and the coat of The Driller, Triller, as we call that 
heaven-sent Collier, coat grimy black, and made of what stuff I 
know not. Which coats were still shown in the present generation ; 
nay perhaps are still to be seen at this day, if a judicious tourist 
made inquiry for them. 

On the 14th, and not till then, Kunz of Kaufungen, tried and 
doomed before, laid his head on the block at Frey berg; some say, 
pardon had been got for him from the joyful Serene Highnesses, 
but came an hour too late. This seems uncertain, seems impro- 
bable: at least poor Dietrich of Kaufungen, his younger brother, 
was done to death at Altenburg itself some time after, for ^incon- 
siderate words" uttered by him,— feelings not sufficiently under 
one’s control. That Schwalbe, the Bohemian Cook, was torn wdth 
* red-hot pincers,’ and otherwise mercilessly mangled and strangled, 
need not be stated. He and one or two others, supposed to be 
concerned in his peculiar treason, were treated so ; and with this 
the gallows-part of the transaction ended. 

As to the Driller himself, when asked what his wish was, it 
turned out to he modest in the extreme : Only liberty to cut, of 
scrags and waste wood, what would suffice for his charring pur- 
poses, in those wild forests. This was granted to the man and his 
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posterity ; made sure to liim and tliem by legal deed : and to tliis 
was added. So many yearly bushels of corn from the electoral stock- 
barns, and a handsome little farm of land, to grow cole arid*^ 
smbeThraut^^ndi support what cows and sheep, for domestic milk 
and wool, were necessary to the good man and his successors. 

‘ Which properties/ I am vaguely told, but would go to see it with 
my eyes, were I touring in those parts, ‘they enjoy to this day/ 
Perhaps' it was a bit of learned jocularity on the part of the old 
conveyancers, perhaps in their high chancery at Altenburg they did 
not know the man’s real name, or perhaps he had no very fixed 
one ; at any rate, they called him merely Triller (Driller), in these 
important documents : which courtly nickname he or his sons 
adopted as a surname that would do very well ; surname borne by 
them accordingly ever since, and concerning which there have been 
treatises written.^ 

This is the tale of Kunz of Kaufungen ; this is that adventure of 
the Prinzenrcml (Stealing of the Princes), much wondered at, and 
talked of, by all princes and all courtiers in its own day, and never 
quite forgotten since; being indeed apt for remembrance, and 
worthy of it, more or less. For it actually occurred in God’s 
Creation, and was a fact, four-hundred years ago ; and also is, and 
will forever continue one, — -ever-enduring part and parcel of the 
Sum of Things, whether remembered or not. In virtue of which 
peculiarity it is much distinguished from innumerable other tales 
of adventures which did not occur in God’s Creation, but only in 
the waste chambers (to be let unfurnished) of certain human heads, 
and which are part and parcel only of the Sum of Nothings; which 
nevertheless obtain some temporary remembrance, and lodge ex- 
tensively, at this epoch of the world, in similar still more unfurnished 
chambers. In comparison, I thought this business worth a few 
words to the ingenuous English reader, who may still have rooms 
to let, in that sense. Not only so ; hut it seemed to deserve a little 
nook in modern memory for other peculiar reasons, — which shall 
now be stated with extreme brevity. 

The two boys, Ernst and Albert, who, at the time of their being 
stolen, were fourteen and twelve years old respectively, and had 

^ Groshupfs Oratio de gentls Trillerianos ortu (cited in Michaelis, GescMcMe 
der Chur- und Furstlichen Hauser in Teutschland, i. 469) is one. — See, for the 
rest, Schnrzfieisch, Bissertatio de Conrado Kaufungo (Wittenberg, 1720); 
Tenzel (Gotha, 1700) ; Rechenberg, I>e Frnesti et Alberti; Sagittarius, 

Fabricius, &c, &c. 
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Frederick the PeacealU, the Placid or Pacific, for father, came safe 
to manhood. They got, by lucky survivorship, all these inextricable 
Saxon Territories combined into Two round lots ; — did not, unfor- 
tunately, keep them so ; but split them again into new divisions, — 
for new despair of the historical student, among others ! — and have 
at this day extensive posterity, of thrice-complex relationship, of 
unintelligible names, still extant in the high places of the world. 
Unintelligible names, we may well say; each person having pro- 
bably from ten to twenty names : not John or Tom ; but Joachim 
John Ferdinand Ernst Albrecht; Theodor Tom Carl Friedrich 
Ivunz ; — as if we should say, Bill Walter Kit all as one name ; every 
one of which is good, could you but omit the others ! Posterity of 
unintelligible names, thrice-complex relationship ; — and in fine, of 
titles, qualities and territories that will remain forever unknown to 
man. Most singular princely nomenclature, which has often filled 
me with amazement. Designations worse than those of the Naples 
Lazzaroni ; who indeed ‘‘ have no names,'’ but are, I conclude, dis- 
tinguished by Numbers, No. 1, No. 2, and can be hiown when 
mentioned in human speech ! Names, designations, ^vhich are too 
much for the human mind ; — ^which are intricate, long-winded ; 
abstruse as the Sibyl's oracles; and flying about, too, like her 
leaves, with every new accident, every new puff of wind. Ever- 
fluctuating, ever-splitting, coalescing, re-splitting, re-combining, in- 
significant little territories, names, relationships and titles ; inex- 
tricably indecipherable, and not worth deciphering ; which only the 
eye of the Old Serpent could or would decipher! — Let us leave 
them there; and remark that they are all divided, after our little 
stolen Ernst and Albert, into Two main streams or Lines, the 
Ernst or PJmestme lAm, and the Albert or Alhertine Line ; in which 
two grand divisions they flow on, each of them many-branched, 
through the wilderness of Time ever since. Many-branched each of 
the two, but conspicuously separate each from the other, they flow 
on ; and give us the comfort of their company, in great numbers, 
at this, very day. We will note a few of the main phenomena in 
these two Saxon Lines, — higher trees that have caught our eye, in 
that sad wilderness of princely shrubbery unsurveyable otherwise. 

ERNESTINE LINE. 

Ernst, the elder of those two stolen boys, became Kurfursi 
(Elector) ; and got for inheritance, besides the ' inalienable proper- 
ties ' which lie round Wittenberg, as we have said, the better or 
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Thuringiaa side of the Saxon country — that is, the Weimar, Gotha, 
Altenburg, &c. Principalities:— while the other youth, Albert, 
had to ' Osterland (Easternland), with part of Meissen,^ 

what we may in general imagine to he (foi* no German Dryasdust 
will do you the kindness to say precisely) the eastern region of 
what is Saxony in our day. These Albertines, with an inferior 
territory, had, as their main towns, Leipzig and Dresden, a Residmiz- 
Sc]iIoss{qt sublime enough Ducal Palace) in each city, Leipzig as 
yet the grander and more common one. There, at Leipzig chiefly, 
I say, lived the august younger or Albertine Line; especially 
there lived Prince Albert himself, a wealthy and potent man, 
though younger. But it is with Ernst that we are at present 
concerned. 

As for Ernst, the elder, he and his lived chiefly at Wittenberg, 
as I perceive ; there or in the neighbourhood, was their high 
Schloss; distinguished among palaces. But they had Weimar, 
they bad Altenburg, Gotha, Goburg,— above all, they had the 
WartUtrg, one of the most distinguished Strong Houses any Duke 
could live in, if he were of frugal tod heroic turn. Wartburg, 
built by fabulous Ludwig the Springer, which grandly overhangs 
the town of Eisenach, grandly the general Thuringian forest ; it is 
now, — Magician Klingsohr having sung there, St. Elisabeth having 
lived there and done conscious miracles, Martin Luther having 
lived there and done unconscious ditto, — the most interesting 
Eeside^iz, or old grim shell of a mountain Castle turned into 
a tavern, now to be found in Germany, or perhaps readily in the 
world. One feels, — standing in Luther's room, with Luther's poor 
old oaken table, oaken ink-holder still there, and his mark on the 
wall which the Devil has not yet forgotten^ — as if here once more, 
with mere Heaven and the silent Thuringian Hills looking on, a 
grand and grandest battle of One man versus the Devil and all 
men" was fought, and the latest prophecy of the Eternal was 
made to these sad ages that yet run; as if here, in fact, of all 
places that the sun now looks upon, were the holiest for a modern 
man. To me, at least, in my poor thoughts, there seemed some- 
thing of mttherdieally divine in this locality; as if immortal re- 
membrances and sacred influences and monitions were hovering 
over it; speaking sad, and grand, and valiant things to the hearts 
of men, A distinguished person, whom I had the honour of 
attending on that occasion, actually stooped down, when he thought 
my eye was oiff him ; hissed the old oaken table, though one of the 
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grimmest men now living ; and looked like lightning and rain all 
the morning after, wdtli a visible moisture in those sun-eyes of Ms, 
and not a word to be drawn from Mm. Sure enough, Ernst and 
his line are not at a loss for Eesidences, whatever else he and they 
may want. 

Ernst’s son was Frederick the JFise, successor in the Ifur 
(Electorship) and paternal lands; which, as Frederick did not 
jnarry and there was only one other brother, were not farther 
divided on this occasion. Frederick the Wise, born in 1463, was 
that ever-memorable Kiirfurst who saved Luther from the Diet of 
Worms in 1521. A pious Catholic, with due horror of heresy up 
to that time, he listened with all his faculties to the poor Monk’s 
earnest speech of four hours ; knew not entirely what to think of 
it; thought at least, '‘We will hear this man farther, we will not 
burn this man just yet 1” — and snatched him up accordingly, and 
stuck him safe into the Wartburg for a year. Honour to such a 
Kurfiirst: — and what a luck to him and us that he was there 
to do so ever-memorable a thing, just in the nick of time I A 
Kurfiirst really memorable and honourable, by that and by many 
other acts of wisdom, piety and prudent magnanimity; in which 
qualities History testifies that he shone. He could have had the 
Kaisership, on Max’s death, some years before, but preferred to 
have young Charles Y., Max’s grandson, elected to it. Whereby 
it came that the grand Reformation Cause, at once the grandest 
blessing and the grandest difficulty, fell to the guidance, not of 
noble German veracity and pious wisdom, but of long-headed 
obstinate Flemish cunning; and Elector Frederick indeed had 
an easier life, but Germany bas ever since had a much harder one 1 
Two portraits of this wise Frederick, one by Albert Diirer, and 
another of inferior quality by Lucas Kranach, which represent 
to us an excellent, rather corpulent, elderly gentleman, looking-out 
from under his electoral cap, with a fine placid, honest and yet 
vigilant and sagacious aspect, are well known to print-collectors : 
but his history, the practical physiognomy of his life and procedure 
in this world, is less known to hereditary governing persons, and 
others, than it ought to be, — if there were any chance of their 
taking pattern by him! He was twenty years Luther’s senior; 
they never met personally, much as they corresponded together, 
during the next four years, both living oftenest in the same town. 
He died in 1525, and was succeeded by Ms brother, John the 
Steadfast (Johann der Bestdndige)^ 
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This brother, Johann der Bestandi^ey was four years younger; he 
also was a wise and eminently Protestant man. He struggled 
very faithfully for the good Cause, during his term of sovereignty ; 
died in 1532 (fourteen years before Luther), having held the 
Electorate only seven years. Excellent man, though dreadfully 
fat; so that they had to screw him up by machinery when he 
wished to mount on horseback, in his old days. — His son was 
Johann Friedrich, the Magnanimous by epithet {der Grossmuthige), 
under whom the Line underwent sad destinies ; lost the Elector- 
ship, lost much; and split itself after him, into innumerable 
branches, who are all of a small type ever since; and whom we 
shall leave for a little, till we have brought forward the Albertine 
Line. 





ALBEETIHE LINE, 

Albert the Courageous {der Beherzti) was the name this little 
stolen boy attained among mankind, when he grew to maturity 
and came to his properties in Meissen and the Osterland. What 
he did to merit such high title might, at this date, in this place, be 
difficult to say. I find he was useful in the Netherlands, assisting 
Kaiser Max (or rather young Prince Max, Kaiser indeed, and 
Charles V/s grandfather, in time coming) when the said young 
Max wedded the beautiful young Mary of Burgundy, the great 
heiress in those parts. Max got the Netherlands by this fine 
match, and came into properties enough ; and soon into endless 
troubles and sorrows thereby; in all which, and in others that 
superadded themselves, Albert the Courageous was helpful accord- 
ing to ability ; distinguishing himself indeed throughout by loyalty 
to his Kaiser; and in general, I think, being rather of a conserva- 
tive turn. The rest of his merit in History, — we conclude, it was 
work that had mainly a Saxon, or at most a German fame, and 
did not reach the ear of the general world. However, sure enough 
it all lies safely fimded in Saxon and German Life to this hour, 
Saxony reaping the full benefit of it (if any); and it shall not 
concern us here. Only on three figures of the posterity begotten 
by him shall w^e pause a little, then leave him to his fate. Elector 
Moritz, Duke George, August the Strong: on these three we -will 
glance for one moment ; the rest, in mute endless procession, shall 
rustle past unseen by us. 

Albert's eldest son, then, and successor in the eastern properties 
and residences, was Duke George of Saxony,- — calied ‘ of Saxony,' 


TSE PBIHEENEAEB. 


541 


as all those Dukes, big aad little, were and still are , — Herzog 
Georg %o% Sachsen : of whom, to make him memorable, it is enough 
to say that he was Luther's Duke George ! Yes, this is he with 
whom Luther had such wrangling and jangling. Here, for the 
first time, English country gentlemen may discern “ Duke George ” 
as a fact, though a dark one, in this world; see dimly who begat 
him, where he lived, how he actually was (presumably) a human 
creature, and not a mere rumour of a name. ‘"Fear of Duke 
George?" said Luther : No, not that. I have seen the King of 
Chaos in my time, Sathanas himself, and thrown my inkbottie at 
him. Duke George 1 Had I had business in Leipzig, I should 
have gone thither, if it had rained Duke Georges for nine days 
running!" Well, reader, this is he: George the Rich, called also 
the Barhahcs (Beard y), likewise the Learned: a very magnificent 
Herr; learned, bearded, gilded, to a notable degree; and much 
reverenced by many, though Luther thought so little of him. 

He was strong for the old religion, while his cousms went so 
valiantly ahead for the new. He attended at Diets, argued, 
negotiated; offered to risk life and fortune, in some diplomatic 
degree, but was happily never called to do it. His Brother, and 
most of his people, gradually became Protestants, which much 
grieved him. Pack, unfortunate Herr Pack, whose ‘revelations' 
gave rise to the Schmalkaldic League, and to the first Protestant 
War, had been his secretary. Pack ran off from him; made said 
‘revelations,' That there was a private bargain, between Duke 
George and others, headed by the Kaiser, to cut-off and forfeit 
Philip of Hessen, the chief Pi^otestant, that &c. &c. : whereby, in 
the first place, poor Pack lost his head ; and, in the second place, 
poor Duke George's troubles were increased fourfold and tenfold. 

Poor soul, he had lost most of his ten children, some of them in 
infancy, others in maturity and middle age, by death; was now 
himself getting old, within a year or two of seventy; and Ms 
troubles not in the least diminishing. At length he lost his wife ; 
the good old dame, a princess of Bohemia, who had been his stay 
in all sorrows, she too was called away from him. Protestantism 
spreading, the Devil broken loose, all was against Duke George; 
and he felt that his own time must now be nigh. His very 
Brother, now heir-apparent by the death of all the young men, 
was of declared Protestant tendencies. George wrote to his 
Brother, who, for the present, was very poor, offering to. give him 
up the government and territories at once, on condition that the 


542 


MISOELLAHIES, 


Catholic Religion should he maintained intact : Brother respect- 
fully refused. Duke George then made a will, to the like effect; 
summoned his Estates to sanction it; Estates would not sanction; 
Duke George was seized with dreadful bowel-disorders, and lay 
down to d^^^ Sorrow on it ! Alas, alas ! 

There is one memorability of his sad last moments: A reverend 
Pater was endeavouring to strengthen him by assurances about his 
own good works, about the favour of the Saints and suchlike, when 
Dr. Rothe, the Crypto-Protestant medical gentleman, ventured to 
suggest in the extreme moment, Gnadig&r Herr, you were often 
wont to say, Straightforward is the best runner I Do that your- 
self; go straight to the blessed Saviour and eternal Son of God, 
who bore our sins ; and leave the dead Saints alone ! ” — “ Ey, then, 
— help me, then,’' George groaned out in low sad murmur, “ true 
Saviour, Jesus Christ ; take pity on me, and save me by thy bitter 
sorrows and death !" and yielded-up his soul in this mannei*. A 
much-afflicted, hard-struggling, and not very useful man. He was 
so learned, he- had written his Father Albert's exploits in Latin; 
of which respectable ‘ Monograph,^ Fabricius, in his Chronicle, has 
made use, Fabricius; not that big Hamburg Fabricius of the 
jBihliothecds ; hut an earlier minor one, Georg Goldsclmied his 
vernacular name, who was "crowned poet by Kaiser Max,' became 
head-schoolmaster in Meissen, and wrote meritorious chronicles, 
indifferently exact, i^mm Misnicamm, and suchlike,— A e is the 
Fabricius to whom the respectable Monograph fell. Of this poor 
Duke's palaces and riches, at Leipzig and elsewhere, I say nothing, 
except that they were very grand. He wore a magnificent beard, 
too, dagger-shaped and very long; was of heroic stature and 
carriage ; truly a respectable-looking man. I will remember 
nothing more of him, except that he was withal an ancestor of 
Frederick the Great; no doubt of that small interesting fact. 
One of his daughters was married to Philip the Magnanimous of 
Hessen, — wife insufficient for magnanimous Philip, wherefore he 
was obliged to marry a second, or supplement to her, which is a 
known story! But another of Duke George's daughters, who 
alone concerns us here, was spouse to Joachim II., sixth Kwrfurat 
of Brandenburg, who bore him Johann George, seventh ditto, in 
lawful wedlock ; and so was Frederick the Unique's great-grand- 
father's great-grandmother, that is to say, lineal ancestress in the 
seventh generation. If it rained Duke Georges nine days running, 
I would say no more about them* 
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We come now to Mector Morit^youv second figure. George's 
brother, Henry, succeeded; lived, only for two years; in which 
time all Wb, co Protestantism in the eastern parts of Saxony, as 
in the western. This Henry's eldest son, and first successor, was 
Moritz, the “ Maurice ” known in English Protestant books; who, 
in the Schmalkaldic League and War^ played such a questionable 
game with his Protestant cousin, of the elder or Ernestine Line, — 
quite ousting said cousin, by superior jockeyship, and reducing his 
Line and him to the second rank ever since. This cousin was 
Johann Friedrich the Magnanimous, of the Ernestine Line; whom 
we left above waiting for that catastrophe ; and it came about in 
this manner. 

Duke Moritz refused, namely, to join his poor cousin and other 
fellow Protestants in the Schmalkaldic League or War. in spite of 
Secretary Pack's denunciations, and the evidence of facts. Duke 
Moritz waited till the Kaiser (Charles V., year 1547), and their 
own ill-guidance, had beaten to pieces and ruined said League and 
War; till the Kaiser had captured Johann Frederick the Magnan- 
imous in person, and was about to kill him. And then, at this 
point of the game, by dextrous management, Duke Moritz got the 
Electorship transferred to himself; Electorship, with Wittenberg 
and the ‘inalienable lands and dignities;' — his poor cousin sitting 
prisoner the while, in imminent danger of his life ; not getting loose 
for five years, but following the Kaiser like condemned luggage, up 
and down, in a very perilous and uncomfortable manner! This 
from Moritz, who was himself a Protestant, only better skilled in 
jockeyship, was not thought handsome conduct, — nor could it be. 

However, he made it good; succeeded in it, — what is called 
succeeding. Neither is the game yet played out, nor Moritz 
publicly declared (what he full surely is, and can by discerning 
eyes he seen to be) the loseQ\ Moritz kept his Electorship, and, 
by cunning jockeying, his Protestantism too ; got his Aibertine or 
junior Line pushed into the place of the Ernestine or first; in 
which dishonourably acquired position it continues to this day; 
performing ever since the chief part in Saxony, as Electors, and 
now as Kings of Saxony ; — which seems to make him out rather 
as winner in the game ? For the Ernestine, or honourable Pro- 
testant Line is ever since in a secondary, diminished, and as it 
were, disintegrated state, a Line ’bro'ken small ; nothing now but a 
series of small Dukes, Weimar, Gotha, Coburg, and the like, in the 
T^-Thuringian region, who, on mere genealogical grounds, put Sachsen 
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to tbeir name : Sachsen-Coburg, Sachsen- Weimar, &c. and do not 
look like winners. Nor perhaps are they, — if they also have played 
too ill ! Perhaps neither of the two is winner ; for there are man}?* 
other hands in the game. withal: sure I am only that Moritz has 
lost, and never mdd win ! As perhaps may appear yet, by and by*. 

But, however that may be, the Ernestine Line has clearly got 
disintegrated, broken small, and is not in a culminating condition. 
These, I say, are the Dukes who in the present day put Sachsen 
to their name ; sons of Ernst, sons of Johann Friedrich the Mag- 
nanimous, all now in a reduced condition : while the sons of Albert, 
nephews of George the Dagger-bearded if it rain Duke Georges 
are Kings of Saxony, so-called Kings. No matter: nay, who 
knows whether it is not perhaps even less than nothing to them, 
this grand dignity of theirs? Whether, in very truth, if we look 
at substance and not semblance, the Albertine Line has risen since 
Moritz’s time; or in spite of all these crowns and appearances, 
sublime to the valet judgment, has fallen and is still falling ? I 
do not find, in fact, that it has ever done anything considerable 
since; which is the one sure symptom of rising. My probable 
conjecture rather is, that it has done (if Nature’s Register, if the 
Eternal Daybook, were consulted) very little indeed, except dwindle 
into more and more contemptibility, and impotence to do anything 
considerable whatever! Which is a very melancholy issue of 
Moritz’s great efforts; and might give rise to unspeakable con- 
siderations, in many a high man and many a low,— for which there 
is not room in this place. 

Johann Frederick, it is well known, sat magnanimously playing 
chess, while the Kaisers sentence, of death, was brought in to him : 
he listened to the reading of the sentence ; said a polite word or 
two; then turning round, with Pergmmts, Let us proceed!” 
quietly played on till the checkmate had been settled."^ Johann 
Frederick magnanimously waited-out his five years of captivity, 
excellent old Lucas Kranach, his painter and humble friend, 
refusing to quit him, but steadfastly sharing the same; then 
quietly returned (old Lucas still with him) to his true loving- 
hearted wife, to the glad friends whose faith had been tried in the 
fire. With such a wife waiting him, and such a Lucas attending 
him, a man had still something left, had his lands been all gone ; 
which in Johann Frederick’s case, they were still far from being. 
He settled at Weimar, having lost electoral Wittenberg and the 

^ De Wette : LehenB-Gesdiichte der Menage »u Sachsen (Weimar, 1770), i. 39. 
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inalienable properties; be contimied to do here, as formerly, what- 
ever wise and noble thing he could, through the short remainder 
of his life: — one wishes he had not founded all that imbroglio of 
little dukes! But perhaps he could not help it: law of primo- 
geniture, except among the Brandenburg Hohenzollerns, always a 
wise, decisive, thrifty and growing race, who had the fine talent 
of ‘annihilating rubbish,^ was not yet known in those countiies. 
Johann Frederick felt, most likely, that he, for one, in this aspect 
of the stars, was not founding kingdoms ! But indeed it was not 
he, it was his successors, his grandson and great-grandson chiefly, 
that made these multiplex divisions and confusions on the face of 
the German mother-earth, and perplexed the human soul with this 
inextricable wilderness of little dukes. From him, however, they 
do all descend ; this let the reader know, and let it be some slight 
satisfaction to him to have got a historical double-girth tied round 
them in that manner, and see two compact Bundles made of them, 
in the mean while. 

Moritz, the new Elector, did not last long. Shortly after Johann 
Frederick got home to Weimar, Moritz had already found his 
death, in prosecution of that game begun by him. It is well 
known he had no sooner made the Electorate sure to himself than 
he too drew sword against the Kaiser; beat the Kaiser; chased 
him into the Tyrol mountains ; could have taken him there, but — 
“ I have no cage big enough to hold such a bird,'" said Moritz: so 
he let the Kaiser run ; and made the Treaty of Passau with him 
instead. Treaty of Passau (A.B. 1552), by which Johann Frederick’s 
liberty was brought about, for one thing, and many liberties were 
stipulated for the Protestants ; upon which Treaty indeed Germany 
rested from its religious battles, of the blood-shedding sort, and 
fought only by ink thenceforth,— till the Thirty-Years War came, and 
a new Treaty, that of Munster or Westphalia (1648), had to succeed. 

Shortly after Passau, Moritz, now on the Kaiser s side, and clear 
for peace and submission to said treaty, drew-out against his 
oldest comrade, Albert Hohenzollern of Anspach, — ‘ Albert Ahi- 
liades ’ as they call him, that far-shining, too-impetuous Failure of 
a Frederick the Great; drew-out, I say, against this Alcibiades, 
who would not accept the Treaty of Passau; beat Alcibiades in 
the battle of Sievershausen, but lost his own life withal in it, — ^no 
more, either of fighting or diplomatising, needed from him ; — and 
thus, after only some six years of Electorship, slept with his 
fathers, no Elector, but a clod of the valley. 

Misc. III. 
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His younger brother succeeded; from whom, in a direct line, 
come all the subsequent Saxon potentates ; and the present King 
of Saxony, •with whom one has no acquaintance, nor much want of 
any. All of them are mpluws^ so to speak, of Elector Moritz, 
grand-nephews of Duke George the Dagger-bearded (' if it rained 
Duke Georges '). Diike George is, as it were, the grand-uncle 
of them all ; as Albert, our little stolen boy for whom Kunz von 
Kaufungen once gathered bilberries, is father of him and of them 
all. A goodly progeny, in point of numbers; and handsomely 
equipt and decorated by a liberal world : most expensive people, 

' — in general not admirable otherwise. Of which multifarious 
progeny I will remember farther only one, or at most two; having 
no esteem for them myself, nor wish to encumber anybody’s 
innocent memory with what perhaps deserves oblivion better, and 
at all events, is rapidly on the way to get it, with or without 
my sanction. Here, however, is our third figure, August the 
Strong. 

Friedrich August, the big King of Poland, called by some of 
his contemporaries August the Great, which epithet they had to 
change ior Aug^ist der Starhey August the Physically Strong: this 
August, of the three-hundred and fifty-four bastards, who was able 
to break a horse-shoe with his hands, and who lived in this world 
regardless of expense,— he is the individual of this junior-senior 
Albertine Line, whom I wish to pause one moment upon : merely 
with the remark, that if Moritz had any hand in making him the 
phenomenon he was, Moritz may well be ashamed of*his work. 
More transcendent king of gluttonous flunkies seldom trod this 
lower earth. A miracle to bis own century, — to certain of the 
flunky species a quasi-celestial miracle, bright with diamonds, with 
endless mistresses, regardless of expense, — to other men a prodigy, 
portent and quasi-infernal miracle, awakening insoluble inquiries; 
Whence this, ye righteous gods, and above all, whither! Poor 
devil, he was full of good humour too, and had the best of 
stomachs. A man that had his own troubles withal. His mis- 
cellany of mistresses, very pretty some of them, but fools all, would 
have driven most men mad. You may discern dimly in the flunky 
histories, in babbling PoUmtz and others, what a set they were ; 
what a time he must have had with their jealousies, their sick 
vapours, megrims, angers and infatuations ; — springing, on occasion, 
out of bed in their shift, like wild-cats, at the throat of him, fixing 
their mad claws in him, when he merely enters to ask, How do 


THE PEIHZEKEAUB. 


547 


you do, moot cJiou ? ” ^ Some of them, it is confidently said, were 
his own children. The unspeakably unexemplary mortal ! 

He got his skin well beaten, — cow-hided, as we may say, — by 
Charles XII., the rough Swede, clad mostly in leather. He was 
coaxed and driven-about by Peter the Great, as Irish post-horses 
are, — long miles, with a bundle of hay, never to be attained, stuck 
upon the pole of the coach. He reduced himself to utter bank- 
ruptcy. He had got the crown of Poland by pretending to adopt 
Papistry, — the apostate, and even pseudo-apostate ; and we may 
say he has made Protestant Saxony, and his own House first of all, 
spiritually bankrupt ever since. He died at last, at Warsaw (year 
1733 ), of an 'old mans foot;' highly composed, eupeptic to the 
last; busy in scheming-out a partition of Poland, — a thing more 
than once in men's heads, but not to be completed just yet. 
Adieu to him forever and a day. 

One of his bastards was Kutowsky, long conspicuous in poor 
Saxony as their chief military man ; whom the Prussians beat at 
Kesselsdorf, — who was often beaten ; whom Frederick the Great 
at last shut-up in Pirna. Another was the Chemlier de Saxe^ also 
a kind of general, good for very little. But by far the notablest 
was he of Aurora von Konigsmark's producing, whom they called 
Oomte de Saxe in his own country, and who afterwards in France 
became Marichal de Saze ; a man who made much noise in the 
world for a time. Of him also let us say an anecdotic word. 
Baron d'Espagnac and the biographers had long been uncertain 
about the date of his birth, — date and place alike dubious. For 
whose sake, here at length, after a centuzy of searching, is the 
extract from the baptismal register, found by an inquiring man. 
Poor Aurora, it appears, had been sent to the Harz Mountains, in 
the still autumn, in her interesting situation ; lodges in the ancient 
highland town of Goslar, anonymously, very privately ; and this is 
what the hooks of the old Markthirche (Market-Church) in that 
remote little place still bear : 

‘ JDen aclit-und-zwenzigsten October^ — But we must translate: 

' The twenty-eighth of October, in the year Sixteen-hundred and 
' ninety-six, in the evening, between seven and eight o'clock, there 
' was born by the high Lady {von der vorneJimen Frau) who lodges 
' in R. Heinrich Christoph Winkel's house, a Son ; which Son, on 
' the 30 th ejicsdcni, was in the evening baptised, in M. S. Alb's 
'house, and, by the name Mauritim, incorporated to the Lord 
s Pollnitz : La Saxe Galante; Mdmoires et LettreSj &c. 
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* Jesus {dem Serm Jem einverUiU), Godfathers were Herr Dr. 
' Trumph, E. N. Dusings and E. Heinrich Christoph Winkel/® 
Which ought to settle that small matter at least. 

On the authority of Baron d’Espagnac, I mention one other 
thing of this Mauritius, or Moritz, Marechal de Saxe; who, like 
his father, was an immensely strong man. Walking once in the 
streets of London, he came into collision with a scavenger, had 
words with the scavenger, who perhaps had splashed him with his 
mud“Shovel, or the like. Scavenger would make no apology; 
willing to try a round of boxing instead. Moritz grasps him 
suddenly by the back of the breeches; whirls him aloft, in 
horizontal position ; pitches him into his own mudcart, and walks 
on.*^ A man of much physical strength, till his wild ways wasted 
it all. 

He was tall of stature, had black circular eyebrows, black bright 
eyes,— brightness partly intellectual, partly animal, — oftenest with 
a smile in them. Undoubtedly a man of unbounded dissoluteness ; 
of much energy, loose native ingenuity; and the worst spelhr 
probably ever known. Take this one specimen, the shortest I 
have, not otherwise the best ; specimen achieved, when there had 
a proposal risen in the obsequious Academie Fran§aise to elect 
this Marechal a member. The Marechal had the sense to decline. 
Its mule me fere de la Cad4mieyWntes he] sela miret com mic hagc 
a iin ; meaning probably, Ilsmident me faire de VAeadimie; 
cela w!iroit comme%m'bag%ie dvj%cliat: ‘They would have me in 
the Academy; it would suit me as a ring would a cat,’ — or say, a 
pair of breeches a cock. Probably he had much skill in war; I 
cannot judge: his victories were very pretty; but it is to be 
remembered, he gained them all over the Duke of Cumberland; 
who was beaten by everybody that tried, and never heat anything, 
except once some starved Highland peasants at Culloden. 

To resume and conclude. August the Physically Strong, be it 
known in brief, then, is great-grandson of an Elector called Johann 
Georg I., who behaved very ill in the Thirty-Years War; now 
joining with the great Gustavus, now deserting him ; and seeking 
merely, in a poor tortuous way, little to the honour of German 
Protestantism in that epoch, to save his own goods and skin; 
wherein, too, he did not even succeed: August the Physically 
Strong, and Pseudo-Pai^ist apostate, is great-grandson of that poor 

^ Cramer : Aurora vo9i K^nigsmark (Leipzig, 1836), i. 126, 

^ Espagnac : Vie du Mariohal de Baxe (ii. 274, of the German Translation). 


54D 


THE PEINZENEAUB. 

man; wlio again is grand-nephew of the worldly-wise Elector Moritz, 
Passau-Treaty Moritz, questionable Protestant, questionable friend 
and enemy of Charles V,, with * fit to hold so big a bird/ 

— and is therefore also great-grand-nephew of Luther's friend, "If 
it rained Duke Georges.' To his generation there are six from 
Duke George's, five from Elector Moritz s : that is the genealogy. 
And if I add, that the son of August the Physically Strong was 
he who got to be August III., King of Poland; spent his time 
in smoking tobacco; ‘and had Bruhl for minister,— Briihl of the 
three-hundred and sixty-five suits of clothes, who brought Frederick 
of Prussia and the Seven-Years War into his country, and thereby, 
so to speak, quite broke the back of Saxony,— I think we may 
close our excerpts from the Albertine Line. Of the elder or 
Ernestine Line, in its dismtegmted state, I will hastily subjoin 
yet a woi'd, with the reader's leave, and then end. 

ERiJTESTiNE LINE (m the disintegrated state^ or hralcen small). 

Noble Johann Frederick, who lost the Electorate, and retired 
to Weimar, nobler for his losses, is not to be particularly blamed 
for splitting his territory into pieces, and founding that imbroglio 
of little dukedoms, which run about, ever shifting, like a mass of 
quicksilver cut into little separate pools and drops; distractive to 
the human mind, in a geographical and in far deeper senses. The 
case was not peculiar to Johann Frederick of the Ernestine Line; 
but was common to all German dukes and lines. The pious 
German mind grudges to lop anything away ; holds by the palpably 
superfluous; and in general " cannot annihilate rubbish ; ' — that is 
its inborn fault. Law of primogeniture, for such small sovereignties 
and dukedoms, is hardly yet, as the general rule, above a century 
old in that country; which, for sovereigns and for citizens, much 
more than for geographers, was certainly a strange state of 
matters I 

The Albertine Line, Electoral though it now was, made apanages, 
subdivisions, unintelligible little dukes and dukeries of a similar 
kind, though perhaps a little more charily : almost within a 
century we can remember little sovereign dukes of that line. A 
Duke of Weissenfels, for instance; foolish old gawk, whom Wilhel- 
mina Princess Royal recollects for his distracted notions,^ — which 

s Mdmoires de Wilhelmine de Prmse, Margrave de Bareitlu 
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were well shaken-out of him by Wilhelmina’s Brother afterwards. 
Or again, contemporaneously, that other little Duke, — what was 
the title of him ?— who had built the biggest bassoon ever heard 
of; thirty feet high, or so ; and was seen playing on it from a trap- 
ladder;^ — poor soul, denied an employment in this world, and 
obliged to fly to bassoons ! 

Then, too, a Duke of Merseburg, who was dining solemnly, 
when the “Old Dessauer'’ (Leopold of Anhalt-Dessau, conqueror 
at Kesselsdorf afterwards, and a great rough Prussian son of Mars) 
broke-in upon him, in a friendly manner, half-drunk, with half- 
drunk grenadiers whom he had been reviewing ; and reviewed and 
paraded them again there within the sublime ducal dining-room 
itself, and fired volleys there (to the ruin of mirrors and cut-glass) ; 
and danced with the princesses, his officers and he, — a princess in 
your left-hand, a drawn sword in your right; — and drank and 
uproared, in a Titanic manner, for about eight hours ; making a 
sorcerer’s-sahbath of the poor duke's solemn dinner.^^ Sachsen- 
Weissenfels, Sachsen-Merseburg, Sachsen-Zeitz : — there were many 
little dukes of the Albertine Line, too, but happily they are now 
all dead childless; and their apanages have fallen home to the 
general mass, which does not henceforth make subdivisions of 
itself. The Ernestine Line was but like the Albertine, and like 
all its neighbours, in that respect. 

So, too, it would be cruel to say of these Ernestine little Dukes 
that they have no history; though it must be owned, in the 
modern state of the world, they are evermore, and have long been, 
almost in the impossibility of having any. To build big bassoons, 
and play on them from trap-ladders ; to do hunting, build opera- 
houses, give court-shows ; what else, if they do not care to serve 
in foreign armies, is well possible for them ? It is a fatal position ; 
and they really ought to be delivered from it. Perhaps, then, they 
might do better. Nay, perhaps already here and there they have 
more history than we are all aware of. The late Duke of Weimar 
was beneficent to men-of-letters ; had the altogether essential 
merit, too, which is a very singular one, of finding out, for that 
object, the real men-of-letters instead of the counterfeit. A Duke 
of Sachsen-Gotha, of earlier date, went into the Grmnlach! sche 

^ Vo)lrLitz : MemoireB et Leitres. 

Same as the Bassoon Duke. — E d. 

Bes weliberilhmien Filrstens Leopoldi von A')ihalt~BesBau Lehen^ A'c, 
(Leipzig, 1742), pp. 108-H2. 
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Handel (sad ‘Grumbacli Brabble,' consisting of wild-justice in 
liigh. quai'ters, by assassination or sudden homicide in the street, 
with consequences; of all which the English reader haj)pily knows 
nothing), — went into it bravely, if rashly, in generous pity for 
Grumbach, in high hope for himself withal ; and got thrown into 
jail for life, poor Duke! Where also his Wife attended him, like 
a brave true woman, "for twenty years/— On the whole, I rather 
think they would still gladly have histories if they could ; and am 
willing to regret that brave men and princes, descended presum- 
ably from Witekind and the gods, certainly from John the Steadfast 
and John Frederick the Magnanimous, should be reduced to stand 
inert in the whirling arena of the world in that manner, swathed 
in old wrappages and packthread meshes, into inability to move ; 
watching sadly the Centuries with their stormful opulences rush 
past you, Century after Century in vain 1 

But it is better we should close. Of the Ernestine Line, in its 
disintegrated state, let us mention only two names, in the briefest 
manner, who are not quite without significance to men and 
Englishmen ; and therewith really end. The first is Bernhard of 
Weimar; champion of Elizabeth Stuart, Ex-queen of Bohemia; 
famed captain in the Thirty-Years "War; a really notable man. 
Whose Life Goethe once thought of writing ; but prudently (right 
prudently, as I can now see) drew out of it, and wrote nothing. 
Not so easy to dig-out a Hero from the mountainous owl-droppings, 
deadening to the human nostril, which moulder in Eecord Offices 
and Public Libraries; patrolled-over by mere irrational monsters, 
of the gryphon and vulture and chimera species ! Easier, a good 
deal, to versify the Ideal a little, and stick-by ballads and the 
legitimate drama. Bernhard waS Johann Frederick the Magnani- 
mous’s great-grandson: that is his genealogy; great-grandson of 
little stolen Ernst’s grandson. He began in those Bohemian 
Campaigns (1621), a young lad of seventeen; Eittmeister to one 
of his elder Brothers ; some three of whom, in various capacities, 
fought in the Protestant wars of their time. Yery ardent Pro- 
testants, they and he; men of devout mind withal; as generally 
their whole Line, from Johann Frederick the Magnanimous down- 
wards, were distinguished by being. He had risen to be a famed 
captain, while still young ; and, under and after the great Gustaviis, 
he did exploits to make the whole world know him. He " was in 
two-and-thirty battles ; ’ gained, or helped to gain, almost all of 
them; but unfortunately lost that of Nbrdlingen, which, next to 
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Liitzen, was tlie most important of all. He had taken Breisacli 
(in the Upper-Rliine country), thought to be inexpugnable; and 
was just in sight of immense ulterior achievements and advance- 
ments, when he died suddenly (1689), still only in his thirty- 
fifth year. The Richelieu French poisoned him (so ran and 
runs the rumour); at least he died conveniently for Richelieu, 
for Germany most inconveniently; and was in truth a mighty 
kind of man ; distinguished much from the imbroglio of little 

Dukes: ^ grandson’s great-grandson,’ as I said, 'of’ Or, alas, 

is it hopeless to charge a modern reader’s memory even with 
Bernhard! 

Another individual of the Ernestine Line, surely notable to 
Englishmen, and much to be distinguished amid that imbroglio of 
little Dukes, is the ' Prinz Albrecht Franz Augiost Karl Emanuel 
von Sachsen-Golttrg-G-otha;^ -wlaom we call, in briefer English, 
Prince Albert of Saxe-Coburg; actual Prince Consort of these 
happy realms. He also is a late, very late, grandson of that little 
stolen Ernst. Concerning whom both English History and English 
Prophecy might say something, — but not conveniently in this 
place. By the generality of thinking Englishmen he is regarded 
as a man of solid sense and worth, seemingly of superior talent, 
placed in circumstances beyond measure singular. Very com- 
plicated circumstances ; and which do not promise to grow less 
so, but the contrary. For* the Horologe of Time goes inexorably 
on; and the Sick Ages ripen (with terrible rapidity at present) 
towards — — Who will tell us what ? The human wisdom of this 
Prince, whatever share of it he has, may one day be unspeakably 
important to mankind 1 — But enough, enough. We will here sub- 
join his Pedigree at least; which is a very innocent Document, 
riddled from the big Historical cinderheaps, and maybe comfort- 
able to some persons : 

‘Ernst the Pious, Duke of Sachsen-Gotha (1601-1675), was one of 
Bernhard of Weimar’s elder brothers ; great-grandson of Johann Frederick 
the Magnanimous, who lost the Electorate. Had been a soldier in his 
youth ; succeeded to Gotha and the main part of the Territories ; and 
much distinguished himself there. A patron of learning, among other 
good things ; set Seckendorf on compiling ^^ fflstory of the Reformation, 
To all appearance, an excellent, prudent and really iriouB Governor of 
men. He left seven sons ; who at first lived together at Gotha, and 
‘ governed conjointly ; ’ but at length divided the Territories ; Frederick 
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tlie eldest taking Gotha, where various other Eredericks succeeded him, 
and the line did not die out till 1824. The other six brothers like- 
wise all founded ^ Lines,' Gohurg, Meinungen, Eomhild, Eisenberg, 
Hildburghausen, Saalfeld, most of which soon died out; but it is only 
the youngest brother, he of Smlfeld with his Line, that concerns us 

here. ■ ' ' 

fJoHANN' Ernst (1658-1729), youngest 'son of Ernst the Pious ; 
goi Smlfeld for his portion. The then Coburg Line died out in 1678, 
upon which arose great arguings as to who should inherit ; arguings, 
bargainings; and, between Meimtngen and Saalfeld especially, a lawsuit 
in ih.Q Reichshofrath (Imperial Aulic Council, as we call it), which seemed 
as if it would never end. At length, in 1735, Saalfeld, ^ after two- 
hundred and six Conclusa (Decrees) in its favour,' carried the point over 
Meinungen ; got possession of ^ Coburg Town, and nearly ail the Territory,' 
and holds it ever since. Johann Ernst was dead in the interim ; but 
had left his son. 

T Franz Josias (born 1697), Duke of Sachsen-Saalfeldi — who, as we 
see, in 1735, after these ‘ 206 Decrees,' got Coburg too, and adopted that 
town as his Residenz ; Duke of Sachsen-Coburg-Saalfeld thenceforth. A 
younger son of this Franz Josias was the ‘‘Coburg’' (Austrian General) 
thrice-famous in the French Newspapers of 1792-’94, if now forgotten. 
His (Franz Josias’s) eldest son and sucessor was 

3° Ernst Friedrich (1724-1800); — and his 

4° Franz Friedrich Anton (1750-1806). He left three daughters, 
one of whom became Duchess of Kent, and mother of Queen Victoria : 
likewise three sons; the youngest of whom is Leopold, now King of the 
Belgians ; and the eldest of whom was 

- 5® Ernst Anton Karl Ludwig (1784-1844) ; to whom Sachsen-Gotha 

fell in 1824 ; — whose elder son is now reigning Duke of Sachsen-Qohurg- 
Saalfeld- Gotha (chief Eesidence Gotha) ; and whose younger is 

6° Prince Albert, whom we know.^^ 

So that the young gentleman who will one day (it is hoped, but 
not till after many years) be King of England, is visibly, as we 
count, Thirteenth in direct descent from that little boy Ernst whom 
Kunz von Kaufungen stole. Ernst s generation and Twelve others 
have blossomed-out and grown big, and have faded and been blown 
away ; and in these 400 years, since Kunz did his feat, we have 
arrived so far. And that is the last ‘pearl, or odd button,’ I will 
string on that Transaction. 

Hiibner, tab. 163; CErtel, tab. 70 ; Michaclis, C/tw- wid 
MMser m Te'iUscMandj i. 511-525. 
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Here is a Letter since received, whicli may be worth 
printing; 

‘Eoyal Societj, Somerset House, 6 tlx August 1856. 

‘ Dear Sir,— I am a stranger to you, though not to your works ; and 
would not intrude on your time and attention, were it not that the subject 
on which I write may perhaps procure me your indulgence. 

^ I have taken a walk into Bohemia, and visited, on the way, some of 
the places identified with the Prinzenraub. The old town of Altenburg 
is picturesque in situation, architeeture and the costume of its Wendish 
population. In the castle, which stands on a hill resembling that at 
Edinburgh, are to he seen the dresses worn hy the young Princes at the 
time of their kidnapping, ancient weapons, armour, &c., old chambers 
and modern halls, and a walled-up window marking the situation of the 
one through w^hich Hunz carried-off his princely booty. 

‘ The estate which was given to the Driller is situate about half-an- 
hour’s walk to the east of Zwickau ; a town that recalls Luther to memory. 
He (Luther) often ascended the tall church-tower to enjoy the prospect 
around ; and there remains on the top an old clumsy table said to have 
been his. 

‘ The Driller family is not extinct. Three male representatives are 
living at Ereyherg and other places in Saxony ; but the estate has been 
out of their possession for many years. It lies pleasantly on one side of 
a narrow gleu, and is now the site of a large brewery — Driller Bier- 
brauerei — famed in all the country round for the excellence of its beer. 
By experience acceptably gathered on the spot on a hot afternoon, I can 
testify that the Driller beer is equal to its reputation. Hence there is 
something besides a patriotic sentiment to attract customers to the shady 
gardens and sjxacious guest-chambers of the brewery; and to justify the 
writing over the entrance, — Dulcms ex i'pso foiite hihiintur aquce, 

‘ In one of the rooms I saw a full-length painting of the Driller ; a 
sturdy, resolute-looking fellow, with ample black beard, grasping his pole, 
and supporting the young Prince whom he had just rescued. Also two 
miniatures; one inscribed Georg Schmidt od. Triller ; the other, a like- 
ness of his Wife, a rustic dame of quiet expression, with gray eyes and 
arched eyebrows. Also a portrait of Kunz, very different from what I 
expected. He bears a striking resemblance to our portraits of Sir Philip 
Sidney ; with crisp curly hair, ample forehead, well-opened eye, pointed 
heard, and wearing a gold chain. Also a thin quarto containing a history 
of the Frinzenraiib, with portraits, and engravings of the incidents : The 
stealing of the princes from the castle — the rescue — the joyful return — 
the beheading of Kunz, &c. All these things help to keep-up a little 
enthusiasm among the Saxons, and perhaps encourage trade. 

‘ On the 8th of July of last year (1855), a festival was held to celebrate 
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the four-hundredth anniversary of ih.Q Prinzenmuh, A long procession, 
headed by Herr Ebert, the chief proprietor (since deceased), walked from 
Zwickau to the brewery, passing under t\vo triumphal arches on the way. 
The leader was followed by a long hie of coalers, by friends on foot and 
in carriages, and bands of music in wagons ; altogether about eight- 
hundred persons. They kept-up the celebration with right good' will, and 
drank, so the Braumeister told me, a hundred eimers of beer. 

‘'A similar festival was held on the same day at Altenburg, Harten- 
stein, Griinhain, attended by people from all the neighhouring villages, 
when not a few paid a visit to the Prinzenhohle, — the cave in which 
Prince Ernst was hidden. 

did not see the monastery of Ebersdorf ; but I was informed by 
sundry persons that the Driller’s coat is still to be seen there. 

^ I remain, yours with much respect, 

^ Walter White. 


‘ ThomxIs Carlyle, Esq.’ 
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INAUGUEAL ADDEESS AT EDINBURGH 
2d APRIL 1866, 

ON BEING INSTALLED AS EECTOB OP THE UNIVERSITY THERE. 

Gentlemen, — I liaye accepted the office you have elected me 
to, and it is now my duty to return thanks for the great honour 
done me. Your enthusiasm towards me, I must admit, is in itself 
very beautiful, however undeserved it may be in regard to the 
object of it. It is a feeling honourable to all men, and one well 
known to myself when I was of an age like yours, nor is it yet 
quite gone. I can only hope that, with you too, it may endure 
to the end, — this noble desire to honour those whom you think 
worthy of honour; and that you will come to be more and more 
select and discriminate in the choice of the object of it: — for I can 
well understand that you will modify your opinions of me and of 
many things else, as you go on \La%glite>T and clmrs\ It is now 
fifty-six years, gone last November, since I first entered your City, 
a boy of not quite fourteen ; to ‘attend the classes' here, and gain 
knowledge of all kinds, I could little guess what, my poor mind 
full of wonder and awe-struck expectation ; and now, after a long 
course, this is what we have come to [Cheers]. There is something 
touching and tragic, and yet at the same time beautiful, to see, as 
it were, the third generation of my dear old native land rising up 
and saying, “Well, you are not altogether an unworthy labourer in 
the vineyard; you have toiled through a great variety of fortunes, 
and have had many judges : this is our judgment of you I " As 
the old proverb says, ‘ Ho that builds by the wayside has many 
masters.' We must expect a variety of judges; but the voice of 
young Scotland, through you, is really of some value to me ; and I 
return you many thanks for it, — though I cannot go into describing 
my emotions to you, and perhaps they will be much more perfectly 
conceivable if expressed in silence \OheerB\, 

When this office was first proposed to me, some of you know I 
was not very ambitious to accept it, but had my doubts rather. I 
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was tan gilt to believe that there were certain more or less im- 
portant duties which would lie in my power. This, I confess, was 
my chief motive in going into it, and overcoming the objections I 
felt to such things : if I could do anything to serve my dear old 
Alma MaUr mdi jou, why should not I ? [Loud cheers!] Well, but 
on practically looking into the matter when the office actually 
came into my hands, I find it grows more and more uncertain and 
abstruse to me whether there is much real duty that I can do at 
all. I live four hundred miles away from you, in an entirely 
different scene of things ; and my weak health, with the burden of 
the many years now accumulating on me, and my total unac- 
quaintance with such subjects as concern your affairs here, — all this 
fills me with apprehension that there is really nothing worth the 
least consideration that I can do on that score. You may depend 
on it, however, that if any such duty does arise in any form, I will 
use my most faithful endeavour to do in it whatever is right and 
proper, according to the best of my judgment [Gheers]. 

Meanwhile, the duty I at present have,— which might be very 
pleasant, but which is not quite so, for reasons you may fancy, — is 
to address some words to you, if possible not quite useless, nor 
incongruous to the occasion, and on subjects more or less cognate 
to the pursuits you are engaged in. Accordingly, I mean to offer 
you some loose observations, loose in point of order, but the truest 
I have, in such form as they may present themselves ; certain of 
the thoughts that are in me about the business you are here 
engaged in, what kind of race it is that you young gentlemen have 
started on, and what sort of arena you are likely to find in this 
world. I ought, I believe, according to custom, to have written all 
that down on paper, and had it read out. That would have been 
much handier for me at the present moment [A latigh ]; — but on 
attempting the thing, I found I was not used to write speeches, 
and that I didn’t get on very well. So I flung that aside ; and 
could only resolve to trust, in all superficial respects, to the 
suggestion of the moment, as you now see. You will therefore 
have to accept what is readiest; what comes direct from the 
heart; and you must just take that in compensation for any good 
order or arrangement there might have been in it. I will endeavour 
to say nothing that is not true, so far as I can manage; and that 
is pretty much all I can engage for [A 

Advices, I believe, to young men, as to all men, are very seldom 
much valued. There is a great deal of advising, and very little 
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faitlifal performing; and talk tliat does not end in any kind of 
action is better suppressed altogether. I would not, therefore, go 
much into advising; but there is one advice I must give you. In 
fact, it is the summary of all advices, and doubtless you have heard 
it a thousand times; but I must nevertheless let you hear it the 
thousand-and-first time, for it is most intensely true, whether you 
will believe it at present or not;— namely, That above all things 
the interest of your whole life depends on your h^ing diligent, now 
while it is called today, in this place where you have come to get 
education ! Diligent : that includes in it all virtues that a student 
can have; I mean it to include all those qualities of conduct that 
lead on to the acquirement of real instruction and improvement in 
such a place. If you will believe me, you who are young, yours is 
the golden season of life. As you have heard it called, so it verily 
is, the seed-time of life; in which, if you do not sow, or if you sow 
taies instead of wheat, you cannot expect to reap welt afterwards, 
and you will arrive at little. And in the course of years, when you 
come to look back, if you have not done %vhat you have heard from 
your advisers— and among many counsellors there is wisdom,— 
you will bitterly repent when it is too late. The habits of study 
acquired at Universities are of the highest importance in after-life. 
At the season when you are young in yeax's, the whole mind is, as 
it were, fluid, and is capable of forming itself into any shape that 
the owner of the mind pleases to allow it, or constrain it, to form 
itself into. The mind is then in a plastic or fluid state; but it 
hardens gradually, to the consistency of rock or of iron, and you 
cannot alter the habits of an old man : he, as he has begun, so he 
will proceed and go on to the last. 

By diligence I mean, among other things, and very chiefly too^ 
— honesty, in all your inquiries, and in all you are about. Pursue 
your studies in the way your conscience can name honest. More 
and more endeavour to do that. Keep, I should say for one thing, an 
accurate separation between what you have really come to know in 
your minds and wlmt is still unknown. Leave all that latter on 
the hypothetical side of the barrier, as things afterwards to be 
acquired, if acquired at all; and be careful not to admit a thing as 
known when you do not yet know it. Count a thing known only 
when it is imprinted clearly on your mind, and has become 
transparent to you, so that you may survey it on all sides with 
intelligence. There is such a thing as a man endeavouring to 
persuade himself, and endeavouring to persuade others, that he 
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knows tliingS; wlien ke does not know more than the outside skin 
of them ; and yet he goes flourishing about with them \_IIear, 
hear, and a lcmgJi\. There is also a process called cramming, in 
some Universities [-4 that is, getting-up such points of 

things as the examiner is likely to put questions about. Avoid 
all that, as entirely unworthy of an honourable mind. Be 
modest, and humble, and assiduous in your attention to what 
your teachers tell you, who are profoundly interested in trying 
to bring you forward in the right way, so far as they have been 
able to understand it. Try all things they set before you, in 
order, if possible, to understand them, and to follow and adopt 
them in proportion to their fitness for you. Gradually see what 
kind of work you individually can do ; it is the first of all problems 
for a man to find out what kind of work he is to do in this 
universe. In short, morality as regards study is, as in all other 
things, the primary consideration, and overrules all others. A dis- 
honest man cannot do anything real ; he never will study with real 
fruit; and perhaps it would be greatly better if he were tied up 
from trying it. He does nothing but darken counsel by the words 
he utters. That is a very old doctrine, but a very true one; and 
you will find it confirmed by all the thinking men that have ever 
lived in this long series of generations of which we are the latest. 

I daresay you know, very many of you, that it is now some seven 
hundred years since Universities were first set-up in this world of 
ours. Abelard and other thinkers had arisen with doctrines in 
them which people wished to hear of, and students flocked towards 
them from all parts of the world. There was no getting the thing 
recorded in books, as you now may. You had to hear the man 
speaking to you vocally, or else you could not learn at all what it 
was that he wanted to say. And so they gathered together, these 
speaking ones, — the various people who had anything to teach ; — 
and formed themselves gradually, under the patronage of kings 
and other potentates who were anxious about the culture of their 
populations, and nobly studious of their best benefit ; and became 
a body-corporate, with high privileges, high dignities, and really 
high aims, under the title of a University. 

Possibly too you may have heard it said that the course of 
centuries has changed all this ; and that ' the true University of 
our days is a Collection of Books.* And be 3 mnd doubt, all this is 
greatly altered by the invention of Printing, which took place 
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about midway between us and the origin of Universities, Men 
have not now to go in person to where a Professor is actually 
speaking; because in most cases you can get his doctrine out of 
him through a book ; and can then read it, and read it again and 
again, and study it. That is an immense change, that one fact of 
Printed Books. And I am not sure that I know of any University 
in which the whole of that fact has yet been completely taken in, 
and the studies moulded in complete conformity with it. Never- 
theless, Universities have, and will continue to have, an indispens- 
able value in society; — I think, a very high, and it might be, 
almost the highest value. They began, as is well known, with 
their grand aim directed on Theology, — their eye tuxmed earnestly 
on Heaven. And perhaps, in a sense, it may be still said, the very 
highest interests of man are virtually intrusted to them. In regard 
to theology, as you are aware, it has been, and especially was then, 
the study of the deepest heads that have come into the world, — 
what is the nature of this stupendous Universe, and what are our 
relations to it, and to all things knowable by man, or known only 
to the great Author of man and it. Theology was once the name 
for all this ; all this is still alive for man, however dead the name 
may grow ! In fact, the members of the Church keeping theology 
in a lively condition \LaugM&T\ for the benefit of the whole popu- 
lation, theology was the great object of the Universities. I 
consider it is the same intrinsically now, though very much 
forgotten, from many causes, and not so successful \A la\igK\ as 
might be wished, by any manner of means 1 

It remains, however, practically a most important truth, what I 
alluded to above, that the main use of Universities in the present 
age is that, after you have done with all your classes, the next 
thing is a collection of books, a great library of good hooks, which 
you proceed to study and to read. What the Universities can 
mainly do for you, — what I have found the University did for me, 
is, That it taught me to read, in various languages, in various 
sciences ; so that I could go into the books which treated of these 
things, and gradually penetrate into any department I wanted to 
make myself master of, as I found it suit me. 

Well, Gentlemen, whatever you may think of these historical 
points, the clearest and most imperative duty lies on every one of 
you to he assiduous in your reading. Learn to be good readers, — 
which is perhaps a more difficult thing than you imagine. Learn 
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to be discriiinnative in your reading ; to read faitlif Lilly, and witb 
your best attention, all kinds of things which you have a real 
interest in, a real not an imaginary, and which you find to be 
really fit for what you are engaged in. Of course, at the present 
time, in a great deal of the reading incumbent on you, you must 
be guided by the books recommended by your Professors for 
assistance towards the eSect of their prelections. And then, when 
you leave the University, and go into studies of your own, you will 
find it very important that you have chosen a field, some province 
specially suited to you, in which you can study and work. The 
most unhappy of all men is the man who cannot tell what he is 
going to do, who has got no work cut-out for him in the world, and 
does not go into it. For work is the grand cure of all the maladies 
and miseries that ever beset mankind, — honest work, which you 
intend getting done. 

If, in any vacant vague time, you are in a strait as to choice of 
reading, — a very good indication for you, perhaps the best you 
could get, is towards some book you have a great curiosity about. 
You are then in the readiest and best of all possible conditions to 
improve by that book. It is analogous to what doctors tell us 
about the physical health and appetites of the patient. You muvSt 
learn, however, to distinguish between false appetite and true. 
There is such a thing as a false appetite, which will lead a man 
into vagaries with regard to diet ; will tempt him to eat spicy 
things, which he should not eat at all, nor would, but that the 
things are toothsome, and that he is under a momentary baseness 
of mind. A man ought to examine and find out what he I'eally 
and truly has an appetite for, what suits his constitution and con- 
dition; and that, doctors tell him, is in general the very thing he 
ought to have. And so with books. 

As applicable to all of you, I will say that it is highly expedient 
to go into History; to inquire into what has passed before you on 
this Earth, and in the Family of Man. 

The history of the Romans and Greeks will first of all concern 
you ; and you will find that the classical knowledge you have got 
will be extremely applicable to elucidate that. There you have 
two of the most remarkable races of men in the world set before 
you, calculated to open innumerable reflections and considerations ; 
a mighty advantage,, if you can achieve it; — to say nothing of 
what their two languages will yield you, which your Professors can 
better explain; model languages, which are universally admitted 
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to be the most perfect forms of speech we have yet found to exist 
among men. And you will find, if you read well, a pair of ex- 
tremely remarkable nations, shining in the records left by them- 
selves, as a kind of beacon, or solitary mass of illumination, to 
light-up some noble forms of human life for us, in the otherwise 
utter darkness of the past ages ; and it will be well worth your 
while if you can get into the understanding of what these people 
were, and what they did. You will find a great deal of hearsay, of 
empty rumour and tradition, which does not touch on the matter; 
but perhaps some of you will get to see the old Roman and the 
old Greek face to face; you will know in some measure how they 
contrived to exist, and to perform their feats in the world. 

I believe, also, you will find one important thing not much 
noted, That there was a veiy great deal of deep religion in both 
nations. This is pointed out by the wiser kind of historians, and 
particularly by Ferguson, who is very well worth reading on 
Roman History, — and who, I believe, was an alumnus of our own 
University. His book is a very creditable work. He points out 
the profoundly religious nature of the Roman people, notwith- 
standing their ruggedly positive, defiant and fierce ways. They 
believed that Jupiter Optimus Maximus was lord of the universe, 
and that he had appointed the Romans to become the chief of 
nations, provided they followed his commands, — to brave all 
danger, all difficulty, and stand up with an invincible front, and be 
ready to do and die; and also to have the same sacred regard to 
truth of promise, to thorough veracity, thorough integrity, and all 
the virtues that accompany that noblest quality of man, valour, — 
to which latter the Romans gave the name of * virtue’ 

{virtus, manhood), as the crown and summary of all that is en- 
nobling for a man. In the literary ages of Rome this religious 
feeling had very much decayed away ; but it still retained its place 
among the lower classes of the Roman people. Of the deeply 
religious nature of the Greeks, along with their beautiful and 
sunny effulgences of art, you have striking proof, if you look for it. 
In the tragedies of Sophocles there is a most deep-toned recog- 
nition of the eternal justice of Heaven, and the unfailing punish- 
ment of crime against the laws of God. I believe you will find 
in all histories of nations, that this has been at the origin 
and foundation of them all; and that no nation which did not 
contemplate this wonderful universe with an awestricken and 
reverential belief that there was a great unknown, omnipotent, and 
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all-wise and all-just Being, superintending all men in it, and all 
interests in it, — no nation ever came to very much, nor did any 
man either, who forgot that. If a man did forget that, he forgot 
the most important part of his mission in this world. 

Our own history of England, which you will naturally take a 
great deal of pains to make yourselves acquainted with, you will 
find beyond all others worthy of your study. For indeed I believe 
that the British nation, — including in that the Scottish nation, — 
produced a finer set of men than any you will find it possible to 
get anywhere else in the world \Applause\, I don’t know, in any 
history of Greece or Rome, where you will get so fine a man as 
Oliver Cromwell, for example \Applmm\ And we too have had 
men worthy of memory, in our little corner of the Island here, as 
well as others; and our history has had its heroic features all 
along; and did become great at last in heiug connected with 
world-history : — for if you examine w’'ell, you will find that John 
Knox was the author, as it were, of Oliver Cromwell ; that the 
Puritan revolution never would have taken place in England at 
all, had it not been for that Scotchman \^Applcmsc\ That is an 
authentic fact, and is not prompted by national vanity on my part, 
hut will stand examining [^Lmighter and appkatse\ 

In fact, if you look at the struggle that was then going on in 
England, as I have had to do in my time, you will see that people 
were overawed by the immense impediments lying in the way. A 
small minority of God-fearing men in that country were flying 
away, with any ship they could get, to New England, rather than 
take the lion by the beard. They durst not confront the powers 
with their most just complaints, and demands to be delivered 
from idolatry. They wanted to make the nation altogether con- 
formable to the Hebrew Bible, which they, and all men, understood 
to be the exact transcript of the Will of God ; — and could there 
be, for man, a more legitimate aim ? Nevertheless, it would have 
been impossible in their circumstances, and not to be attempted at 
all, had not Knox succeeded in it here, some fifty years before, 
by the firmness and nobleness of his mind. For he also is of the 
select of the earth to me, — John Knox [Applause], What he has 
suffered from the ungrateful generations that have followed him 
should really make us humble ourselves to the dust, to think that 
the most excellent man our country has produced, to whom we 
owe everything that distinguishes us among the nations, should 
have been so sneered at, misknown, and abused [Applausf^^, Knox 
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was liearcl by Scotland; tlie people beard him, believed bim io the 
marrow of their bones : they took up bis doctrine, and they defied 
principalities and powers to move them from it We must have 
it/' they said ; we will and must ! ” It was in this state of things 
that the Puritan struggle arose in England; and you know well 
how the Scottish earls and nobility, with their tenantry, marched 
away to Dunse Hill in 1639, and sat down there: just at the 
crisis of that struggle, when it was either to be suppressed or 
brought into greater vitality, they encamped on Dunse — 
thirty-thousand armed men, drawn out for that occasion, each 
regiment round its landlord, its earl, or whatever he miglit be 
called, and zealous all of them ' For Christ s Crown and Covenant/ 
That was the signal for all England's rising up into unappeasable 
determination to have the Gospel there also; and you know it 
w^ent on, and came to be a contest whether the Parliament or the 
King should rule ; whether it should be old formalities and use- 
and-wont, or something that had been of new conceived in the 
souls of men, namely, a divine determination to walk according to 
the laws of God here, as the sum of all prosperity ; which of these 
should have the mastery : and after a long, long agony of struggle, 
it was decided — the way we know. 

I should say also of that Protectorate of Oliver CromwelFs, not- 
withstanding the censures it has encountered, and the denial of 
everybody that it could continue in the world, and so on, it appears 
to me to have been, on the whole, the most salutai-y thing in the 
modern history of England. If Oliver Cromwell had continued it 
out, I don't know what it would have come to. It would have 
got conmpted probably in other hands, and could not have gone 
on ; but it was pure and true, to the last fibre, in his mind ; there 
was perfect truth in it while he ruled over it. 

Macchiavelli has remarked, in speaking of the Eomans, that 
Democracy cannot long exist anywhere in the world; that as a 
mode of government, of national management or administration, it 
involves an impossibility, and after a little while must end in 
wreck. And he goes on proving that, in his own way. I do not 
ask you ail to follow him in that conviction [HeaT \ — but it is 
to him a clear truth; he considers it a solecism and impossi- 
bility that the universal mass of men should ever govern them- 
selves. He has to admit of the Romans, that they continued a long 
time; but believes it was purely in virtue of this, item in their 
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constitution, namely, of their all Laving the conviction in their 
minds that it was solemnly necessary, at times, to appoint a 
Dictator ; a man who had the power of life and death over every- 
thing, who degraded men out of their places, ordered them to 
execution, and did whatever seemed to him good in the name of 
God above him. He was commanded to take care that the re- 
public suffer no detriment. ’ And Macchiavelli calculates that this 
was the thing which purified the social system from time to time, 
-and enabled it to continue as it did. Probable enough, if you 
consider it. And an extremely proper function surely, this of a 
Dictator, if the republic was composed of little other than bad and 
tumultuous men, triumphing in general over the better, and all 
going the had road, in fact. Well, Oliver Cromweirs Protectorate, 
or Dictatorate if you will let me name it so, lasted for about ten 
years, and you will find that nothing which was contrary to the 
laws of Heaven was allowed to live by Oliver \^A]p2}lcmsc\ 

For example, it was found by his Parliament of Notables, what 
they call the 'Barebones Parliament,' — the most zealous of all 
Parliaments probably that the Court of Chancery in 

England was in a state which was really capable of no apology ; no 
man could get up and say that that was a right court. There 
were, I think, fifteen-thousand, or fifteen-hundred [LcmghtcT\ — I 
really don't remember which, but we will call it by the latter 
number, to be safe \Beneived ImogliteT] there were fifteen-hundred 
cases lying in it undecided ; and one of them, I remember, for a 
large amount of monej^", was eighty-three years old, and it was 
going on still ; wigs were wagging over it, and lawyers were taking 
their fees, and there was no end of it. Upon view of ail which, 
the Barebones people, after deliberation about it, thought it was 
expedient, and commanded by the Author of Man and Fountain of 
Justice, and in the name of what was true and right, to abolish 
said court. Eeally, I don’t know who could have dissenteJ from 
that opinion. At the same time, it was thought by those who 
were wiser in their generation, and had more experience of the 
world, that this was a very dangerous thing, and wouldn't suit at 
all. The lawyers began to make an immense noise about it 
[LaugliteT\ All the public, the great mass of solid and well-dis- 
posed people who had got no deep insight into such matters, were 
very adverse to it : and the Speaker of the Parliament, old Sir 
Francis Ecus, — who translated the. Psalms for us, those that we 
sing here every Sunday in the Church yet ; a very good man, and 
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a wise and learned, Provost of Eton College afterwards, — he got a 
great number of the Parliament to go to Oliver the Dictator, and 
lay down their functions altogether, and declare officially, with 
their signature, on Monday morningj that the Parliament was dis- 
solved. The act of abolition had been passed on Saturday night ; 
and on Monday morning Rous came and said, ''We cannot carry-on 
the affair any longer, and we remit it into the hands of your 
Highness/’ Oliver in that way became Protector, virtually in 
some sort a Dictator, for the first time. 

And I give you this as an instance that Oliver did faithfully 
set to doing a Dictator’s function, and of his prudence in it as well. 
Oliver felt that the Parliament, now dismissed, had been perfectly 
right with regard to Chancery, and that there was no doubt of the 
propriety of abolishing Chancery, or else reforming it in some kind 
of way. Pie considered the matter, and this is what he did. He 
assembled fifty or sixty of the wisest lawyers to be found in 
England. Htippily, there were men great in the law; men who 
valued the laws of England as much as anybody ever did ; and who 
knew withal that there was something still more sacred than any 
of these [A laug]i\. Oliver said to them, " Go and examine this 
thing, and in the name of God inform me what is necessary to be 
done with it. You will see how we may clean-out the foul things 
in that Chancery Court, which render it poison to everybody/’ 
Well, they sat down accordingly, and in the course of six weeks, — 
(there was no public speaking then, no reporting of speeches, and 
no babble of any kind, there was just the business in hand), — 
they got some sixty propositions fixed in their minds as the sum- 
mary of the things that required to be done. And upon these 
sixty propositions, Chancery was reconstituted and remodelled ; 
and so it got a new lease of life, and has lasted to our time. It had 
become a nuisance, and could not have continued much longer. 
That is an instance of the manner of things that were done when 
a Dictatorship prevailed in the country, and that was how the 
Dictator did them. I reckon, all England, Parliamentary England, 
got a new lease of life from that Dictatorship of Oliver’s ; and, on 
the whole, that the good fruits of it will never die while England 
exists as a nation. 

In general, I hardly think that out of common history-books 
you will ever get into the real history of this country, or ascertain 
anything which can specially illuminate it for you, and which it 
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would most of all behove you to know. You may read very in- / 
genious and very clever books, by men whom it would be the height 
of insolence in me to do other than express my respect for. But their 
position is essentially sceptical. God and the Godlike, as our fathers 
would have said, has fallen asleep for them ; and plays no part in 
their histories. A most sad and fatal condition of matters ; who 
shall say how fatal to us all ! A man unhappily in that condition 
will make but a temporary explanation of anything : — in short, 
you will not be able, I believe, by aid of these men, to understand 
how this Island came to be what it is. You will not find it recorded 
in books. You will find recorded in books a jumble of tumults^ 
disastrous ineptitudes, and all that kind of thing. But to get 
what you want, you will have to look into side sources, and inquire 
in all directions. 

I remember getting Collins s Peerage to read, — a very poor per- 
formance as a work of genius, but an excellent book for diligence 
and fidelity. I was writing on Oliver Cromwell at the time 

I could get no biographical dictionary available ; anti , 
I thought the Peerage Book, since most of my men were peers or 
sons of peers, would help me, at least would tell me whether 
people were old or young, where they lived, and the like particulars, 
better than absolute nescience and darkness. And accordingly I 
found amply all I had expected in poor Collins, and got a great 
deal of help out of him. He was a diligent dull London bookseller, 
of about a hundred years ago, who compiled out of all kinds of 
parchments, charter-chests, archives, books that were authentic, and 
gathei^ed far and wide, wherever he could get it, the information 
wanted. He was a very meritorious man. 

I not only found the solution of everything I had expected 
there, but I began gradually to perceive this immense fact, which 
I really advise every one of you who read history to look out for, 
if you have not already found it. It was that the Kings of Eng- 
land, all the way from the Norman Conquest down to the times 
of Charles L, had actually, in a good degree, so far as they knew, 
been in the habit of appointing as Peers those who deserved to be 
appointed. In genei^al, I perceived, those Peers of theirs were all 
royal- men of a sort, with minds full of justice, valour and humanity, 
and all kinds of qualities that men ought to have who rule over 
others. And then their genealogy, the kind of sons and descendants 
they had, this also was remarkable : — for there is a great deal 
more in genealogy than is generally believed at present. I never 
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heard tell of any clevei' man that came of entirely stupid people 
\LcmgkUT\ If you look around, among the families of your ac- 
quaintance, you will see such cases in all directions ; — I know that 
my own experience is steadily that way ; I can trace the father, 
and the son, and the grandson, and the family stamp is quite 
distinctly legible upon each of them. So that it goes for a great 
deal, the hereditary principle, — in Government as in other things ; 
and it must be again recognised so soon as there is any fixity in 
things. You will remark, too, in your Collins, that, if at any time 
the genealogy of a peerage goes awry, if the man that actually holds 
the peerage is a fool, — in those earnest practical times, the man 
soon gets into mischief, gets into treason probably, — soon gets him- 
self and his peerage extinguished altogether, in short \Ija%iglite>T\ 
From those old documents of Collins, you learn and ascertain 
that a peer conducts himself in a pious, high-minded, grave, digni- 
fied and manly kind of way, in his course through life, and when 
he takes leave of life : — his last will is often a remarkable piece, 
which one lingers over. And then you perceive that there was 
kindness in him as well as rigour, pity for the poor ; that he has 
fine hospitalities, generosities, — in fine, that he is throughout 
much of a noble, good and valiant man. And that in general the 
King, with a beautiful approximation to accuracy, had nominated 
this kind of man ; saying, “ Come you to me, sir. Come out of the 
common level of the people, where you are liable to be trampled 
upon, jostled about, and can do in a manner nothing with your 
fine gift ; come here and take a district of country, and make it 
into your own image more or less ; be a king under me, and under- 
stand that that is your function.’^ I say this is the most divine 
thing that a human being can do to other human beings, and no 
kind of thing whatever has so much of the character of God 
Almighty's Divine Government as that thing, which, we see, went 
on all over England for about six hundred years. That is the 
grand soul of England's history [ClieeTs]. It is historically true 
that, down to the time of James, or even Charles I., it was not 
understood that any man was made a Peer without having merit 
in him to constitute him a proper subject for a peerage. In 
Charles I.'s time it grew to be known or said that, if a man w^as 
horn a gentleman, and cared to lay-out 10,000Z. judiciously up and 
down among courtiers, he could be made a Peer. Under Charles 
II. it went on still faster, and has been going-on with ever-increas- 
ing velocity, until w^e see the perfectly breakneck pace at which 


572 MISCELLANIES* 

they are going now [A laitgh\ so that now a peerage is a paltry 
kind of thing to what it was in those old times. I could go into a 
great many more details about things of that sort, but I must turn 
to another branch of the subject. 

First, however, one remark more about your reading. I do not 
know whether it has been sufficiently brought home to you that 
there are two kinds of books. When a man is reading on any 
kind of subject, in most departments of books, — in all books, if you 
take it in a wide sense, — he will find that there is a division into 
good books and bad books. Eveiywhere a good kind of book and 
a bad kind of book. I am not to assume that you are unacquainted, 
or ill acquainted, with this plain fact ; but I may remind you that 
it is becoming a very important consideration in our day. And we 
have to cast aside altogether the idea people have, that if they are 
reading any book, that if an ignorant man is reading any book, he 
is doing rather better than nothing at all. I must entirely call 
that in question; I even venture to deny that \LmigliUr and 
cheeTB\. It would be much safer and better for many a reader, 
that he had no concern with books at all. There is a number, a 
frightfully increasing number, of books that are decidedly, to the 
reader's of them, not useful [JTcm’], But an ingenuous reader will 
learn, also, that a certain number of books were written by a 
supremely noble kind of people, —not a very great number of 
books, but still a number fit to occupy all your reading industry, 
do adhere more or less to that side of things. In short, as I have 
written it down somewhere else, I conceive that books are like 
men’s souls; divided into sheep and goats \La%bgliUT and chm'‘s\ 
Some few are going up, and carrying us up, heavenward ; calculated, 
I mean, to be of priceless advantage in teaching, — in for-warding 
the teaching of all generations. Others, a frightful multitude, are 
going down, down; doing ever the more and the wider and the 
wilder mischief. Keep a strict eye on that latter class of books, 
my young friends 1 — 

And for the I'est, in regard to all your studies and readings here, 
and to whatever you may learn, you are to remember that the 
object is not particular knowledges, — -not that of getting liigher 
and higher in technical peifeetions, and all that sort of thing. 
There is a higher aim lying at the rear of all that, especially 
among those who are intended for literary or speaking pursuits, or 
the sacred profession. You are ever to bear in mind that there 
lies behind that the acquisition of what may be called wisdom ; — 
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namely, sound appreciation and just decision as to all tlie objects 
that come round you, and the habit of behaving with justice, 
candour, clear insight, and loyal adherence to fact. Great is 
wisdom ; infinite is the value of wisdom. It cannot be exaggerated ; 
it is the highest achievement of man : ^Blessed is he that gettetli 
understanding.' And that, I believe, on occasion, may be missed 
very easily ; never more easily than now, I sometimes think. If 
that is a failure, all is failure !— However, I will not touch further 
upon that matter. 

But I should have said, in regard to book-reading, if it be so 
very important, how very useful would an excellent library be in 
every University! I hope that will not be neglected by the 
gentlemen who have charge of you ; and, indeed, I am happy to 
bear that your library is very much improved since the time I 
knew it, and I hope it will go on improving more and more. Nay, 
I have sometimes thought, why should not there be a library in 
every county town, for benefit of those that could read well, and 
might if permitted ? True, you require money to accomplish that ; 
— and withal, what perhaps is still less attainable at present, you 
require judgment in the selectorsof books; real insight into what is 
for the advantage of human souls, the exclusion of all kinds of clap- 
trap books which merely excite the astonishment of foolish people 
[Lcmghteo'l, and the choice of wise books, as mucli as possible of good 
books. Let us hope the future will be kind to us in this respect. 

In this University, as I learn from many sides, there is con- 
siderable stir about endowments; an assiduous and praiseworthy 
industry forgetting new funds collected to encourage the ingenuous 
youth of Universities, especially of this our chief University [Rear, 
hear]. Well, I entirely participate in everybody's approval of the 
movement. It is very desirable. It should he responded to, and one 
surely expects it will At least, if it is not, it will be shameful to the 
country of Scotland, which: never was so rich in money as at the 
present moment, and never stood so much in need of getting noble 
Universities, and institutions to counteract many influences that are 
springing up alongside of money. It should not be slack in coming 
forward in the way of endowments [A laugh ] ; at any rate, to the 
extent of rivalling our rude old barbarous ancestors, as we have been 
pleased to call them. Such munificence as theirs is beyond all praise ; 
and to them, I am sorry to say, we are not yet by any manner of 
means equal, or approaching equality [Zaughter], There is an 
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abundance and over-abundance of money. Sometimes I cannot 
help thinking that probably never has there been, at any other time, 
in Scotland, the hundredth part of the money that now is, or even 
the thousandth part. For wherever I go, there is that same gold- 
nuggeting [A Icmgh ], — that 'unexampled prosperity,' and men 
counting their balances by the million sterling. Money was never 
so abundant, and nothing that is good to be done with it [Hear^ 
hear, and a Umglx\, No man knows, — or very few men know, — 
what benefit to get out of his money. In fact, it too often is 
secretly a curse to him. Much better for him never to have had 
any. But I do not expect that generally to be believed \^LaugMer\ 
Nevertheless, I should think it would be a beneficent relief to 
many a rich man who has an honest purpose struggling in him, to 
bequeath some house of refuge, so to speak, for the gifted poor 
man who may hereafter be born into the world, to enable him to 
get on his way a little. To do, in fact, as those old Norman kings 
whom I have been describing ; to raise some noble poor man out 
of the dirt and mud, where he is getting trampled on unworthily 
by the unworthy, into some kind of position where he might 
acquire the power to do a little good in his generation ! I hope 
that as much as possible will be achieved in this direction ; and 
that efforts will not be relaxed till the thing is in a satisfactory 
state. In regard to the classical department, above all, it surely 
is to be desired by us that it were properly supported, — that we 
could allow the fit people to have their scholarships and sub- 
ventions, and devote more leisure to the cultivation of particular 
departments. We might have more of this from Scotch Universities 
than we have ; and I hope we shall. 

I am bound, however, to say that it does not appear as if, of 
late times, endowment were the real soul of the matter. The 
English, for example, are the richest people in the world for 
endowments in their Universities; and it is an evident fact that, 
since the time of Bentley, you cannot name anybody that has 
gained a European name in scholarship, or constituted a point 
of revolution in the pursuits of men in that way. The man who 
does so is a man worthy of being remembered ; and he is poor, 
and not an Englishman, One man that actually did constitute 
a revolution was the son of a poor weaver in Saxony ; who edited 
his Tibullus, in Dresden, in a poor comrade's garret, with the 
floor for his bed, and two folios for pillow; and who, while editing 
his Tibullus, had to gather pease-cods, on the streets and boil them 
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for Ms dinner. That was Ms endowment [LaAigliterl. But he 
was recognised soon to have done a great thing. His name was 
Heyne {Cheers]. I can remember, it was quite a revolution in 
my mind when I got hold of that man’s edition of Virgil. I found 
that, for the first time, I understood Virgil; that Heyne had 
introduced me, for the first time, into an insight of Koman life 
and ways of thought; had pointed out the circumstances in which 
these works were wr-itten, and given me their interpretation. And 
the process has gone on in all manner of developments, and has 
spread out into other countries. 

On the whole, there is one reason why endowments are not 
given now as they were in old days, when men founded abbeys, 
colleges, and all kinds of things of that description, with such 
success as we know. All that has now changed; a vast decay 
of zeal in that direction. And truly the reason may in part be, 
that people have become doubtful whether colleges are now the 
real sources of what I called wisdom ; whether they are anything 
more, anything much more, than a cultivating of man in the 
specific arts. In fact, there has been in the world a suspicion 
of that kind for a long time {A laugh]. There goes a proverb 
of old date, 'An ounce of mother- wit is worth a pound of clergy’ 
{Laughter]. There is a suspicion that a man is perhaps not 
nearly so wise as he looks, or because he has poured out speech 
so copiously {Laughter]. When ' the seven free arts/ which the 
old Universities were based on, came to be modified a little, in 
order to be convenient for the wants of modern society, — though 
perhaps some of them are obsolete enough even yet for some of us, 

’ — there arose a feeling that mere vocality, mere culture of speech, if 
that is what comes out of a man, is not the synonym of wisdom by 
any means I That a man may be a ' great speaker/ as eloquent as 
you like, and but little real substance in him, — especially, if that 
is what was required and aimed at by the man himself, and by 
the community that set him upon becoming a learned man. Maid- 
servants, I hear people complaining, are getting instructed in the 
'ologies/ and are apparently becoming more and more ignorant 
of brewing, boiling, and baking {LaughteT] \ and above all, are 
not taught what is necessary to be known, from the highest of us 
to the lowest, — faithful obedience, modesty, humility, and correct 
moral conduct. 

Oh, it is a dismal chapter all that, if one w-ent into it, — wdiat 
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has been done by rushing after fine speech I I have written down 
some very fierce things about that, perhaps considerably more 
emphatic than I could now wish them to be ; but they were and 
are deeply iny conviction [Hear^ hearl. There is very great 
necessity indeed of getting a little more silent than we are. It 
seems to me as if the finest nations of the world, — the English 
and the American, in chief, — were going all off into wind and 
tongue [Api:fl(ius& and laioghterl. But it will appear sufficiently 
tiagical by and by, long after I am away out of it. There is a 
time to speak, and a time to be silent Silence withal is the 
eternal duty of a man. He wonT get to any real understanding 
of what is complex, and what is more than aught else pertinent 
to his interests, without keeping silence too. * Watch the tongue/ 
is a very old precept, and a most true one. 

I don’t want to discourage any of you from your Demosthenes, 
and your studies of the niceties of language, and all that. Believe 
me, I value that as much as any one of you. I consider it a very 
graceful thing, and a most proper, for every human creature to 
know what the implement which he uses in communicating his 
thoughts is, and how to make the very utmost of it. I want you 
to study Demosthenes, and to know all his excellences. At the 
same time, I must say that speech, in the case even of Demos- 
thenes, does not seem, on the whole, to have turned to almost 
any good account. He advised next to nothing that proved 
practicable ; much of the reverse. Why tell me that a man is a 
fine speaker, if it is not the truth that he is speaking ? Phocion, 
who mostly did not speak at all, was a great deal nearer hitting 
the mark than Demosthenes \La%LgliteT\ He used to tell the 
Athenians, You can’t fight Philip. Better if you don’t provoke 
him, as Demosthenes is always urging you to do. You have not 
the slightest chance with Philip. He is a man who holds his 
tongue; he has great disciplined armies; a full treasury; can 
bribe anybody you like in your cities here ; he is going on steadily 
with an unvarying aim towards his object ; while you, with your 
idle clamourings, with your Cleon the Tanner spouting to you 
what you take for wisdom — ! Philip will infallibly beat any set 
of men such as you, going on raging from shore to shore with 
all that rampant nonsense.” Demosthenes said to him once, 

“ Phocion, you will drive the Athenians mad some clay, and they 
will kill you.” Yes,” Phocion answered, me, when they go mad ; 
and as soon as they get sane again, you ! ’' [Laughter and ap^laus&ff" 
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It is also told of him how he went once to Messene on some 
deputation which the Athenians wanted him to head, on some 
kind of matter of an intricate and contentious nature: Phocion 
went accordingly ; and had, as usual, a clear story to have told 
for himself and his case. He was a man of few words, but all 
of them true and to the point. And so he had gone on telling 
his story for a while, when there arose some interruption. One 
man, interrupting with something, he tried to answer; then 
another, the like; till finally, too many went in, and all began 
arguing and bawling in endless debate. Whereupon Phocion 
struck“down his staff; drew back altogether, and would speak 
no other word to any man. It appears to me there is a kind 
of eloquence in that rap of Phocion's staff which is equal to any- 
thing Demosthenes ever said: *'Take your own way, then; I go 
out of it altogether ” {Axj^lause]. 

Such considerations, and manifold more connected with them, 

' — innumerable considerations, resulting from observation of the 
world at this epoch, — have led various people to doubt of the 
salutary effect of vocal education altogether. I do not moan to 
say it should be entirely excluded ; but I look to something that 
will take hold of the matter much more closely, and not allow it 
to slip out of our fingers, and remun worse than it was. For, 
if a ' good speaker,' never so eloquent, does not see into the fact, 
and is not speaking the truth of that, but the untruth and the 
mistake of that, — is there a more horrid .kind of object in creation ? 
[Loud cheers.'] Of such speech I hear all manner of people say, 
'^How excellent!” Well, really it is not the speech, but the 
thing spoken, that I am anxious about t I really care very little 
how the man said it, provided I understand him, and it be true. 
Excellent speaker? But what if he is telling me things that 
are contrary to the fact; what if he has formed a wrong judgment 
about the fact, — if he has in his mind (like Phocion's friend, Cleon 
the Tanner) no power to form a right judgment in regard to the 
matter ? An excellent speaker of that kind is, as it were, saying, 
''Ho, every one that wants to be persuaded of the thing that 
is not true ; here is the man for you ! ” [Great laiighter and 
ax^plause^ I recommend you to be very chary of that kind of 
excellent speech [Eeneioed laughter]. 

Well, all that sad stuff being the too well-known product of 
our method of vocal education, — the teacher merely operating 
Hisc. III. "PE 
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on tlie tongue of tlie pupil, and teaching him to wag it in a 
particular way \LaugUeT\ — it has made various thinking men 
entertain a distrust of this not very salutary way of procedure ; 
and they have longed for some less theoretic, and more practical 
and concrete way of working-out the problem of education ; — in 
effect, for an education not vocal at all, but mute except where 
speaking was strictly needful There would he room for a great 
deal of description about this, if I went into it; but I must 
content myself with saying that the most remarkable piece of 
writing on it is in a book of Goethe s, — the whole of which you 
may be recommended to take up, and try if you can study it 
with undei’standing. It is one of his last books; written when 
he was an old man above seventy years of age : I think, one of 
the most beautiful he ever wrote ; full of meek wisdom, of intellect 
and piety ; which is found to be strangely illuminative, and very 
touching, by those who have eyes to discern and hearts to feel 
it. This about education is one of the pieces in Wilhelm Meisters 
Tmmls; or rather, in a fitful way, it forms the whole gist of the 
book. I first read it many years ago ; and, of course, I had to 
read into the very heart of it while I was translating it [A;pplame ^ ; 
and it has ever since dwelt in my mind as perhaps the most 
remarkable bit of writing which I have known to be executed 
in these late centuries. I have often said that there are some 
ten pages of that, which, if ambition had been my only rule, I 
would rather have written, been able to write, than have written 
all the books that have appeared since I came into the world 
[GheeTs\ Deep, deep is the meaning of what is said there. Those 
pages turn on the Christian religion, and the religious phenomena 
of the modern and the ancient world: altogether sketched out 
in the most aerial, graceful, delicately wise kind of way, so as to 
keep himself out of the common contiuversies of the street and 
of the forum, yet to indicate what was the result of things he had 
been long meditating upon. 

Among others, he introduces in an airy, sketchy kind of way, 
with here and there a touch, — the sum-total of which grows into 
a beautiful picture, — a scheme of entirely mute education, at least 
with no more speech than is absolutely necessary for what the 
pupils have to do. Three of the wisest men discoverable in the 
world have been got together, to consider, to manage and supervise, 
the function which transcends all others in importance, — that of 
building up the young generation so as to keep it free from that 
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perilous stuff that has been weighing us down, and clogging every 
step; — which function, indeed, is the only thing we can hope to 
go on with, if we would leave the world a little better, and not 
the worse, of our having been in it, for those who are to follow. 
The Chief, who is the Eldest of the three, says to Wilhelm: 
^'Healthy well-formed children bring into the world with them 
many precious gifts; and very frequently these are best of all 
developed by Nature herself, with but slight assistance, where 
assistance is seen to be wise and profitable, and with forbearance 
very often on the part of the overseer of the process. But there 
is one thing which no child brings into the world with him, and 
without which all other things are of no use.’’ Wilhelm, who is 
there beside him, asks, ‘"And what is that?” '‘All want it,” says 
the Eldest; "perhaps you yourself.” Wilhelm says, "Well, but 
tell me what it is?” "It is,” answers the other, "Reverence 
{ElirfuroM ) ; Reverence ! ” Honour done to those who are greater 
and better than ourselves; honour distinct from fear. ElirfimM; 
the soul of all religion that has ever been among men, or ever 
will be. 

And then he goes into details about the religions of the modern 
and the ancient world. He practically distinguishes the kinds 
of religion that are, or have been, in the world ; and says that 
for men there are three reverences. The boys are all trained to 
go through certain gesticulations; to lay their hands on their 
breast and look up to heaven, in sign of the first reverence ; other 
forms for the other two: so they give their three reverences. 
The first and simplest is that of reverence for what is above us. 
It is the soul of all the Pagan religions ; there is nothing better 
in the antique man than that. Then there is reverence for what 
is around us, — ^reverence for our equals, to which he attributes 
an immense power in the culture of man. The third is reverence 
for what is beneath us ; to learn to recognise in pain, in sorrow 
and contradiction, even in those things, odious to flesh and blood, 
what divine meanings are in them ; to learn that there lies in these 
also, and more than in any of the preceding, a priceless blessing. 
And he defines that as being the soul of the Christian religion, — 
the highest of all religions ; ‘ a height,’ as Goethe says (and that 
is very true, even to the letter, as J consider), ‘a height to which 
‘mankind was fated and enabled to attain; and from which, 

‘ having once attained it, they can never retrograde.’ Man cannot 
quite lose that (Goethe thinks), or permanently descend below it 
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again; but always, even in the most degraded, sunken and un- 
believing times^ he calculates there will be found some few souls 
who will recognise what this highest of the religions meant ; and 
that, the world having once received it, there is no fear of its 
ever wholly disappearing. 

The Eldest then goes on to explain by what methods they seek 
to educate and train their boys; in the trades, in the arts, in the 
sciences, in whatever pursuit the boy is found best fitted for. 
Beyond all, they are anxious to discover the boy’s aptitudes ; and 
they try him and watch him continually, in many wise ways, till 
by degrees they can discover this. Wilhelm had left his own 
boy there, perhaps expecting they would make him a Master of 
Arts, or something of the kind; and on coming back for him, he 
sees a thunder-cloud of dust rushing over the plain, of which he 
can make nothing. It turns out to be a tempest of wild horses, 
managed by young lads who had a turn for horsemanship, for 
hunting, and being grooms. His own son is among them; and 
he finds that the breaking of colts has been the thing he was 
most suited for \LaugMeT\ 

The highest outcome, and most precious of all the fi’uits that 
are to spring from this ideal mode of educating, is what Goethe 
calls Art: — of which I could at present give no definition that 
would make it clear to you, unless it were clearer already than 
is likely \^A Goethe calls it music, painting, poetry : but 

it is in quite a higher sense than the common one ; and a sense 
in which, I am afraid, most of our painters, poets and music-men 
would not pass muster \A laugli\. He considers this as the 
highest pitch to which human culture can go ; infinitely valuable 
and ennobling; and he watches with great industry how it is 
to be brought about in the men who have a turn for it. Very 
wise and beautiful his notion of the matter is. It gives one an 
idea that something far better and higher, something as high as 
ever, and indubitably true too, is still possible for man in this 
world. — And that is all I can say to you of Goethe’s fine theorem 
of mute education, 

I confess it seems to me there is in it a shadow of what will 
one day be; will and must, unless the world is to come to a 
conclusion that is altogether frightful : some kind of scheme of 
education analogous to that; presided over by the wisest and 
most sacred men that can be got . in the world, and watching from 
a distance : a training in practicality at every turn ; no speech in 
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it except speecli tliat is to be- followed by action^ for that ought 
to be the rule as nearly as possible among men. Not very often 
or much; rarely rather, should a man speak at all, unless it is 
for the sake of something that is to be done ; this spoken, let him 
go and do his part in it, and say no more about it. 

I will only add, that it is possible,— all this fine theorem of 
Goethe's, or something similar! Consider what we have already ; 
and what 'difficulties^ we have overcome. I should say there 
is nothing in the world you can conceive so difficult, jprima facie^ 
as that of getting a set of men gathered together as soldiers. 
Rough, rude, ignorant, disobedient people; you gather them 
together, promise them a shilling a day; rank them up, give 
them very severe and sharp drill ; and by bullying and drilling 
and compelling (the word drilling, if you go to the original, means 
'beating,' 'steadily tormenting^ to the due pitch), they do learn 
what it is necessary to learn ; and there is your man in red coat, 
a trained soldier; piece of an animated machine incomparably 
the most potent in this world ; a wonder of wonders to look at. 
He will go where bidden; obeys one man, will walk into the 
cannon's mouth for him ; does punctually whatever is commanded 
by his general officer. And, I believe, all manner of things of 
this kind could be accomplished, if there were the same attention 
bestowed. Very many things could be regimented, organised into 
this mute system ; — and perhaps in some of the mechanical, com- 
mercial and manufacturing departments some faint incipiences 
may be attempted before very long. For the saving of human 
labour, and the avoidance of human misery, the effects would be 
incalculable, were it set about and begun even in part. 

Alas, it is painful to think how very far away it all is, any real 
fulfilment of such things I For I need not hide from you, young 
Gentlemen, — and it is one of the last things I am going to tell you, 
— that you have got into a very troublous epoch of the world ; and 
I don't think you will find your path in it to be smoother than ours 
has been, though you have many advantages which we had not. 
You have careers open to you, by public examinations and so on, 
which is a thing much to be approved of, and which we hope to 
see perfected more and more. All that was entirely unknown in 
my time, and you have many things to recognise as advantages, 
But you will find the ways of the world, I think, more anarchical 
than ever. Look where one will, revolution has come upon us. 
We have got into the age of revolutions. All kinds of things are 
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coming to be subjected to fire, as it were : hotter and hotter blows 
the element round everything. Curious to see how, in Oxford 
and other places that used to seem as lying at anchor in the stream 
of time, regardless of all changes, they are getting into the highest 
humour of mutation, and all sorts of new ideas are afloat. It is 
evident that whatever is not inconsumable, made of asbestos, will 
have to be burnt, in this world. Nothing other will stand the heat 
it is getting exposed to. 

And in saying that, I am but saying in other words that we are 
in an epoch of anarchy. Anarchy a constable ! [Laughter.] 
There is nobody that picks one’s pocket without some policeman 
being ready to take him up [Bemwecl kmghter]. But in every 
other point, man is becoming more and more the son, not of 
Cosmos, but of Chaos. He is a disobedient, discontented, reckless 
and altogether waste kind of object (the commonplace man is, in 
these epochs) ; and the wiser kind of man, — the select few, of whom 
I hope you will be part, — has more and more to see to this, to look 
.vigilantly forward ; and will require to move with double wisdom. 
Will find, in short, that the crooked things he has got to pull 
straight in his own life all round him, wherever he may go, are 
manifold, and will task all his strength, however great it be. 

But why should I complain of that either? Bor that is the 
thing a man is born to, in all epochs. He is born to expend every 
particle of strength that God Almighty has given him, in doing 
the work he finds he is fit for ; to stand up to it to the last breatli 
of life, and do his best. We are called upon to do that; and the 
reward we all get, — which we are perfectly sure of, if we have 
merited it, — is that we have got the work done, or at least that we 
have tried to do the work. For that is a great blessing in itself; 
and I should say, there is not very much more reward than that 
going in this world. If the man gets meat and clothes, what 
matters it whether he buy those necessaries with seven thousand a 
year, or with seven million, could that be, or with seventy pounds 
a year ? He can get meat and clothes for that ; and lie will find 
intrinsically, if he is a wise man, wonderfully little real difference 
[Laughter], 

On the whole, avoid what is called ambition ; that is not a fine 
principle to go upon,— and it has in it all degrees of mlgarity, if 
that is a consideration. 'Seekest thou great things, seek them 
not : ’ I warmly second that advice of the wisest of men. Don’t be 
ambitious; don’t too much need success; be loyal and modest. 


INAUGURAL ADDRESS. 583 

Cufc down the proud towering thoughts that get into you, or see 
that they be pure as well as high. There is a nobler ambition 
than the gaining of all California would be, or the getting of all the 
suffrages that are on the Planet just now \Loud and prolonged cheeTs\, 

Finally, Gentlemen, I have one advice to give you, which is 
practically of very great importance, though a very humble one. 
In the midst of your zeal and ardour, — for such, I foresee, will rise 
high enough, in spite of all the counsels to moderate it that I can 
give you, — remember the care of health. I have no doubt you 
have among you young souls ardently bent to consider life cheap, 
for the purpose of getting forward in what they are aiming at of 
high ; but you are to consider throughout, much more than is done 
at present, and what it would have been a very great thing for me 
if I had been able to consider, that health is a thing to be attended 
to continually ; that you are to regard that as the very highest of 
all temporal things for j<m. \A^;plause\, There is no kind of 
achievement you could make in the world that is equal to per- 
fect health. What to it are nuggets and millions ? The French 
financier said, Why, is there no sleep to be sold ! Sleep was not 
in the market at any \LaughteT and a^]jlaim\ 

, It is a curious thing, which I remarked long ago, and have often 
turned in my head, that the old word for Gioly' in the Teutonic 
languages, lieilig, also means ‘healthy.’ Thus Hdlbronn means 
indifferently ‘ holy-well’ or ‘health-welU We have in the Scotch, 
too, ‘ hale,’ and its derivatives,; and, I suppose, our English word 
‘ whole ’ (with a ‘ w ’), all of one piece, without any hole in it, is the 
same word. I find that you could not get any better definition of 
what ‘ holy ’ really is than ‘ healthy/ Completely healthy ; mens 
Sana in corpore sano {Appla%m\ A man all lucid, and in equilibrium. 
His intellect a clear mirror geometrically plane, brilliantly sensitive 
to all objects and impressions made on it, and imaging all things 
in their correct proportions ; not twisted up into convex or concave, 
and distorting everything, so that he cannot see the truth of the 
matter without endless groping and manipulation : healthy, clear 
and free, and discerning truly all round him. We never can attain 
that at all. In fact, the operations we have gofc into are destructive 
of it. You cannot, if you are going to do any decisive intellectual 
operation that will last a long while ; if, for instance, you are going 
to write a book, — ^you cannot manage it (at least, I never could) 
without getting decidedly made ill by it: and really one neverthe- 
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less must; if it is your business, you are obliged to follow out wbat 
you are at, and to do it, if even at the expense of health. Only 
remember, at all times, to get back as fast as possible out of it into 
health; and regard that as the real equilibrium and centre of 
things. You should always look at the heilig, which means ' holy’ 
as well as " healthy/ 

And that old etymology, — what a lesson it is against certain 
gloomy, austere, ascetic people, who have gone about as if this 
world were all a dismal prison-house I It has indeed got all the 
ugly things in it which I have been alluding to ; but there is an 
eternal sky over it ; and the blessed sunshine, the green of prophetic 
spring, and rich harvests coming, — all this is in it too. Piety does 
not mean that a man should make a sour face about things, and 
refuse to enjoy wisely what his Maker has given. Neither do you 
find it to have been so with the best sort, — with old Knox, in 
particular. No; if you look into Knox, you will find a beautiful 
Scotch humour in him, as well as the grimmest and sternest truth 
when necessary, and a great deal of laughter. We find really some 
of the sunniest glimpses of things come out of Knox that I have 
seen in any man ; for instance, in his History of the Reformation , — 
which is a book I hope every one of you will read [A^^lause\ a 
glorious old book. 

On the w^hole, I would bid you stand up to your work, whatever 
it may be, and not be afraid of it ; not in sorrows or contradictions 
to yield, but to push on towards the goal. And don’t suppose that 
people are hostile to you or have you at ill-will, in the world. In 
general, you will rarely find anybody designedly doing you ill. 
You may feel often as if the whole world were obstructing you, 
setting itself against you : but you will find that to mean only, that 
the world is travelling in a different way from you, and, rushing on 
in its own path, heedlessly treads on you. That is mostly all : to 
you no specific ill-will; — only each has an extremely good-will to 
himself, which he has a right to have, and is rushing on towards 
his object. Keep out of literature, I should say also, as a general 
rule \^Laibglite7 ''\ — though that is by the bye. If you find many 
people who are hard and indifferent to you, in a world which you 
consider to be inhospitable and cruel, as often indeed happens to a 
tender-hearted, striving young creature, you will also find there are 
noble hearts who will look kindly on you ; and their help will be 
precious to you beyond price. You will get good and evil as you 
go on, and have the success that has been appointed you. 
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I will wind-up with a small bit of verse, which is from Goethe 
also, and has often gone through my mind. To me it has some- 
thing of a modern psalm in it, in some measure. It is deep as the 
foundations, deep and high, and it is true and clear; — ^no clearer 
man, or nobler and grander intellect has lived in the world, I 
believe, since Shakspeare left it. This is what the poet sings; — a 
kind of road-melody or marching-music of mankind : 

* The Future hides in it 
Gladness and sorrow ; 

We press still thorow, 

FTought that abides in it 
Daunting us,-—onward. 

And solemn before us, 

Veiled, the dark Portal ; 

Goal of ail mortal : — 

Stars silent rest o^er us, 

Graves under us silent ! 

While earnest thou gazest, 

Comes boding of terror, 

Comes phantasm and error ; 

Perplexes the bravest 
With doubt and misgiving. 

But heard are the Voices, 

Heard are the Sages, 

The Worlds and the Ages : 

Choose well ; your choice is 
Brief, and yet endless. 

Here eyes do regard you, 

In Eternity^s stillness ; 

Here is all fulness, 

Ye brave, to reward you ; 

Work, and despair not.” ’ 

Work, and despair not: Wir heissen mck lioffen, 'We bid you be 
of hope ! ' — let that be my last word. Gentlemen, I thank you 
for your great patience In hearing me ; and, with many most kind 
wishes, say Adieu for this time. 

Finis op Ebctokship. — ' Edinhurgh University, Mr. Carlyle ex-Lord 
‘ Eector of the University of Edinhurgh, has been asked to deliver a 
‘ valedictory address to the students, but has declined. The following is 
'a copy of the correspondence, 
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^ 2 S.-W. Circus Place, Edinburgli, 3d December 18G8. 

‘ Sm,— On the strength of being Vice-President of the Com- 
' mittee for your election as Lord Eector of the University of 
‘Edinburgh, I have been induced to write to you, in order to know 
‘if you will be able to deliver a Valedictory Address to the 
‘ Students. Mr. Gladstone gave us one, and Ave fondly hope you 
‘will find it convenient to do so as well. Your Inaugural Address 
‘ is still treasured up in our memories, and I am sure nothing could 
‘ give us greater pleasure than once more to listen to your Avords. 
‘I trust you Avill pardon me for this intrusion; and hoping to 
‘receive a favourable answer, I am, &c. 

‘ T. Carlyle, Esq. . 'A. KoBEUTSOliq', M.A.’ 

‘Chelsea, 9tli December 1868. 

‘ Dear Sir, — I much regret that a Valedictory Speech from me, 
‘ in present circumstances, is a thing I must not think of. Be 
‘pleased to assure the young Gentlemen who were so friendly 
‘towards me, that I have already sent them, in silence, but with 
‘emotions deep enough, perhaps too deep, my loving Farewell, and 
‘that ingratitude, or Avant of regard, is by no means among the 
‘ causes that keep me absent. With a fine youthful enthusiasm, 
‘beautiful to look upon, they bestowed on me that bit of honour, 
‘loyally all they had; and it has now, for reasons one and another, 
‘become touchingly memorable to me,— touchingly, and even 
‘ grandly and tragically, — never to be forgotten for the remainder 
‘ of my life. 

‘ Bid them, in my name, if they still love me, fight the good 
‘ fight, and quit themselves like men, in the warfare, to Avhich they 
‘ are as if conscript and consecrated, and which lies ahead. Tell 
‘them to consult the eternal oracles (not yet inaudible, nor ever to 
‘become so, when worthily inquired of) ; and to disregard, nearly 
‘altogether, in comparison, the temporary noises, menacings and 
‘deliriums. May they love Wisdom as Wisdom, if she is to yield 
'her treasures, must he loved,— piously, valiantly, humbly, beyond 
‘life itself or the prizes of life, with all one's heart, and all one’s 
‘ soul : — in that case (I will say again), and not in any other case, 
‘ it shall be well with them. 

‘Adieu, my young Friends, a long adieu. 

* Yours with great sincerity, 

‘ A Kobertson, Esq.^ ‘ T. Carlyle/ 

1 Edinburgh Newspapers of December 12-13, 1868. 
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SHOOTING NIAGARA: AND AFTER 

[August 1867.] 

'' L 

There probably never was since the Heptarchy ended, or almost 
since it began, so hugely critical an epoch in the history of England 
as this we have now entered upon, with universal self-congratulation 
and flinging-up of caps; nor one in which, — with no Norman 
Invasion now ahead, to lay hold of it, to bridle and regulate it for 
us (little thinking it was for us), and guide it into higher and 
wider regions,— the question of utter death or of nobler new life 
for the poor Country was so uncertain. Three things seem to be 
agreed upon by gods and men, at least by English men and gods ; 
certain to happen, and are now in visible course of fulfilment. 

Democracy to complete itself; to go the full length of its 
course, towards the Bottomless or into it, no power now extant to 
prevent it or even considerably retard it, — till we have seen where 
it will lead us to, and whether there will then be any return 
possible, or none. Complete liberty '' to all persons ; Count of 
Heads to be the Divine Court of Appeal on every question and 
interest of mankind; Count of Heads to choose a Parliament 
according to its own heart at last, and sit with Penny Newspapers 
zealously watching the same ; said Parliament, so chosen and so 
watched, to do what trifle of legislating and administering may 
still be needed in such an England, with its hundred-and-fifty 
millions ‘ free ' more and more to follow each his own nose, by way 
of guide-post in this intricate world, 

2° That, in a limited time, say fifty years hence, the Church, all 
Churches and so-called religions, the Christian Religion itself, shall 
have deliquesced, — ^into ‘^Liberty of Conscience,” Progress of Opinion, 
Progress of Intellect, Philanthropic Movement, and other aqueous 

1 Reprinted from Macmillan’s Magazme^ for August 1867. With some 
Additions and Corrections. 
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residues, of a vapid badly-scented character ; — and sliall, like water 
spilt upon the ground, trouble nobody considerably thenceforth, 
but evaporate at its leisure. 

3° That, in lieu thereof, there shall be Free Trade, in all senses, 
and to all lengths: unlimited Free Trade, — which some take to 
mean, * Free racing, ere long with unlimited speed, in the career of 
CJieci]) and Nasty ; ' — this beautiful career, not in shop-goods only, 
but in all things temporal, spiritual and eternal, to be flung 
generously open, wide as the portals of the Universe; so that 
everybody shall start free, and everywhere, ' under enlightened 
popular suffrage,' the race shall be to the swift, and the high office 
shall fall to him who is ablest if not to do it, at least to get elected 
for doing it. 

These are three altogether new and very considerable achieve- 
ments, lying visibly ahead of us, not far off, — and so extremely 
considerable, that every thinking English creature is tempted to 
go into manifold reflections and inquiries upon them. , My own 
have not been wanting, any time these thirty years past, but they 
have not been of a joyful or triumphant nature; not prone to 
utter themselves; indeed expecting, till lately, that they might 
with propriety lie unuttered altogether. But the series of events 
comes swifter and swifter, at a strange rate; and hastens unex- 
pectedly, — ' velocity increasing ' (if you will consider, for this too 
is as when the little stone has been loosened, which sets the whole 
mountain-side in motion) ^ as the square of the time : ' — so that the 
wisest Prophecy finds it was quite wrong as to date ; and, patiently, 
or even indolently waiting, is astonished to see itself fulfilled, not 
in centuries as anticipated, but in decades and years. It was a 
clear prophecy, for instance, that Germany would either become 
honourably Prussian or go to gradual annihilation : but who of us 
expected that we ourselves, instead of our children's children, should 
live to behold it ; that a magnanimous and fortunate Herr von 
Bismarck, whose dispraise was in all the Newspapers, would, to his 
own amazement, find the thing now doable ; and would do it, do 
the essential of it, in a few of the current weeks ? That England 
would have to take the Niagara leap of completed Democracy one 
day, was also a plain prophecy, though uncertain as to time. 



The prophecy, truly, was plain enough this long while : Aoyjua 
yap avrSiV ris ; ^‘For who can change the opinion of 



SHOOTING NIAGARA; AND AFTER? 


5D1 


these people V as the sage Antoninus notes. It is indeed strange 
liow prepossessions and delusions seize upon whole communities of 
men; no basis in tlie notion they have formed, yet everybody 
adopting it, everybody finding the whole world agree with him in. 
it, and accept it as an axiom of Euclid ; and, in the universal 
repetition and reverberation, taking all contradiction of it as an 
insult, and a sign of malicious insanity, hardly to be borne with 
patience. "'For who can change the opinion of these j^eople as 
our Divus Imperator says. No wisest of mortals. This people 
cannot be convinced out of its axiom of Euclid by any reasoning 
whatsoever; on the contrary, all the world assenting, and con- 
tinually repeating and x'everberating, there soon comes that singular 
phenomenon, which the Germans call Schwdrmerey (' enihusiasm ' is 
our poor Greek equivalent), which means simply ^ /Summer?// or 
the * Gathering of Men in Swarms/ and what prodigies they are 
in the habit of doing and believing, when thrown into that 
miraculous condition. Some big Queen Bee is in the centre of the 
swarm; but any commonplace stupidest See, Cleon tbe Tanner, 
Beales, John of Leyden, John of .Bromwicham, any bee whatever, 
if lie can happen, by noise or otherwise, to be chosen for the 
function, will straightway get fatted and inflated into ktZ/e, which 
of itself means complete capacity ; no difficulty about your Queen 
Bee ; and the swarm once formed, finds itself impelled to action, 
as with one heart and one mind. Singular, in the case of human 
swarms, with what perfection of unanimity and quasi-religious 
conviction the stupidest absurdities can be received as axioms of 
Euclid, nay as articles of faith, which you are not only to believe, 
unless malignantly insane, but are (if you have any honour or 
morality) to push into practice, and without delay see done, if 
your soul would live 1 Divine commandment to vote Manhood 
Suffrage/' — Horsehood, Doghood ditto not yet treated of); universal 
‘‘ glorious Liberty " (to Sons of the Devil in overwhelming majority, 
as would appear) ; count of Heads the God-appointed way in this 
Universe, all other ways Devil-appointed; in one brief word, 
which includes whatever of palpable incredibility and delirious 
absurdity, universally believed, can be uttered or imagined on 
these points, '' the equality of men,” any man equal to any other ; 
Qiiashee Nigger to Socrates or Shakspeare; Judas Iscariot to 
Jesus Christ; — and Bedlam and Gehenna equal to the New 
Jerusalem, shall we say ? If these things are taken up, not only 
as axioms of Euclid, but as articles of religion burning to be put 
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in practice for the salvation of the world, — I think you wdll admit 
that Sioarmery plays a wonderful part in the heads of poor Man- 
kind ; and that very considerable results are likely to follow from 
it in our day 1 

But you will in vain attempt, by argument of human intellect, 
to contradict or turn aside any of these divine axioms, indisputable 
as those of Euclid, and of sacred or quasi-celestial quality to boot : 
if you have neglected the one method (which was a silent one) 
of dealing v/ith them at an early stage, they are thenceforth in- 
vincible ; and will plunge more and more madly forward towards 
practical fulfilment. Once fulfilled, it will then be seen how 
credible and wise they were. Not even the Queen Bee but will 
then know what to think of them. Then, and never till then. 

By far the notablest case of Swarmery, in these times, is that of 
the late American War, with Settlement of the Nigger Question 
for result. Essentially the Nigger Question was one of the 
smallest; and in itself did not much concern mankind in the 
present time of struggles and hurries. One always rather likes 
the Nigger; evidently a poor blockhead with good dispositions, 
with affections, attachments, — with a turn for Nigger Melodies, 
and the like : — he is the only Savage of all the coloured races that 
doesn’t die out on sight of the White Man ; but can actually live 
beside him, and work and increase and he merry. The Almighty 
Maker has appointed him to be a Servant. Under penalty of 
Heaven’s curse, neither party to this pre-appointment shall 
neglect or misdo his duties therein; — and it is certain (though as 
yet widely unknown), Servantship on the nomadic principle, at 
the rate of so many shillings per day, cannot be other than misdone. 
The whole world rises in shrieks against you, on hearing of such 
a thing : — ^yet the whole world, listening to those cool Sheffield 
disclosures of rattening^ and the market-rates of murder in that 
singular ' Sheffield Assassination Company (Limited),’ feels its 
hair rising on end; — to little purpose hitherto; being without 
even a gallows to make response ! The fool of a world listens, 
year after year, for above a generation back, to “ disastrous strikes'' 

merciless lockouts',' and other details of the nomadic scheme of 
servitude; nay is becoming thoroughly disquieted about its own 
too lofty-minded flunkies, mutinous maid-servants (ending, naturally 
enough, as “ distressed needle-women who cannot sew ; thirty- 
thousand of these latter now on the pavements of London), and 
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the kindred phenomena on every hand : but it will be long before 
the fool of a world open its eyes to the taproot of all that, — to the 
fond notion, in short, That servantship and mastership, on the 
nomadic principle, was ever, or will ever be, except lor brief periods, 
possible among human creatures. Poor souls, and when they have 
discovered it, what a puddling and weltering, and scolding and 
jargoning, there will be, before the first real step towards remedy 
is '"taken ! . . . ' ■■ 

Servantship, like all solid contracts between men (like wedlock 
itself, which was mice nomadic enough, temporary enough I), must 
become a contract of permanency, not easy to dissolve, but difficult 
extremely, — a contract for life,” if you can manage it (which you 
cannot, witliout many wise laws and regulations, and* a great deal 
of earnest thought and anxious experience), will evidently be the 
best of alk^ And this was already the Nigger's essential position. 
Mischief, irregularities, injustices did probably abound between 
Nigger and Buckra; but the poisonous taproot of all mischief, and 
impossibility of fairness, humanity, or well-doing in the contract, 
never had been there ! Of all else the remedy was easy in com- 
parison; vitally important to every just man concerned in it ; and, 


under all obstructions (which in the American case, begirt with 
frantic Abolitionists,” fire-breathing like the old Ohimaera, were 
immense), was gradually getting itself done. To me individually 
the Nigger’s case was not the most pressing in the world, but 
among the least so 1 America, however, had got into Swarmerj^ 
upon it (not America’s blame either, but in great part ours, and 
that of the nonsense we sent over to them) ; and felt that in the 
Heavens or the Earth there was nothing so godlike, or incom- 
parably pressing to be done. Their energy, their valour, their &c. 
&c. were worthy of the stock they sprang from : — and now, poor 
fellows, done it they have, with a witness. A continent of the 
earth has been submerged, for certain years, by deluges as from 

2 Ilias (Americana) in Nuce, 

^ Peter of the North (to Paul of the South) : ‘‘ Paul, yon unaccountable 
^ scounflrel, I find you hire your servants for life, not by the month or year as 
I You are going straight to Hell, you — I 
jL ‘ Paul : “ Good words, Peter ! The risk is my own ; I am willing to take 
J^Pthe risk. Hire you your servants by the month or the clay, and get straight 
^ * to Pleaven ; leave me to my own method.^^ 

^ Peter : No, I won’t. I will beat your brains out first ! ” (And is trying 
^ dread f idly ever since, hut cannot yet manage it) — T. C. 

‘3d May 1863,’ — {Macmillan's Magazine, for August 1863.) 

Q Q 
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the Pit of Hell; half a million (some say a whole million, but 
surely they exaggerate) of excellent White Men, full of gifts and 
faculty, have torn and slashed one another into horrid death, in a 
temporary humour, which will leave centuries of remembrance 
fierce enough : and three million absurd Blacks, men and brothers 
(of a sort), are completely "emancipated;'' launched into the 
career of improvement, — likely to be ‘improved off the face of the 
earth ' in a generation or two I That is the dismal prediction to 
me, of the warmest enthusiast to their Cause whom I have known 
of American men, — ^^vho doesn't regret his great efforts either, in 
the great Cause now won, Cause incomparably the most important 
on Earth or in Heaven at this time. ^apce ; wonderful 

indeed 1 

. In our own country, too, Sivarmery has played a great part for 
many years past ; and especially is now playing, in these very days 
and months. Our accepted axioms about " Liberty," " Constitu- 
tional Government," " Reform and the like objects, are of truly 
wonderful texture: venerable by antiquity, many of them, and 
written in all manner of Canonical Books ; or else, the newer part 
of them, celestially clear as perfect unanimity of all tongues, and 
Vox populi wx Dei, can make them : axioms confessed, or even 
inspirations and gospel verities, to the general mind of man. To 
the mind of here and there a man it begins to he suspected 
that perhaps they are only conditionally true ; that taken uncon- 
ditionally, or under changed conditions, they are not true, but 
false and even disastrously and fatally so. Ask yourself about 
“Liberty," for example; what you do really mean by it, what 
in any just and rational soul is that Divine quality of liberty ? 
That a good man he “free," as we call it, be permitted to 
unfold himself in works of goodness and nobleness, is surely a 
blessing to him, immense and indispensable ; — to him and to 
those about him. But that a had man be “free," — permitted to 
unfold himself in his particular way, is contrariwise the fatalest 
curse you could inflict on him ; curse and nothing else, to him 
and all his neighbours. Him the very Heavens call upon you 
to persuade, to urge, induce, compel, into something of well;^ 
doing; if you absolutely cannot, if he will continue in ill-doing, 
— then for him (I can assure you, though you will be shocked 
to hear it), the one “blessing'^ left is the speediest gallows you 
can lead Mm to. Speediest, that at least his ill-doing may cease 
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qiidbm Oh, my friends, whither are you buzzing and 

swarming, in this extremely absurd manner ? Exjoecting a Millen- 
nium from '' extension of the suffrage/" laterally, vertically, or in 
whatever way ? 

All the Millenniums I ever heard of heretofore were to be pre- 
ceded by a chaining of the Devil for a thousand years,"" — laying 
him up, tied neck and heels, and put beyond stirring, as the 
preliminary. You too have been taking preliminary steps, with 
more and more ardour, for a thirty years back ; but they seem to 
be all in the opposite direction : a cutting asunder of straps and 
ties, wherever you might find them ; pretty indiscriminate of 
choice in the matter : a general repeal of old regulations, fetters 
and restrictions (restrictions on the Devil originally, I believe, fo-^ 
most part, but now fallen slack and ineffectual), which had become 
unpleasant to many of you, — with loud shouting from the multi- 
tude, as strap after strap was cut, “Glory, glory, another strap 
is gone ! "" — this, I think, has mainly been the sublime legislative 


industry of Parliament since it became “ Reform Parliament ; "" 
victoriously successful, and thought sublime and beneficent by 
some. So that now hardly any limb of the Devil has a thrum or 
tatter of rope or leather left upon it : — there needs almost super- 
human heroism in you to “whip"" a garotter; no Fenian taken 
with the reddest hand is to be meddled with, under penalties; 
hardly a murderer, never so detestable and hideous, but you find 
him “insane,"" and board him at the public expense, — a very 
peculiar British Prytaneum of these days 1 And in fact, the 
Devil (he, verily, if you will consider the sense of words) is like- 
wise become an Emancipated Gentleman ; lithe of limb, as in 
Adam and Eve’s time, and scarcely a toe or finger of him tied any 
more. And you, my astonishing friends, you are certainly getting 
into a millennium, such as never was before, — hardly even in the 
dreams of Bedlam. Better luck to you by the loay, my poor 
friends ; — a little less of buzzing, humming, swarming (i.e, tumbling 
in infinite noise and darkness), that you might try to look a little, 
each for himself, what kind of “ way "" it is ! 

But indeed your “ Reform "" movements, from of old, has been 
wonderful to me ; everybody meaning by it, not ^ Reformation," 
practical amendment of his own foul courses, or even of his neigh- 
bour’s, which is always much welcomer ; no thought of that what- 
ever, though that, you would say, is the one thing to be thought 
of and aimed at ; — but meaning simply “ Extension of the Suffrage."" 
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Bring in more voting ; that will clear away the universal rotten- 
ness, and quagmire of mendacities, in which poor England is 
drowning; let England only vote sufEciently, and all is clean and 
sweet again. A very singular this of the Reform move- 

ment, I must say, 

III. 

Inexpressibly delirious seems to me, at present in my solitude, 
the puddle of Parliament and Public upon what it calls the '' Reform 
Measure ; '' that is to say, The calling in of new supplies of block- 
headism, gullibility, bribeability, amenability to beer and balderdash, 
by way of amending the woes we have had from our previous 
supplies of that bad article. The intellect of a man who believes 
in the possibility of '‘improvement’’ by such a method is to me a 
finished-off and sliut-up intellect, with which I would not argue: 
mere waste of wind between us to exchange words on that class of 
topics. It is not Thought, this which my reforming brother utters 
to me with such emphasis and eloquence ; it is mere ' reflex and 
reverberation,’ repetition of what he has always heard others 
imagining to think, and repeating as orthodox, indisputable, and 
the gospel of our salvation in this world. Does not all Nature 
groan everywhere, and lie in bondage, till you give it a Parliament ? 
Is one a man at all unless one have a suffrage to Parliament? 
These are axioms admitted by all English creatures for the last 
two hundred years. If you have the misfortune not to believe in 
them at all, but to believe the contrary for a long time past, the 
inferences and inspirations drawn from them, and the ^swanneries ^ 
and enthusiasms of mankind thereon, will seem to you not a little 
marvellous ! — " 

Meanwhile the good that lies in this delirious ‘‘new Reform 
Measure,” — as there lies something of good in almost everything, — 
is perhaps not inconsiderable. It accelerates notably what I have 
long looked upon as inevitable; — pushes us at once into the 
Niagara Rapids : irresistibly propelled, with ever-increasing velocity, 
we shall now arrive; who knows how soon! For a generation 
past, it has been growing more and more evident that there was 
only this issue ; but now the issue itself has become imminent, the 
distance of it to be guessed by years. Traitorous Politicians, grasp- 
ing at votes, even votes from the rabble, have brought it on ; — one 
cannot but consider them traitorous ; and for one’s own poor share, 
would rather have been shot than been concerned in it. And yet. 
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after all my silent indignation and disgust, I cannot pretend to be 
clearly sorry that such a consummation is expedited. I say to 
myself, ''Well, perhaps the sooner such a mass of hypocrisies, 
universal mismanagements and brutal platitudes and infidelities 
ends, — if not in some improvement, then in death and finis, — may 
it not be the better ? The sum of our sins, increasing steadily day 
by day, will at least be less, the sooner the settlement is T' Nay 
have not I a kind of secret satisfaction, of the malicious or even of 
the judiciary kind (scliadenfreitde^ ' mischief-joy,' the Germans call 
it, but really it is jttstiGe-]oj withal), that he they call " Dizzy " is 
to do it ; that other jugglers, of an unconscious and deeper type, 
having sold their poor Mother’s body for a mess of Official Pottage, 
this clever conscious juggler steps in, " Soft you, my honourable 
friends; I will weigh-out the corpse of your Mother (mother of 
mine she never was, but only stepmother and milk-cow); — and 
you shahf t have the pottage : not yours, you observe, but mine ! " 
This really is a pleasing trait of its sort. Other traits there are 
abundantly ludicrous, but they are too lugubrious to be even 
momentarily pleasant. A superlative Hebrew Conjuror, spell- 
binding all the great Lords, great Parties, great Interests of 
England, to his hand in this manner, and leading them by the 
nose, like helpless mesmerised somnambulant cattle, to such issue, ^ — 
did the world ever see a flehile ludibrium of such magnitude before ? 
Lath-sword and Scissors of Destiny ; Pickleherring and the Three 
Farm alike busy in it. This too, I suppose, we had deserved. 
The end of our poor Old England (such an England as we had at 
last made of it) to be not a tearful Tragedy, but an ignominious 
Farce as well ! — 

Perhaps the consummation may be now nearer than is thought. 
It seems to me sometimes as if everybody had privately now 
given-up serious notion of resisting it. Beales and his ragamuffins 
pull down the railings of Her Majesty's Park, when Her Majesty 
refuses admittance; Home-Secretary Walpole (representing Eng- 
land's Majesty) listens to a Colonel Dickson talking of " barricades," 
"improvised pikes," &c. ; does not order him to be conducted, 
and if necessary to be kicked, down stairs, with injunction never 
to return, in case of worse ; and when Beales says, " I will see that 
the Queen's Peace is kept," Queen (by her Walpole) answers, 
"Will you, then; God bless y<mV^ and bursts into tears. Those 
' tears ' are certainly an epoch in England ; nothing seen, or dreamt 
of, like them in the History of poor England till now. 
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In the same direction we have also our remarkable ‘'Jamaica 
Committee;'' and a Lord Chief Justice ‘ speaking six hours' (with 
such “ eloquence,” such &c. &a as takes with ravishment the 
general Editorial ear, Penny and Threepenny), to prove that there 
is no such thing, nor ever was, as Martial Law; — and that any 
governor, commanded soldier, or ofHcial person, putting down the 
frightfulest Mob-insurrection, Black or White, shall do it with the 
rope round Ids neck, by way of encouragement to him. Nobody 
answers this remarkable Lord Chief Justice, “ Lordship, if you 
were to speak for six hundred years, instead of six hours, you 
would only prove the more to us that, unwritten if you will, but 
real and fundamental, anterior to all written laws and first making 
written laws there must have been, and is, and will be, 

coeval with Human Society, from its first beginnings to its ulti- 
mate end, an actual Martial Law, of more validity than any other 
law whatever. Lordship, if there is no written law that three and 
three shall be six, do you wonder at the Statute-Book for that 
omission? You may shut those eloquent lips, and go home to 
dinner. May your shadow never be less; greater it perhaps has 
little chance of being.” 

^Truly one knows not whether less to venerate the Majesty's 
Ministers, who, instead of rewarding their Governor Eyre, throw 
him out of window to a small loud group, small as now appears, 
and nothing but a group or knot of rabid Nigger-Philanthropists, 
harking furiously in the gutter, and threatening one's Reform Bill 
with loss of certain friends and votes (which could not save it, 
either, the dear object), — or that other unvenerable Majesty's 
Ministry, which, on Beales's generous undertaking for the Peace of 
an afflicted Queen's Majesty, bursts into tears. 

Memorable considerably, and altogether new in our History, are 
both those ministerfal feats ; and both point significantly the same 
way. The perceptible, but as yet unacknowledged truth is, people 
are getting dimly sensible that our Social Affairs and Arrange- 
ments, all but the money-safe, are pretty universally a Falsehood, 
an elaborate old-established Hypocrisy, which is even serving its 
own poor private purpose ill, and is openly mismanaging every 
public purpose or interest, to a shameful and indefensible extent. 
For such a Hypocrisy, in any detail of it (except the money-safe), 
nobody, official or other, is willing to risk his skin ; but cautiously 
looks round whether there is no postern to retire by, and retires 
accordingly,— leaving any mob-leader, Beales, John of Leyden, 
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Walter the Penniless or other impotent enough loud individual, 
with his tail of loud Roughs, to work their own sweet will. Safer 
to humour the mob than repress them, with the rope about your 
neck. Everybody sees this official slinking-off, has a secret fellow- 
feeling with it ; nobody admires it ; but the spoken disapproval is 
languid, and generally from the teeth outwards. “ Has not everybody 
been very good to you f say the highest Editors, in these current 
days, admonishing and soothing-down Beales and his Roughs. 

So that, if loud mobs, supported by one or two Eloquences in 
the House, choose to proclaim, some day, with vociferation, as 
some day they will, Enough of kingship, and its grimacings and 
futilities 1 Is it not a Hypocrisy and Humbug, as you yourselves 
well know? We demand to become Commonwealth of England; 
that will perhaps be better, worse it cannot be 1 — in such case, 
how much of available resistance does the reader think would 
ensue? From official persons, with the rope round their neck, 
should you expect a great amount? I do not; or that resistance 
to the death would anywhere, ‘ within these walls’ or without, be 
the prevailing phenomenon. 

For we are a people drowned in Hypocrisy ; saturated with it to 
the bone : — alas, it is even so, in spite of far other intentions at 
one time, and of a languid, dumb, but ineradicable inward protest 
against it still: — and we are beginning to be universally conscious 
of that horrible condition, and by no means disposed to die in 
behalf of continuing it ! It has lasted long, that unblessed process ; 
process of 'lying to steep in the Devil’s Pickle,’ for above two 
hundred years (I date the formal beginning of it from the year 
1660, and desperate return of Sacred Majesty after such an ousting 
as it had got) ; process which appears] to be now about complete. 
Who could regret the finis of such a thing; finis on any terms 
whatever I Possibly it will not be death eternal, possibly only 
death temporal, death temporary. 

My neighbours, by the million against one, all expect that it 
will almost certainly be New-birth, a Saturnian time, with gold 
* nuggets themselves more plentiful than ever. As for us, we will 
say, Rejoice in the awahening of poor England even on these terms. 
To lie torpid, sluttishly gurgling and mumbling, spiritually in soak 
'in the Devil’s Pickle’ (choicest elixir the Devil brews, — is not 
unconscious or half-conscious EyfocrUy, and quiet Mahe-belicve 
of yourself and others strictly that ?) for above two hundred years : 
that was the infinitely dismal condition, all others are but finitely so. 
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IV. 

Practically the worthiest inquiry, in regard to all this, would be : 
“ What are probably the steps towards consummation all this will 
now take; what are, in main features, the issues it will arrive at, 
on unexpectedly (with immense surprise to the most) shooting 
Niagara, to the bottom ? And above ail, what are the possibilities, 
resources, impediments, conceivable methods and attemptings of 
its ever getting out again?” Darker subject of Prophecy can be 
laid before no man ; and to be candid with myself, up to this date 
I have never seriously meditated it, far less graj^pled with it as a 
Problem in any sort practical. Let me avoid branch first of this 
inquiry altogether. If ' immortal smash," and shooting of the Falls, 
be the one issue ahead, our and, the reformed Parliament's pro- 
cedures and adventures in arriving there are not worth conjecturing, 
in comparison 1 — And yet the inquiry means withal, both branches 
of it mean, ''What are the duties of good citizens in it, now c'-d 
onwards?"" Meditated it must be, and light sought on it, how- 
ever hard or impossible to find 1 It is not always the part of the 
infinitesimally small minority of wise men and good citizens to sit 
silent; idle they should never sit. 

Supposing the Gommomoealth established, and Democracy ram- 
pant, as in America, or in France by fits for 70 odd years past, — - 
it is a favourable fact that our Aristocracy, in their essential height 
of position, and capability (or possibility) of doing good, are not at 
once likely to be interfered with; that they will be continued 
farther on their trial, and only the question some-what more 
stringently put to them, “ What cure you good for, then ? Show 
us, show us; or else disappear!"" I regard this as potentially a 
great benefit ; — springing from what seems a mad enough pheno- 
menon, the fervid zeal in lelialf of this " new Eeform Bill "" and 
all kindred objects, which is manifested by the better kind of 
our young Lords and Honourables; a thing very curious to me. 
Somewhat resembling that bet of the impetuous Irish carpenter, 
astride of his plank firmly stuck out of window in the sixth story, 
" Two to one, I cm saw this plank in so many minutes ; "" and 
sawing accordingly, fiercely impetuous, — with success ! But from 
the maddest thing, as we said, there usually may come some particle 
of good withal (if any poor particle of did lie in it, waiting to 
be disengaged 1) — and this is a signal instance of that kind. Our 
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Aristocracy are not Bated or disliked by any Class of tlie People, but 
on tbe contrary are looked up to,— with a certain vulgarly human 
admiration, and spontaneous recognition of their good qualities and 
good fortune, which is by no means wholly envious or wholly 
servile, — by all classes, lower and lowest class included. And in- 
deed, in spite of lamentable exceptions too visible all round, my 
vote would still be, That from Plehs to Princeps, there was still no 
Class among us intrinsically so valuable and recommend able. 

What the possibilities of our Aristocracy might still be ? this is 
a question I have often asked myself. Surely their possibilities 
might still be considerable ; though I confess they lie in a most 
abstruse, and as yet quite uninvestigated condition. But a body of 
brave men, and of beautiful polite women, furnished gratis as they 
are, — some of them (as my Lord Derby, I am told, in a few years 
will be) with not far from two- thirds of a million sterling annually, 
— ought to be good for something, in a society mostly fallen vulgar 
and chaotic like ours ! More than once I have been affected with 
a deep sorrow and resp^^t for noble souls among them, and their 
high stoicism, and silent resignation to a kind of life which they 
individually could not alter, and saw to be so empty and paltry ; 
life of giving and receiving Hospitalities in a gracefully splendid 
manner. This, then (such mute soliloquy I have read on some 
noble brow), “ this, and something of Village-schools, of Consulting 
with the Parson, care of Peasant Cottages and Economies, is to be 
all our task in the world ? Well, well; let us at least do this, in 
our most perfect way I 

In past years, I have sometimes thought what a thing it would 
be, could the Queen ‘ in Council " (in Parliament or wherever it 
were) pick out some gallant-minded, stout, -well-gifted Cadet, — 
younger Son of a Duke, of an Earl, of a Queen herself ; younger 
Son doomed now to go mainly to the Devil, for absolute want of a 
career; — and say to him, Young fellow, if there do lie in you 
potentialities of governing, of gradually guiding, leading and 
coercing to a noble goal, how sad is it they should be all lost I 
They are the grandest gifts a mortal can have ; and they are, of 
all, the most necessary to other mortals in this world. See, I have 
scores on scores of ‘ Colonies,^ all ungoverned, and nine-tenths of 
them full of jungles, boa- constrictors, rattlesnakes. Parliamentary 
Eloquences, and Emancipated Niggers ripening towards nothing 
but destruction: one of these 3/pw shall have, you as Vice-King; 
on rational conditions, and ad 'oUam aut culpam it shall be yours 
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(and perhaps your posterit/s if worthy) : go you and buckle with 
it, in the name of Heaven; and let us see what you will build 
it to ! To something how much better than the Parliamentary 
Eloquences are doing,- — thinks the reader? Good Heavens, these 
West-India Islands, some of them, appear to be the richest and 
most favoured spots on the Planet Earth. Jamaica is an angry 
subject, and I am shy to speak of it. Poor Dominica itself is 
described to me in a way to kindle a heroic young heart; look at 
Dominica for an instant. 

Hemispherical, they say, or in the shape of an Inverted Wash- 
bowl; rim of it, first twenty miles of it all round, starting from 
the sea, is flat alluvium, the fruitfulest in Nature, fit for any 
noblest spice or product, but unwholesome except for Niggers held 
steadily to their work : ground then gradually rises, umbrageously 
rich throughout, becomes fit for coffee ; still rises, now bears oak 
woods, cereals, Indian corn, English wheat, and in this upper 
portion is salubrious and delightful for the European, — who might 
there spread and grow, according to the wisdom given him ; say 
only to a population of 100,000 adult men ; well fit to defend their 
Island against all comers, and beneficently keep steady to their 
work a million of Niggers on the lower ranges. What a kingdom 
my poor Friedrich Wilhelm, followed by bis Friedrich, would have 
made of this Inverted Washbowl; clasped round and lovingly 
kissed and laved by the beautifulest seas in the world, and beshone 
by the grandest sun and sky ! 

''Forever impossible,'* say you; "contrary to all our notions, 
regulations and ways of proceeding or of thinking"? W”eli, I 
daresay. And the state your regulations have it in, at present, is : 
Population of 100 white men (by no means of select type) ; unknown 
cipher of rattlesnakes, profligate Niggers and Mulattoes; governed 
by a Piebald Parliament of Eleven (head Demosthenes there a 
Nigger Tinman), — and so exquisite a care of Being and of Well- 
being that the old Fortifications have become jungle-quarries 
(Tinman "at liberty to tax himself"), vigorous roots penetrating 
the old ashlar, dislocating it everywhere, with tropical effect ; old 
cannon going quietly to honeycomb and oxide of iron, in the 
vigorous embrace of jungle : military force nil, police force next to 
nil : an Island capable of being taken by the crew of a man-of-war s 
boat. And indeed it was nearly lost, the other year, by an acci- 
dental collision of two Niggers' on the street, and a concourse of 
other idle Niggers to see, — who would not go away again, but 
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idly re-assembled with increased numbers on the morrow, and with 
ditto the next day ; assemblage pointing acl infinitum seemingly, 
— had not some charitable small French Governoi-, from his bit of 
Island within reach, sent over a Lieutenant and twenty soldiers, 
to extinguish the devouring absurdity, and order it home straight- 
way to its bed. Which instantly saved this valuable Possession of 
ours, and left our Demosthenic Tinman and his Ten, with their 
liberty to tax themselves as heretofore. Is not ‘‘Self-government'' 
a sublime thing, in Colonial Islands and some others ? — But to 
leave all tliis. 

V. 

I almost think, when once we have made the Niagara leap, the 
better kind of our Nobility, perhaps after experimenting, will more 
and more withdraw themselves from the Parliamentary, Oratorical 
or Political element; leaving that to such Cleon the Tanner and 
Company as it rightfully belongs to; and be far more chary of 
their speech than now. Speech issuing in no deed is hateful and 
contemptible : — how can a man have any nobleness who knows 
not that ? In God's name, let us find out what of noble and 
profitable we can do ; if it be nothing, let us at least keep silence, 
and bear gracefully our strange lot I — 

The English Nobleman has still left in him, after such sorrowful 
erosions, something considerable of chivalry and magnanimity: 
polite he is, in the finest form ; politeness, modest, simple, verit- 
able, ineradicable, dwells in him to the bone; I incline to call 
him the politest kind of nobleman or man (especially his wife the 
politest and gracefulest kind of woman) you will find in any 
country. An immense endowment this, if you consider it well! 
A very grek.„and indispensable help to whatever other faculties of 
kingshijp a man may have. Indeed it springs from them all (its 
sources, every kingly faculty lying in you) ; and is as the beautiful 
natural skin, and visible sanction, index and outcome of them all. 
No kinn can rule without it ; none but potential kings can really 
hrve it.'-"' In the crude, what we call unbred or Orson form, all 
V 3n of genius' have it; but see what it avails some of them, — 
your Samuel Johnson, for instance, — ^in that crude form, who was 
so rich in it, too, in the crude way ! 

Withal it is perhaps a fortunate circumstance, that the popula- 
tion has no wild notions, no political enthusiasms of a “New Era" 
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or the like. This, though in itself a dreary and ignoble item, 
in respect of the revolutionary Many, may nevertheless be for 
good, if the Few shall be really high and brave, as things 
roll on. 

Certain it is, there is nothing but vulgarity in our People’s 
expectations, resolutions or desires, in this Epoch. It is all a 
peaceable mouldering or tumbling down from mere rottenness and 
decay ; whether slowly mouldering or rapidly tumbling, there will 
be nothing found of real or true in the rubbish-heap, but a most 
true deshe of making money easily, and of eating it pleasantly. 
A poor ideal for ''reformers,” sure enough. But it is the fruit of 
long antecedents, too; and from of old, our habits in regard to 
"reformation,” or repairing what went wrong (as something is 
always doing), have been strangely didactic ! And to such length 
have we at last brought it, by our wilful, conscious, and now long- 
continued method of using mrnish, instead of actual repair by 
honest car'pentry^ of what we all knew and saw to have gone un- 
deniably wrong in pur procedures and affairs ! Method deliberately, 
steadily, and even solemnly continued, with much admiration of it 
from ourselves and others, as the best and only good one, for above 
two hundred years. 

Ever since that anntcs mirabilis of 1660, when Oliver Crom well’s 
dead clay was hung on the gibbet, and a much easier " reign of 
Christ” under the divine gentleman called Charles II. was' thought 
the fit thing, this has been our steady method : varnish, varnish; 
if a thing have grown so rotten that it yawns palpable, and is so 
inexpressibly ugly that the eyes of the very populace discern it 
and detest it, — bring out a new pot of varnish, with the requisite 
supply of putty ; and lay it on handsomely. Don’t spare varnish ; 
how well it will all look in a few days, if laid on well ! Tarnish 
alone is cheap and is safe; avoid carpentering, chiselling, sawing 
and hammering on the old quiet House ; — dry-rot is in it, who 
knows how deep; don’t disturb the old beams and junctures: 
varnish, vaimish, if you will be blessed by gods and men 1 This is 
called the Constitutional System, Conservative System, and other 
fine names; and this at last has its fruits, — such as we see. 
Mendacity hanging in the very air we breathe; all men become, 
unconsciously or half or wholly consciously, liars to their own souls 
and to other men’s ; grimacing, finessing, periphrasing, in continual 
hypocrisy of word, by way of varnish to continual past, present, 
future misperformance of thing : — clearly sincere about nothing 
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■whatever, except in silence, about the appetites of their own huge 
belly, and the readiest method of assuaging these. From a Popu- 
lation of that sunk kind, ardent only in pursuits that are low and 
in industries that are sensuous and leavcrish, there is little peril of 
human enthusiasms, or revolutionary transports, such as occurred 
in 1789, for instance, A low-minded 'pzcm all that; essentially 
torpid and ignmum^ on all that is high or nobly human in 
revolutions. 

It is true there is in such a population, of itself, no at all 
towards reconstruction of the wreck of your Niagara plunge ; of 
themselves they, with whatever cry of liberty ” in their mouths, 
are inexorably riaarked by Destiny as slams; and not even the 
immortal gods could make them free, — except by making them 
anew and on a different pattern. No help in them at all, to 
your model Aristocrat, or to any noble man or thing. But 
then likewise there is no hindrance, or a minimum of it ! 
Nothing there in lar of the noble Few, who we always trust will 
be born to us, generation after generation; and on whom and 
whose living of a noble and valiantly cosmic life amid the worst 
impediments and hugest anarchies, the whole of our hope de- 
pends. Yes, on them only! If amid the thickest welter of 
surrounding gluttony and baseness, and what must be reckoned 
bottomless anarchy from shore to shore, there be found no man, 
no small but invincible minority of men, capable of keeping them- 
selves free fi'om all that, and of living a heroically human life, 
while the millions round them are noisily living a mere beaverish 
or doglike one, then truly all hope is gone. But we always struggle 
to believe Not. Aristocracy by title, by fortune and position, who 
can doubt but there are still precious possibilities among the chosen 
of that class? And if that fail us, there is still, we hope, the 
unclassed Aristocracy by nature, not inconsiderable in numbers, 
and supreme in faculty, in wisdom, human talent, nobleness and 
courage, ' who derive their patent of nobility direct from Almighty 
God.' If indeed these also fail us, and are trodden out under the 
unanimous torrent of brutish hoofs and hobnails, and cannot vindi- 
cate themselves into clearness here and there, but at length cease 
even to try it, — then indeed it is all ended: national death, 
scandalous ‘ Copper-Captaincy ' as of France, stem Russian Aboli- 
tion and Erasure as of Poland; in one form or another, well 
deserved annihilation, and dismissal from God’s universe, that and 
nothing else lies ahead for our once heroic England too. 
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How many of oxir Titular Aristocracy will prove real gold wlien 
thrown into the crucible ? • That is always a highly interesting 
question to me; and my answer, or guess, has still something 
considerable of hope lurking in it. But the question as to our 
Aristocracy by Patent from God the Maker, is infinitely interesting. 
How many of these, amid the ever-increasing bewilderments, and 
welter of impediments, will be able to develop themselves into 
something of Heroic Well-doing by act and by word ? How many 
of them will be drawn, pushed and seduced, their very docility and 
lovingness assisting, into the ixniversal vulgar whirlpool of Parlia- 
nienteering, Newspapering, Novel-writing, Comte-Philosophy-ing, 
immortal Verse-waiting, &c. &c. (if of weal turn, as they mostly 
will be, for some time yet)? Howr many, by their too desperate 
resistance to the unanimous vulgar of a Public round them, will 
become spasmodic instead of strong ; and will be overset, and 
trodden out, under the hoofs and hobnails above-said? Will 
there, in short, prove to be a recognisable small nucleus of Invin- 
cible ’'ApiorroL fighting for the Good Cause, in their various wisest 
ways, and never ceasing or slackening till they die ? This is the 
question of questions, on which all turns; in the answer to this, 
could we give it clearly, as no man can, lies the oracle-response, 
‘‘Life for you,” “Death for you”! Looking into this, there are 
fearful dubitations many. But considering what of Piety, the 
devoutest and the bravest yet known, there once was in England, 
and how extensively, in stupid, maundering and degraded forms, it 
still lingers, one is inclined timidly to hope the best I 

The best : for if this small Aristocratic nucleus can hold out and 
work, it is in the sure case to increase and increase ; to become (as 
Oliver once termed it) “ a company of poor men, who wdll spend 
all their blood rather.” An openly belligerent company, capable at 
last of taking the biggest slave Nation by the beard, and saying to 
it, “Enough, ye slaves, and servants of the mud-gods; ail this 
must cease 1 Our heart abhors all this ; our soul is sick under it ; 
God’s curse is on us while this lasts. Behold, we will all die 
rather than that this last. Bather all die, we say ; — what is your 
view of the corresponding alternative on your own part ? ” I see 
well it must at length come to battle; actual fighting, bloody 
wrestling, and a great deal of it: but were it unit against 
thousand, or against thousand-thousand, on the above terms, I 
know the issue, and have no fear about it. That also is an issue 
which has been often tried in Human History ; and, ‘ while God 
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lives’— (I hope the phrase is not yet obsolete, for the fact is 
eternal, though so many have forgotten it 1)— said issue can or will 
fall only one way. 

VI. 

What we can expect this Aristocracy of Nature to do for us? 
They are of two kinds : the Speculative, speaking or vocal ; and 
the Practical or industrial, whose function is silent. These are of 
brother quality; but they go very different roads : 'men of genius' 
they all emphatically are, the 'inspired Gift of God’ lodged in 
each of them. They do infinitely concern the world and us; 
especially that first or speaking class, — provided God have 'touched 
their lips with his hallowed fireM Supreme is the importance of 
these. They are our inspired speakers and seers, the light of the 
world; who are to deliver the wwld from its swarmeries, its 
superstitions {'political or other) ;• — ^priceless and indispensable to 
us that first Class 1 

Nevertheless it is not of these I mean to speak at present ; the 
topic is far too wide, nor is the call to it so immediately pressing. 
These Sons of Wisdom, gifted to speak as with hallowed lips a real 
God’s-message to us, — I don’t much expect they will be numerous, 
for a long while yet, nor even perhaps appear at all in this time of 
swarmeries, or be disposed to speak their message to such audience 
as there is. And if they did, I know well it is not from my advice, 
or any mortal’s, that they could leam their feasible way of doing it. 
For a great while yet, most of them will fly off into " Literature,” 
into what they call Art, Poetry and the like; and will mainly 
waste themselves in that inane region, — fallen so inane in our maa 
era. Alas, though born Sons of Wisdom, they are not exempt 
from all our ' Swarmeries,’ but only from the grosser kinds of them. 
This of " Art,” " Poetry ” and so forth, is a refined Swannery ; the 
most refined now going; and comes to us, in venerable form, 
from a distance of above a thousand years. And is still undoubt- 
ingly sanctioned, canonised and marked sacred, by the unanimous 
vote of cultivated persons to this hour. How stir such questions 
in the present limits? Or in fact, what chance is there that 
a guess of mine, in regard to what these born Sons of Wisdom 
in a yet unborn section of Time will say, or to how they will say 
it, should avail in the least my own contemporaries, much less 
them or theirs ? Merely on a point or two I will hint what my 
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poor Avisli is ; and know well enongli that it is the drawing a bow, 
not at a venture indeed, but into the almost utterly dark. 

First, then, with regard to Art, Poetry and the like, which at 
present is esteemed the supreme of aims for vocal genius, I hope 
my literary Aristos will pause, and seriously make question before 
embarking on that ; and perhaps will end, in spite of the Swarm- 
eries abroad, by devoting his divine faculty to something far 
higher, far more vital to us. Poetry ? It is not pleasant singing 
that we want, but wise and earnest speaking : — ‘ Art/ " High Art ' 
&c. are very fine and ornamental, but only to persons sitting at 
their ease : to persons still wrestling with deadly chaos, and still 
fighting for dubious existence, they are a mockery rather. Our 
Aristos, well meditating, will perhaps discover that the genuine 
* Art " in all times is a higher synonym for God Almighty's Facts, 
— ^which come to us direct from Heaven, but in so abstruse a con- 
dition, and cannot be read at all till the better intellect interpret 
them. That is the real function of our Aristos and of his divine 
gift. Let him think well of this! He will find that all real 
‘Art’ is definable as Fact, or say as the disimprisoned ‘ Soul of 
Fact;' that any other kind of Art, Poetry or High Art is quite 
idle in comparison. ‘ _ 

The Bible itself has, in all changes of theory about it, this as 
its highest distinction, that it us the tmest of all Books; — Book 
springing, every word of it, from the intensest convictions, from 
tile very heart's core, of those who penned it. And has not that 
been a “ successful " Book ? Did all the Paternoster-Eows of the 
world ever hear of one so “successM" I Homer's Iliad, too, that 
great Bundle of old Greek Ballads, is nothing of a Fiction; it is 
the tmest a Patriotic Balladsinger, rapt into paroxysm and enthu- 
siasm. for the honour of his native Country and native Parish, 
could manage to sing. To ‘ sing,' you will observe ; always sings, 
— ^pipe often rusty, at a loss for metre (flinging-in his ye, iihv, 6e) ; 
a rough, laborious, wallet-bearing man ; but with his heart rightly 
on fire, when the audience goes with him, and ‘ hangs on him with 
greed' (as he says they often do). Homer’s Iliad I almost reckon 
next to the Bible; so stubbornly sincere is it too, tliough in a far 
different element, and a far shallower. 

“ Fiction,"— my friend, you will be surprised to discover at last 
what alarming cousinship it has to Lying: don't go into ‘‘Fiction," 
you Aristos, nor concern yourself with “ Fine Literature," or Coarse 
ditto, or the unspeakable glories and rewards of pleasing your 
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genetation ; which you are not sent hither to f lease, first of all I 
In general, leave “ Literature,” the thing called '' Literature ” at 
present, to run through its rapid fermentations (how more and 
more rapid they are in these years !), and to fluff itself off into 
Nothing, in its own way, — like a poor bottle of soda-water with 
the cork sprung ; — it won't be long. In our time it has become 
all the rage ; highest noblemen and dignitaries courting a new still 
higher glory there ; innumerable men, women and children rushing 
towards it, yearly ever more. It sat painfully in Grub Street, in 
hungry garrets, so long; some few heroic martyrs always serving 
in it, among such a miscellany of semi-fatuous worthless ditto, 
courting the bubble reputation in worse than the cannon's mouth ; 
in general, a very flimsy, foolish set. But that little company of 
martyrs has at last lifted Literature furiously or foamingly high in 
the world. Goes like the Iceland geysers in our time, — like un- 
corked soda-water; — and will, as I said, soon have done. Only 
wait: in fifty years, I should guess, all really serious souls will 
have quitted that mad province, left it to the roaring populaces ; 
and for any iVoMe-man or useful person it will be a credit rather 
to declare, I never tried Literature ; believe me, I have not 
written anything ; ” — and we of Literature ” by trade, we shall 
sink again, I perceive, to the rank of street-fiddling; no higher 
rank, though with endless increase of sixpences flung into the 
hat. Of ‘‘Literature” keep well to the windward, my serious 
friend 1 — 

“ But is not Shakspeare the highest genius ? ” Yes, of all the 
Intellects of Mankind that have taken the speaking shape, I incline 
to think him the most divinely gifted ; clear, all-piercing like the 
sunlight, lovingly melodious ; probably the noblest human Intellect 
in that kind. And yet of Shakspeare too, it is not the Fiction 
that I admire, but the Fact; to say truth, what I most of all 
admire are the traces he shows of a talent that could have turned 
the History of England into a kind of Iliad, almost perhaps into a 
kind of Bible, Manifest traces that way ; something of ejpie in the 
cy^le of hasty Fragments he has yielded us (slaving for his bread 
indhe Bankside Theatre); — and what a work wouldn't that have 
been I Marlborough said. He knew no English History but what 
he had got from Shakspeare; — and truly that is still essentially 
the serious and sad fact for most of us ; Fact thrice and four times 
lamentable, though Marlborough meant it lightly. Innumerable 
grave Books there are; but for none of us any real History of 
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England, intelligible, profitable, or even conceivable in almost any 
section of it 1 

To write the History ^ England as a kind of Bible (or in parts 
and snatches, to it if you could), this were wnrk for the 
highest Aristos or series of Aristoi in Sacred Literature (really a 
sacred kind, this) ; and to be candid, I discover hitherto no incipi- 
ences of this ; and greatly desire that there were some I Some I 
do expect (too fondly perhaps, but they seem to me a sine qiiou non) 
from the Writing and Teaching Heroes that will yet be born to 
us. For England too (equally with any Jnclah whatsoever) has 
a History that is Divine; an Eternal Providence presiding over 
every step of it, now in sunshine and soft tones, now in thunder 
and storm, audible to millions of awe-struck valiant hearts in the 
ages that are gone ; guiding England forward to its goal and work, 
which too has been highly considerable in the world I The “ inter- 
pretation ” of all which, in the present ages, has (what is the root 
of all our woes) fallen into such a set of hands ! Interpretation 
scandalously ape-like, I must say ; impious, blasphemous ; — totally 
incredible withal. Which Interpretation will have to become pious 
and human again, or else — or else vanish into the Bottomless Pit, 
and carry us and our England along with it! This, some incipi- 
ences of this, I gradually expect from the Heroes that are coming. 
And in fact this, taken in full compass, is the one thing needed 
from them ; and all other things are but branches of this. 

For example, I expect, as almost the first thing, new definitions 
of Liberty from them ; gradual extinction, slow but steady, of 
the stupid ' swarmeries ’ of mankind on this matter, and at length 
a complete change of their notions on it. 'Superstition and 
idolatry,^ sins real and grievous, sins ultimately ruinous, wherever 
found, — this is now our English, our Modern European form of 
them ; Political, not Theological now I England, Modern Europe, 
will have to quit them or die. They are sins of a fatal slow- 
poisonous nature ; not permitted in this Universe. The poison of 
them is not intellectual dimness chiefly, but torpid unveracity of 
heart : not mistake of road, hut want of pious earnestness in 
seeking your road. Insincerity, unfaithfulness, impiety : — careless 
tumbling and buzzing about, in blind, noisy, pleasantly companion- 
able 'swarms,' .instead of solitary questioning of yourself and of 
the Silent Oracles, which is a sad, sore and painful duty, though 
a much incumbent one upon a man. The meaning of Liberty, 
what it veritably signifies in the speech of men and gods, will 
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gradually begin to appear again? Were that once got, the eye 
of England were couched; poor honest England would again see , — 
I will fancy with what horror and amazement, — the thing she had 
grown to in this mievim oi swarmeries. To show this poor well- 
meaning England, Whom it were desirable to furnish with a 
'' suffrage/' and Whom with a dog-muzzle (and plenty of fresh 
water on the streets), against rabidity in the hot weather: — what 
a work for our Hero speakers that are coming !■ — 

I hope also they will attack earnestly, and at length extinguish 
and eradicate, this idle habit of ^'accounting for the Moral Sense'* 
as they phrase it. A most singular problem instead of bending 
every thought to licm more and ever more of " Moral Sense," and 
therewith to irradiate your own poor soul, and all its work, into 
something of divineness, as the one thing needful to you in this 
world ! A very futile problem that other, my friends ; futile, idle, 
and far worse; leading to what Moral you little dream of! 

The Moral Sense, thank God, is a thing you never will " account 
for;” that, if you could think of it, is the perennial Miracle of 
Man; in all times, visibly connecting poor transitory Man here 
on this bewildered Earth with his Maker, who is Eternal in the 
Heavens. By no Greatest Happiness Principle, Greatest Noble- 
ness Princij)le, or any Principle whatever, will you make that in 
the least clearer than it already is ; — forbear, I say ; or you may 
darken it away from you altogether! 'Two things,' says the 
memorable Kant, deepest and most logical of Metaphysical 
Thinkers, 'Two things strike me dumb : the infinite Starry 
'Heaven; and the Sense of Right and Wrong in Man/^ Visible 
Jnfinities, both; say nothing of them; don't try to "account for 
them; " for you can say nothing wise. 

On the whole, I hope our Hero will, by heroic word, and heroic 
thought and make manifest to mankind that ' Reverence for 
God and for Man ' is not yet extinct, but only fallen into disastrous 
comatose sleep, and hideously dreaming; that the 'Christian 
Religion itself is not dead,' that the soul of it is alive forevermore, 
— and only the dead and rotting body of it is now getting burial. 

3 ^Zwei Dinge erfilllen das Gemiitli mit immer neiier and zimelimender 
‘ Binvimderuiig imd Elirfiirclit, je ofter and anhaltender sich das Nachdenken 
‘ damit hescliaftigt : der hestlrnte Himmel uher mir, und das moralisohe Gesetz 
‘ in 77 urj . . . u. s. lo, Karxt’s Sdmmiliche TVerlce (Rosenkraiiz and Schubert’s 
edition, Leipzig, 1838), viii. 312. 
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The noblest of modern Intellects^ by far the noblest we have had 
since Shakspeare left ns, has said of this Religion : ‘ It is a Height 
‘ to which the Human Species were fitted and destined to attain ; 
' and from which, having once attained it, they can never retro- 
* grade,’ Permanently, never. Never, they; — though individual 
Nations of them fatally can; of which I hope poor England is 
not one ? Though, here as elsewhere, the &wrmZ“process does offer 
ghastly enough phenomena : Ritualisms, Puseyisms, Arches-Court 
Lawsuits, Cardinals of Westminster, &c. &c.; — making night 
hideous I For a time and times and half a time, as the old 
Prophets used to say. 

One of my hoping friends, yet more sanguine than I fully dare 
to be, has these zealous or enthusiast words : ‘ A very great “ work,” 
Lsurely, is going on in these days, — has been legun, and is silently 
‘proceeding, and cannot easily stop^ under all the flying dungheaps 
‘of this new “Battle of the Giants” flinging their Dimg-VeYion on 
‘their Dung- Ossa, in these ballot-boxing, Nigger-emancipating, 
‘ empty, dirt-eclipsed days : — no less a “ work ” than that of restor- 
‘ing God and whatever was Godlike in the traditions and recorded 
‘ doings of Mankind ; dolefully forgotten, or sham-remembered, as 
‘it has been, for long degraded and degrading hundreds of years, 
‘ latterly I Actually this, if you understand it well. The essential, 
‘ still awful and ever-blessed Fact of all that was meant by “ God 
‘ and the Godlike ” to men’s souls is again struggling to become 
‘ clearly revealed ; will extricate itself from what some of us, too 
‘irreverently in our impatience, call “Hebrew old-clothes;” and 
‘will again bless the Nations; and heal them from their base- 
‘ nesses, and unendurable woes, and wanderings in the company of 
‘madness! This Fact lodges, not exclusively or specially in 
‘Hebrew Garnitures, Old or New; but in the Heart of Nature 
‘and of Man forevermore. And is not less certain, here at this 
‘hour, than it ever was at any Sinai whatsoever. Kant’s “Two 
‘things that strike me ; ’’—these are perceptible at Konigs- 
‘berg in Prussia, or at Charing-cross in London. And all eyes 
‘shall yet see them letter; and the heroic Few, who are the 
‘salt of the earth, shall at length see them roell. With results 
‘for everybody. A great “work” indeed; the greatness of which 
‘beggars all others ! ' 
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Of tlie second, or silent Industrial Hero, I may now say some- 
thing, as more within my limits and the reader’s. 

This Industrial hero, here and there recognisable and known to 
me, as developing himself, and as an opulent and dignified kind of 
man, is already almost an Aristocrat by class. And if his chivalry 
is still somewhat in the Orson form, he is already by intermarriage 
and otherwise coming into contact with the Aristocracy by title ; 
and by degrees will acquire the fit ITcdentmism, and other more 
important advantages there. He cannot do better than unite with 
this naturally noble kind of Aristocrat by title; the Industrial 
noble and this one are brothers born; called and impelled to 
cooperate and go together. Their united result is what we want 
from both. And the Noble of the Future, — if there be any such, 
as I well discern there must, — will have grown out of both. A 
new “Valentine;’^ and perhaps a considerably improved, — by such 
recontact with his wild Orson kinsman, and with the earnest vera- 
cities this latter has learned in the Woods and the Dens of Bears. 

The Practical ‘man of genius’ will probably not be altogether 
absent from the Reformed Parliament his Make-ldieve>, the vulgar 
millionaire (truly a “bloated” specimen, this!) is sure to be 
frequent there ; and along with the multitude of Irms guineas, it 
will be very salutary to have gold one or two! — In or out of 
Parliament, our Practical hero will find no end of work ready for 
him. It is he that has to recivilise, out of its now utter savagery, 
the world of Industry; — think what a set of items: To change 
nmnadio contract into poriiument ; to annihilate the soot and dirt 
and squalid horror now defacing this England, once so clean and 
... comely while it was poor; matters sanitary (and that not to the 
hody only) for his people ; matters governmental for them ; matters 
&c. &c. : — no want of work for this Hero, through a great many 
generations yet 1 

And indeed Reformed Parliament itself, with or without his 
presence, will, you would suppose, have to start at once upon the 
Industrial question and go quite deep into it. That of Trades 
Union, in quest of its “Four eights,” ^ with assassin pistol in its 
hand, will at once urge itself on Reformed Parliament: and 

4 Eight hours to work, eight hours to play, 

Eight hours to sleep, and eight shillings a day !’• 

Jteformed Workman'^s Fisgah Song. 
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Eeformed Parliament will give ns Blue Books upon it, if nothing 
farther. Nay, almost still more urgent, and what I could reckon, 
— as touching on our Ark of the Covenant, on sacred '' Free Trade '' 
itself, — to he the preliminary of all, there is the immense and 
universal question of Cheap and Nasty, Let me explain it a little. 

Cheap and nasty;'' there is a pregnancy in that poor vulgar 
proverb, which I wish we better saw and valued I It is the rude 
indignant protest of human nature against a mischief which, in all 
times and places, haunts it or lies near it, and which never in any 
time or place was so like utterly overwhelming it as here and now. 
Understand, if you will consider it, that no good man did, or ever 
should, encourage cheapness ” at the ruinous expense oi unfitness, 
which is always infidelity, and is dishonourable to a man. If I 
want an article, let it be genuine, at whatever price ; if the price 
is too high for me, I will go without it, unequipped with it for 
the present, — I shall not have equipped myself with a hypocrisy, 
at any rate ! This, if you will reflect, is primarily the rule of all 
purchasing and all producing men. They are not permitted to 
encourage, patronise, or in any form countenance the working, 
wearing or acting of Hypocrisies in this world. On the contrary, 
they are to hate all such with a perfect hatred ; to do their best 
in extinguishing them as the poison of mankind. This is the 
temper for purchasers of work: how much more for that of doers 
and producers of it ! Work, every one of you, like the Demiurgus 
or Eternal World-builder; work, none of you, like the Diabolus or 
Denier and Destroyer, — under penalties I 
And now, if this is the fact, that you are not to purchase, to 
make or to vend any ware or product of the ‘‘.cheap and nasty” 
genus, and cannot in any case do it without sin, and even treason 
against the Maker of you, — consider what a quantity of sin, of 
treason, petty and high, must be accumulating in poor England 
every day! It is certain as the National Debt; and what are all 
National money Debts, in comparison ! Do you know the shop, 
saleshop workshop, industrial establishment temporal or spiritual, 
in broad England, where genuine work is to be had? I confess 
I hardly do ; the more is my sorrow ! For a whole Pandora s Box 
of evils lies in that one fact, my friend; that one is enough for us, 
and may be taken as the sad summary of all Universal shoddy 
and Devifs-dust cunningly varnished over ; that is what you will 
find presented you in all places, as ware invitingly cheap; if your 
experience is like mine. Yes ; if Free Trade is the new religion, 
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and if Free Trade do mean Free racing with unlimited velocity in 
the career of Cheai^ and Na$ty,—Qm: Practical hero will be not a 
little anxious to deal with that question. Infinitely anxious to 
see how ‘'Free Trade,” with such a devil in the belly of it, is to 
be got tied again a little^ and forbidden to make a very brute of 
itself at this rate ! 

Take one small example only. London bricks are reduced to 
dry clay again in the course of sixty years, or sooner. Brichs^ 
burn them rightly, build them faithfully/^^ w mortar faithfuJly 
tempered, they will stand, I believe, barring earthquakes and 
cannon, for 6,000 years if you like ! Etruscan Pottery (hahed day^ 
but rightly baked) is some 3,000 years of age, and still fresh as an 
infant. Nothing I know of is more lasting than a well-made brick ; 
— we have them here, at the head of this Garden (wall once of a 
Manor Park), which are in their third or fourth century (Plenry 
Eighth's time, I was told), and still perfect in every particular* 

Truly the state of London houses and London housebuilding, at 
this time, who shall express how detestable it is, how frightful ! 
‘‘Not a house this of mine,” said one indignant gentleman, who 
had searched the London Environs all around for any bit of Villa, 
“Alpha "-cottage or Omega, which were less inhuman, but found 
none : “ Not a built house, but a congeries of plastered bandboxes ; 
shambling askew in all joints and corners of it; creaking, quaking 
under every step; — filling you with disgust and despair!” For 
there lies in it not the Physical mischief only, but the Moral too, 
which is far more. I have often sadly thought of this. That a fresh 
human soul should be born in such a place ; born in the midst of 
a concrete mendacity; taught at every moment not to abhor a lie, 
but to think a lie all proper, the fixed custom and general law of 
man, and to twine its young affections round that sort of object! 

England needs to be reUdlt once every seventy years. Build 
it once ny7i%, the expense will be, say fifty per cent more; but 
it will stand till the Day of Judgment, Every seventy years we 
shall save the expense of building all England over again ! Say 
nine-tenths of the expense, say three-fourths of it (allowing for 
the changes necessary or permissible in the change of things); 
and in rigorous arithmetic, such is the saving possible to you ; 
lying under your nose there ; soliciting you to pick it up, — by the 
mere act of behaving like sons of Adam, and not like scandalous 
esurient Phantasms and sons of Bel and the Dragon. 

Here is a thrift of money, if you want money ! The money- 
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saving would (you can compute in wLat slioxt length of time) pay 
your National Debt for you; bridge the ocean for you; wipe away 
your smoky nuisances, your muddy ditto, your miscellaneous ditto, 
and make the face of England clean again ; — and all this I reckon 
as mere zero in comparison with the accompanying improvement 
to your poor souls,— now dead in trespasses and sins, drowned in 
beer-butts, wine-butts, in gluttonies, slaveries, quackeries, but 
recalled then to blessed life again, and the sight of Heaven and 
Earth, instead of Payday, and Meux and Oo/s Entire. Oh, my 
bewildered Brothers, what foul infernal Circe has come over you, 
and changed you from men once really rather noble of their kind, 
into beavers, into hogs and asses, and beasts of the field or the 
slum! I declare I had rather die. , . . 

One hears sometimes of religious controversies running very 
high; about faith, works, grace, prevenient grace, the Arches 
Court and Essays and Reviews ; — into none of which do I enter, 
or concern myself with your entering. One thing I will remind 
you of, That the essence and outcome of all religions, creeds and 
liturgies whatsoever is. To do one’s work in a faithful manner. 
TJnhappy caitiff, what to you is the use of orthodoxy, if with every 
stroke of your hammer you are breaking all the Ten Command- 
ments, — operating upon DeviFs-dust, and, with constant invocation 
of the Devil, endeavouring to reap where you have not sown ?— 

Truly, I think our Practical Aristos will address himself to this 
sad question, almost as the primaiy one of all. It is impossible 
that an Industry, national or personal, carried on under 'constant 
invocation of the Devil,’ can be a blessed or happy one in any 
fibre or detail of it ! Steadily, in every fibre of it, from heart to 
skin, that is and remains an Industry accursed ; nothing but 
bewilderment, contention, misery, mutual rage, and continually 
advancing ruin, can dwell them. Cheap and Nasty is not found 
on shop-counters alone ; but goes down to the centre, — or indeed 
springs from it. Overend-Gurney Bankruptcies, Chatham-and- 
Dover Railway Financierings, — Railway "Promoters” generally, 
(and no oakum or beating of hemp to give them, instead of that 
nefarious and pernicious industry); — Sheffield Sawgrinders and 
Assassination Company; "Four eights,” and workmans Pisgah 
Song : all these are diabolic short-cuts towards wages ; clutchings 
at money without just work done ; all these are Cheap and Nasty 
in another form. The glory of a workman, still more of a master- 
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workman, That he does his work well, ought to be his most pre- 
cious possession; like the honour of a soldier ” dearer to him than 
life. That is the ideal of the matter : — lying, alas, how far away 
from us at present ! But if you yourself demoralise your soldier, and 
teach him continually to invoke the Evil Genius and to r^^shonour 
himself, — what do you expect your big Army will grow to ? — 

'prestige of England on the Continent,” I am told, is much 
decayed of late; which is a lamentable thing to various Editors; 
to me not. ^Prestige, prcestigiumf magical illusion,’ — I never 
understood that poor England had in her good days, or cared to 
have, any prestige on the Continent” or elsewhere; England was 
wont to follow her own affairs in a diligent heavy-laden frame of 
mind, and had an almost perfect stoicism as to what the Continent, 
and its extraneous, ill-informed populations might be thinking of 
her. Nor is it yet of the least real importance what ^prestiges> 
magiqal illusions,’ as to England, foolish neighbours may take up ; 
important only one thing, What England is. The account of that 
in Heaven’s Chancery, I doubt, is very bad : but as to ''prestige'* 
I hope the heart of the poor Country would still say, '' Away with 
your prestige ; that won’t help me or hinder me ! The word was 
Napoleonic, expressive enough of a Grand-Napoleonic fact: better 
leave it on its own side of the Channel ; not wanted here I ” 

Nevertheless, unexpectedly, I have myself something to tell 
,you about English prestige. " In my young time,” said lately to 
me one of the wisest and faithfulest German Friends I ever had, 
a correct observer, and much a lover both of his own country and 
of mine, ‘‘In my boyhood” (that is, some fifty years ago, in 
Wurzburg country, and Central Germany), “when you were going 
“to a shop to purchase, wise people would advise you: ‘If you 
“ can find an English article of the sort wanted, buy that ; it will 
“be a few pence dearer; but it will prove itself a well-made, 
“faithful and skilful thing; a comfortable servant and friend to 
“ you for a long time ; better buy that.’ And now,” continued he, 
“ directly the reverse is the advice given : ‘ If you find an English 
“article, don’t buy that; that will be a few pence cheaper, but 
“ it will prove only a more cunningly devised mendacity than any 
“ of the others ; avoid that above alL’ Both were good advices ; 
“the former fifty years ago was a good advice; the latter is now,” 
Would to Heaven this were e^prmstigiihm or magical illusion only I — 
But to return to our Aristocracy by title. 
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Orsonism is not wlmt will Hnder our Aristocracy from still 
reigning, still, or much, farther than now, — to the very utmost 
limit of their capabilities and opportunities, in the new times that 
come. W are of portumties, — granting the capability to 

be (as I believe) very considerable if seriously exerted ? — This is a 
question of the highest interest just now. 

In their own Domains and land territories, it is evident each of 
them can still, for certain years and decades, be a complete king; 
and may, if he strenuously try, mould and manage everything, 
till both his people and his dominion correspond gradually to the 
ideal he has formed. Eefractory subjects he has the means of 
lanisJiing ; the relations between all classes, from the biggest 
farmer to the poorest orphan plonghboy, are under his control; 
nothing ugly or unjust or improper, but he could by degrees under- 
take steady war against, and manfully subdue or extirpate. Till 
all his Domain were, through every field and homestead of it, and 
were maintained in continuing and being, manlike, decorous, fit ; 
comely to the eye and to the soul of whoever wisely looked on it, 
or honestly lived in it. This is a beautiful ideal; which might be 
carried out on all sides to indefinite lengths, not in management 
of land only, but in thousandfold countenancing, protecting and 
encouraging of human worth, and ^discountenancing and sternly 
repressing the want of ditto, w^herever met with among surround- 
ing mankind. Till the whole surroundings of a nobleman were 
made noble like himself: and all men should recognise that here 
verily was a bit of kinghood ruling ' ■ by the Grace of God/' in 
difficult circumstances, but in vain. 

This were a way, if this were commonly adopted, of by degrees 
reinstating Aiistocracy in all the privileges, authorities, reverences 
and honours it ever had in its palmiest times, under any Kaiser 
Barbarossa, Henry Fowler {HeiwHck der Vogler), Henry Fine- 
Scholar {Bccm-clerc)^ or Wilhelmus Bastardus the Acquirer : this 
would be divine ; blessed is every individual that shall manfully, 
all his life, solitary or in fellowship, address himself to this ! But, 
alas, this is an ideal, and I have practically little faith in it. Dis- 
cerning well how few would seriously adopt this as a trade in life, 
I can only say, “ Blessed is every one that does ! " — Readers can 
observe that only zealous aspirants to le * noble' and worthy of 
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their title (who are not a niimeroiis class) could adopt this trade ; 
and that of these few, only the fewest, or the actually nolle, could 
to much effect do it when adopted. ' Management of one's land 
on this principle,' yes, in some degree this might be possible : but 
as to ' fostering merit ’ or human worth, the question would arise 
(as it did with a late Noble Loi'd still in wide enough esteem),^ 
“What is merit? The opinion one man entertains of another!" 
[Hear, hear I'l By this plan of diligence in promoting human 
worth, you would do little to redress our griefs; this plan would 
be a quenching of the fire by oil : a dreadful plan! In fact, this 
is what you may see everywhere going on just now; this is what 
has reduced us to the pass we are at !— To recognise merit, you 
must first yourself have it ; to recognise false merit, and crown it 
as true, because a long tail runs after it, is the saddest operation 
under the sun ; and it is one you have only to open your eyes and 
see every day. Alas, no : Ideals won't carry many people far. 
To have an Ideal generally done, it must be compelled by the 
vulgar appetite there is to do it, by indisputable advantage seen 
in doing it. 

And yet, in such an independent position ; acknowledged king 
of one's own territories, well withdrawn from the raging inanities 
of “ politics," leaving the loud rabble and their spokesmen to con- 
summate all that in their own sweet way, and make Anarchy 
again horrible, and Government or real Kingship the thing 
desirable, — one fancies there might be actual scope for a kingly 
soul to aim at unfolding itself, at imprinting itself in all manner 
of beneficent arrangements and improvements of things around it. 

Schools, for example, schooling and training of its young subjects 
in the way that they should go, and in the things that they should 
do : what a boundless outlook that of schools, and of improvement 
in school methods and school purposes, which in these ages lie 
hitherto all superannuated and to a frightful degree inapplicable I 
Our schools go all upon the meal hitherto; no clear aim in them 
but to teach the young creature how he is to speah, to utter himself 
by tongue and pen ; — which, supposing him even to have something 
to utter, as he so very rarely has, is by no means the thing he 
specially wants in our times. How he is to work, to behave and 
do ; that is the question for him, which he seeks the answer of in 
schools ; — in schools, having now so little chance of it elsewhere. 
In other times, many or most of his neighbours round him, his 
s Lord Palmerston, in debate on Givil-Service Examination Proposal. 
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superiors over him, if he looked well and could take example, and 
learn by what he saw, were in use to yield him very much of 
answer to this vitalest of questions : hut now they do not, or do it 
fatally the reverse way 1 Talent of speaking grows daily commoner 
among one’s neighbours; amounts already to a weariness and a 
nuisance, so barren is it of great benefit, and liable to be of great 
hurt : but the talent of right conduct, of wise and useful behaviour 
seems to grow rarer every day, and is nowhere taught in the 
streets and thoroughfares any more. Eight schools were never 
more desirable than now. Nor ever more unattainable, by public 
clamoring and jargoning, than now. Only the wise Euler (acknow- 
ledged king in his own territories), taking counsel with the wise, 
and earnestly pushing and endeavouring all his days, might do 
something in it. It is true, I suppose him to be capable of 
recognising and searching out ‘ the wise,’ who are apt not to he 
found on the high roads at present, or only to he transiently pass- 
ing there, with closed lips, swift step, and possibly a grimmish 
aspect of countenance, among the crowd of loquacious sMm-wise. 
To he capable of actually recognising and discerning these ; and 
that is no small postulate (how great a one I know well) : — in fact, 
unless our Noble by rank be a Noble by nature, little or no success 
is possible to us by him. 

But granting this great postulate, what a field in the Non-vocal 
School department, such as was not dreamt of before ! Non-vocal ; 
presided over by whatever of Pious Wisdom this King could 
eliminate from all corners of the impious world ; and could con- 
secrate with means and appliances for making the new generation, 
by degrees, less impious. Tragical to think of: Every new genera- 
tion is born to us direct out of Heaven ; white as purest writing- 
paper, white as snow ; — everything we please can be wuitten on 
it ; — and our pleasure and our negligence is. To begin blotching it, 
scrawling, smutching and smearing it, from the first day it sees the 
sun ; towards such a consummation of ugliness, dirt and blackness 
of darkness, as is too often visible. Woe on us; there is no woe 
like this, — if we were not sunk in stupefaction, and had still eyes 
to discern or souls to feel it 1 — Goethe has shadowed out a glorious 
far-glancing specimen of that Non-yocal, or very partially vocal 
kind of School. I myself remember to have seen an extremely 
small but highly useful and px’acticable little corner of one, 
actually on work at Glasnevin in Ireland about fifteen years ago ; 
and have often thought of it since. 
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IX. 

I always fancy there might much be done in the way of military 
Drill withal. Beyond all other schooling, and as supplement or 
even as succedaneum for all other, one often wishes the entire 
Population could be thoroughly drilled; into cooperative moye- 
ment, into individual behaviour, correct, precise, and at once 
habitual and orderly as mathematics, in all or in very many points, 
— and ultimately in the point of actual Military Service, should 
such be required of it 1 

That of commanding and obeying, were there nothing more, is 
it not the basis of all human culture ; ought not all to have it ; 
and how many ever do? I often say, The one Official Person, 
royal, sacerdotal, scholastic, governmental, of our times, who is 
still thoroughly a truth and a reality, and not in great part a 
hypothesis and worn-out humbug, proposing and attempting a 
duty which he fails to do, — is the Drill-Sergeant who is master of 
his work, and who will perform it. By Drill-Sergeant understand, 
not the man in three stripes alone ; understand him as meaning 
all such men, up to the Turenne, to the Friedrich of Prussia ; — he 
does his function, he is genuine; and from the highest to the 
lowest no one else does. Ask your poor King's Majesty, Gaptain- 
General of England, Defender of the Faith, and so much else ; ask 
your poor Bishop, sacred Overseer of souls; your poor Lawyer, 
sacred Dispenser of justice; your poor Doctor, ditto of health : 
they will ail answer, “Alas, no, worthy sir, we are all of us 
unfortunately fallen not a little, some of us altogether, into the 
imaginary or quasi-humbug condition, and cannot help ourselves; 
he alone of the three stripes, or of the gorget and baton, docs what 
he pretends to ! ” That is the melancholy fact ; well worth con- 
sidering at present — Nay, I often consider farther. If, in any 
Country, the Drill-Sergeant himself fall into the partly imaginaiy 
or humbug condition (as is my frightful apprehension of him here 
in England, on survey of him in his marvellous Crimean expedi- 
tions, marvellous Court-martial revelations, Newspaper contro- 
versies, and the like), what is to become of that Country and its 
thrice-miserable Drill-Sergeant ? Reformed Parliament, I hear, 
V has decided on a “thorough Army reform," as one of the first 
things. So that we shall at length have a perfect Army, field- 
worthy and correct in all points, thinks Reformed Parliament ? 
Alas, yes ; — and if the sky fall, we shall catch larks, too 1 — 
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But now, wliat is to liinder the acknowledged King in all corners 
of his territory, to introduce wisely a universal system of Drill, not 
military only, but human in all kinds ; so that no child or man 
born in his territory might miss the benefit of it, — which would be 
immense to man, woman and child ? I would begin with it, in 
mild, soft forms, so soon almost as my children were able to stand 
on their legs ; and I would never wholly remit it till they had done 
with the world and me. Poor Wilderspin knew something of this ; 
the great Goethe evidently knew a great deal ! This of outwardly 
combined and plainly consociated Discipline, in simultaneous 
movement and action, which may be practical, symbolical, artistic, 
mechanical in all degrees and modes, — is one of the noblest capabili- 
ties of man (most sadly undervalued hitherto) ; and one he takes 
the greatest pleasure in exercising and unfolding, not to mention 
at all the invaluable benefit it would afford him if unfolded. From 
correct marching in line, to rhythmic dancing in cotillon or minuet, 
— and to infinitely higher degrees (that of symholing in concert 
your first reverence,’^ for instance, supposing reverence and symbol 
of it to he both sincere !) — there is a natural charm in it ; the 
fulfilment of a deep-seated, universal desire, to all rhythmic social 
creatures! In man's heaven-born Docility, or power of being 
Educated, it is estimable as perhaps the deepest and richest 
element; or the next to that of music, of Sensibility to Song, to 
Harmony and Number, which some have reckoned the deepest of 
all. A richer mine than any in California for poor human creatures ; 
richer by what a multiple ; and hitherto as good as never opened, 
— worked only for the Fighting purpose. Assuredly I would not 
neglect the Fighting purpose; no, from sixteen to sixty, not a son 
of mine but should know the Soldier's function too, and be able to 
defend his native soil and self, in best perfection, when need came. 
But I should not begin with this ; I should carefully end with this, 
after careful travel in innumerable fruitful fields by the way leading 
to this. 

It is strange to me, stupid creatures of routine as we mostly are, 
how in all education of mankind, this of simultaneous Drilling into 
combined rhythmic action, for almost all good purposes, has been 
overlooked and left neglected by the elaborate and many-sounding 
Pedagogues and Professorial Persons we have had, for the long 
centuries past! It really should be set on foot a little; and 
developed gradually into the multiform opulent results it holds for 
us. As might well be done, by an acknowledged king in his own 
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territory, if lie were wise. To all children of men it is such an 
entertainment, when you set them to it. I believe the vulgarest 
Cockney crowd, flung out millionfold on a Whit-Monday, with 
nothing but beer and dull folly to depend on for amusement, would 
at once kindle into something human, if you set them to do almost 
any regulated act in common. And would dismiss their beer and 
dull foolery, in the silent charm of rhythmic human companionship, 
in the practical feeling, probably new, that all of us are made on 
one pattern, and are^ in an unfathomable way, brothers to one 
another. 

Soldier-Drill, for fighting purposes, as I have said, would be the 
last or finishing touch of all these sorts of Drilling ; and certainly 
the acknowledged king would reckon it not the least important 
to him, but even perhaps the most so, in these peculiar times. 
Anarchic Parliaments and Penny Newspapers might perhaps grow 
jealous of him ; in any case, he would have to be cautious, punc- 
tilious, severely correct, and obey to the letter whatever laws and 
regulations they emitted on the subject. But that done, how could 
the most anarchic Parliament, or Penny Editor, think of forbidding 
any fellow-citizen such a manifest improvement on all the human 
creatures round him ? Our wise hero Aristocrat, or acknowledged 
' king in his own territory, would by no means think of employing 
his superlative private Field-regiment in levy of war against the 
most anarchic Parliament ; but, on the contrary, might and would 
loyally help said Parliament in warring-down much anarchy worse 
than its own, and so gain steadily new favour from it. From it, 
and from all men and gods I And would have silently the con- 
sciousness, too, that with every new Disciplined Man he was 
widening the arena of Anti- Anoichj, of God-appointed Order in 
this world and Nation, — and was looking forward to a day, very 
distant probably, but certain as Fate. 

For I suppose it would in no moment be doubtful to him that, 
between Anarchy and Anti-ditto, it would have to come to sheer fight 
at last; and that nothing short of duel to the death could ever void 
that great quarrel And he would have his hopes, his assurances, 
as to how the victory would lie. For everywhere in this Universe, 
and in every Nation that is not divorced from it and in the act 
of perishing forever, Anti-Anarchy is silently on the increase, at 
all moments : Anarchy not, but contrariwise ; having the whole 
Universe forever set against it; pushing it slowly, at all moments,- 
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towards suicide and annihilation. To Anarchy, however million- 
headed, there is no victory possible. Patience, silence, diligence, 
ye chosen of the world I Slowly or fast, in the course of time, you 
will grow to a minority that can actually step forth (sword not yet 
drawn, but sword ready to be drawn), and say : Here are we, Sirs ; 
we also are now minded to wU , — to aU lengths, as you may per- 
ceive. A company of poor men (as friend Oliver termed us) who 
will spend all our blood, if needful What are Beales and his 
50,000 roughs against such ; what are the noisiest anarchic Parlia- 
ments, in majority of a million to one, against such ? Stubble 
against fire. Fear not, my friend ; the issue is very certain when 
it comes so far as this ! 

X. 

These are a kind of enterprises, hypothetical as yet, but possible 
evidently more or less, and, in all degrees of them, tending towards 
noble benefit to oneself and to all one’s fellow-creatures; which a 
man born noble by title and by nature, with ample territories and 
revenues, and a life to dispose of as he pleased, might go into, and 
win honour by, even in the England that now is. To my fancy, 
they are bright little potential breaks, and ^tj:)tumings, of that 
disastrous cloud which now overshadows his best capabilities and 
him ; — as every blackest cloud in this world has withal a * silver 
lining ; ’ and is, full surely, beshone by the Heavenly lights, if we 
can get to that other side of it I More of such fine possibilities I 
might add : that of Sanitary regulation,’’ for example ; To see the 
divinely-appointed laws and conditions of Health, at last, Immanly 
appointed as well ; year after year, more exactly ascertained, 
rendered valid, habitually practised, in one’s own Dominion ; and 
the old adjective ‘Healthy’ once more becoming synonymous with 
‘Holy,’ — what a conquest there! But I forbear; feeling well 
enough how visionary these things look ; and how aerial, high and 
spiritual they arc; little capable of seriously tempting, even for 
moments, any but the highest kinds of men. Few Noble Lords, I 
may believe, will think of taking this course ; indeed not many, as 
Noble Lords mow are, could do much good in it. Dilettantism will 
avail nothing in any of these enterprises ; the law of them is, grim 
labour, earnest and continual; certainty of many contradictions, 
disappointments ; a life, not of ease and pleasure, but of noble and 
sorrowful toil ; the reward of it far off, — fit only for heroes I 
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Mucli tlie readiest likelihood for our Aristocrat by title would be 
that of coalescing nobly with his two Brothers, the Aristocrats by 
nature, spoken of above. Both greatly need him; especially the 
Vocal or Teaching one, wandering now desolate enough, heard only 
as a Vox Clamantis e Beserto ; — ^though I suppose, it will be with 
the Silent or Industrial one, as with the easier of the two, that our 
Titular first comes into clear cooperation. This Practical hero. 
Aristocrat by nature, and standing face to face and hand to hand, 
all his days, in life-battle with Practical Chaos (with dirt, disorder, 
nomadism, disobedience, folly and confusion), slowly coercing it into 
Cosmos, will surely be the natural ally for any titular Aristocrat 
who is bent on being a real one as the business of his life. No 
other field of activity is half so promising as the united field which 
those two might occupy. By nature and position they are visibly 
a kind of Kings, actual British ‘ Peers' (or Vice-Kings, in absence 
and abeyance of any visible King); and might take manifold 
counsel together, hold manifold ‘Parliament' together (Vox e 
Beserto sitting there as ‘ Bench of Bishops/ possibly !)— and might 
mature and adjust innumerable things. Were there but Three 
Aristocrats of each sort in the whole of Britain, what beneficent 
unreported ^ Farlimnental — actual human consultations and earnest 
deliberations, responsible to no " Buncomle' disturbed by no Penny 
Editor, — on what the whole Nine were earnest to see done! By 
degrees, there would some beginnings of success and Cosmos be 
achieved upon this our unspeakable Chaos ; by degrees something 
of light, of prophetic twilight, would be shot across its unfathomable 
dark of horrors,— prophetic of victory, sure though far away. 

Penny-Newspaper Parliaments cannot legislate on anything; 
they know the real properties and qualities of no thing, and don't 
even try or want to know them, — know only what ‘ Buncomhe ' in 
its darkness thinks of them. No law upon a thing can be made, 
on such terms; nothing but a mock-law, which Nature silently 
abrogates, the instant your third reading is done. But men in 
contact with the fact, and earnestly questioning it, can at length 
ascertain what is the law of it, — what it will behove any Parliament 
(of the Penny-Newspaper sort or other) to enact upon it. Whole 
crops and harvests of authentic “Laws," now pressingly needed 
and not obtainable, upon our new British Industries, Interests and 
Social Belations, I could fancy to be got into a state of forwardness 
by small virtual ‘Parliaments' of this unreported kind, — into a 
real state of preparation for enactment by what actual Parliament 
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there was, itself so incompetent for legislating otherwise. These 
are fond dreams ? Well, let us hope not altogether. Most certain 
it is, an immense Body of Laws upon these new Industrial, Com- 
mercial, Eailway &c. Phenomena of ours are pressingly wanted; 
and none of mortals knows where to get them. For example, the 
Rivers and running Streams of England ; primordial elements of 
this our poor Birthland, face-features of it, created by Heaven 
itself: Is Industry free to tumble out whatever horror of refuse it 
may have arrived at into the nearest crystal brook ? Regardless 
of gods and men and little fishes. Is Free Industry free to convert 
all our rivers into Acherontic sewers; England generally into a 
roaring sooty smith’s forge ? Are we all doomed to eat dust, as 
the Old Serpent was, and to breathe solutions of soot? Can a 
Railway Company with “Promoters” manage, by feeing certain 
men in bombazeen, to burst through your bedroom in the night- 
watches, and miraculously set all your crockery jingling ? Is an 
Englishman s house still his castle ; and in what sense ? — Examples 
plenty! 

The Aristocracy, as a class, has as yet no thought of giving-up 
the game, or ceasing to be what in the language of flattery is called 
“Governing Class; ” nor should, till it have seen farther. In the 
better heads among them are doubtless grave misgivings; serious 
enough reflections rising,— perhaps not sorrowful altogether; for 
there must be questions wdthal, “ Was it so very blessed a function, 
then, that of 'Governing’ on the terms given?” But beyond 
doubt the vulgar Noble Lord intends fully to continue the game, — 
with doubly severe study of the new rules issued on it ; — and will 
still, for a good while yet, go as heretofore into Electioneering, 
Parliamentary Engineering ; and hope against hope to keep welter- 
ing atop by some method or other, and to make a fit existence for 
himself in that miserable old way. An existence filled with labour 
and anxiety, with disappointments and disgraces and futilities I 
can promise him, but with little or nothing else. Let us hope he 
will be wise to discern, and not continue the experiment too long 1 

He has lost his place in that element; nothing but services of a 
sordid and dishonourable nature, betrayal of his own Order, and of 
the noble interests of England, can gain him even momentary 
favour there. He cannot bridle the wild horse of a Plebs any 
longer : — for a generation past, he has not even tried to bridle it ; 
but has run panting and trotting meanly by the side of it, patting 
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its stupid neck; slavishly plunging with it into any Crimean” or 
other slough of black platitudes it might reel towards, — anxious he, 
only not to be kicked away, not just yet; oh, not yet for a little 
while! Is this an existence for a man of any honour; for a man 
ambitious of more honour ? I should say, not. And he still thinks 
to hang by the bridle, now when his Plebs is getting into the 
gallop ? Hanging by its bridle, through what steep brambly places 
(scratching out the very eyes of him, as is often enough observable), 
through what malodorous quagmires and ignominious pools will 
the wild horse drag him, — till he quit hold I Let him quit, in 
Heaven’s name. Better he should go yachting to Algeria, and 
shoot lions for an occupied existence : — or stay at home, and hunt 
rats ? Why not ? Is not, in strict truth, the Ratcatcher our 
one real British Nimrod now 1 — Game-preserving, Highland deer- 
stalking, and the like, will soon all have ceased in this over- 
crowded Country ; and I can see po other business for the vulgar 
Noble Lord, if he will continue vulgar ! — 
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LATTEE STAGE OE THE FEENCH-GERMAN WAR, 

1870-71. 

To the Editor of the 

Chelsea, 11 ISTov. 1870. 

Sir, — It is probably an amiable trait of human nature, this 
cheap pity and newspaper lamentation over fallen and afflicted 
France; but it seems to me a very idle, dangerous, and misguided 
feeling, as applied to the cession of Alsace and Lorraine by France 
to her German conquerors ; and argues, on the part of England, a 
most profound ignorance as to the mutual history of France and 
^ Germany, and the conduct of France towards that Country, for 
long centuries back. The question for the Germans, in this crisis, 
is not one of 'magnanimity,’ of 'heroic pity and forgiveness to a 
fallen foe,’ but of solid prudence, and practical consideration what 
the fallen foe will, in all likelihood, do when once on his feet again. 
Written on her memory, in a dismally instructive manner, Geimany 
has an experience of 400 years on this point; of which on the 
English memory, if it ever was recorded there, there is now little 
or no trace visible. 

Does any of us know, for instance, with the least precision, or in 
fact know at all, the reciprocal procedures, the mutual history as 
w^e call it, of Louis XI. and Kaiser Max ? Max, in his old age, 
put down, in chivalrous allegorical or emblematic style, a wonderful 
record of these things, The Weisse Konig (" White King,” as he 
called himself; "Eed King,” or perhaps "Black,” being Louis’s 
adumbrative title) ; adding many fine engravings by the best artist 
of his time : for the sake of these prints, here and there an English 
collector may possess a copy of the book ; but I doubt if any Eng- 
lishman has ever read it, or could, for want of other reading on the 
subject, understand any part of it* Old Louis’s quarrel with the 
Chief of Germany, at that time, was not unlike this last one of a 
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younger Louis : “You accursed Head of Germany, you have been 
prospering in the world lately, and I not ; have at you, then, with 
fire and sword T' But it ended more successfully for old Louis 
and his French than I hope the present quarrel will. The end, at 
that time, was, That opulent, noble Burgundy did not get re-united 
to her old Teutonic mother, but to France, her grasping step- 
mother, and remains French to this day. 

Max's grandson and successor, Charles V., was hardly luckier 
than Max in his road-companion aud contemporary French King, 
Francis I., not content with France for a kingdom, began by trying 
to be elected German Kaiser ,as well ; and never could completely 
digest his disappointment in that fine enterprise. He smoothed 
his young face, however ; swore eternal friendship with the young 
Charles who had beaten him ; and, a few months after, had egged- 
on the poor little Duke of Bouillon, the Eeich’s and Charles's 
vassal, to refuse homage in that quarter, and was in hot war with 
Charles. The rest of bis earthly existence was a perpetual haggle 
of broken treaties, and ever-recurring war and injury with Charles 
Y, ; — a series, withal, of intrusive interferences with Germany, and 
every German trouble that arose, to the worsening and widening 
of them all, not to the closing or healing of any one of them, A 
terrible journey these Two had together, and a terrible time they 
made out for Germany between them, and for France too, though 
not by any means in a like degree. The exact deserts of his Most 
Christian Majesty Francis I. in covenanting with Sultan Soliman, 
— that is to say, in letting loose the then quasi-infernal roaring-lion 
of a Turk (then in the height of his sanguinary fury and fanaticism, 
not sunk to cajpnt morUmm and a torpid nuisance as now) upon 
Christendom and the German Empire, I do not pretend to estimate. 
It seems to me, no modern imagination can conceive this atrocity 
of the Most Christian King; or how it harassed, and haunted with 
incessant terror, the Christian nations for the two centuries ensuing. 

Kichelieu's trade, again, was twofold : first, what everybody must 
acknowledge was a great and legitimate one, that of coercing and 
drilling into obedience to their own Sovereign the vassals of the 
Crown of France; and secondly, that of plundering, weakening, 
thwarting, and in all ways tormenting the German Empire. “He 
protected Protestantism there ?" Yes, and steadily persecuted his 
own Huguenots, bombarded his own Rochelle ; and in Germany kept 
up a Thirty-Years War, cherishing diligently the last embers of it till 
Germany were burnt to utter ruin; no nation ever nearer absolute 
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ruin thain unhappy Germany then was. An unblessed Eichelieu 
for Germany; nor a blessed for France either, if we look to the 
ulterior issues, and distinguish the solid from the specious in the 
fortune of Nations. No French ruler, not even Napoleon I., was a 
feller or cruder enemy to Germany, nor half so pernicious to it (to 
its very soul as well as to its body) : and Germany had done him no 
injury that I know of, except that of existing beside him. 

Of Louis XIV/s four grand plunderings and incendiarisms of 
Europe, — for no real reason but his own ambition, and desire to 
snatch his neighbour’s goods,— of all this we of this age have now, 
if any, an altogether faint and placid remembrance, and our feelings 
on it differ greatly from those that animated our poor forefathers 
in the time of William III. and Queen Anne. Of Belleisle and 
Louis XV/s fine scheme to cut Germany into four little kingdoms, 
and have them dance and fence to the piping of Versailles, I do 
not speak ; for to France herself this latter fine scheme brought its 
own reward : loss of America, loss of India, disgrace and discomfiture 
in all quarters of the world,~advent, in fine, of The French Ee vo- 
lution; embarkation on the shoreless chaos on which ill-fated 
France still drifts and tumbles 

The Ee volution and Napoleon I., and their treatment of Ger- 
many, are still in the memory of men and newspapers ; but that 
was not by any means, as idle men and newspapers seem to think, 
the first of Germany’s sufferings from France; it was the. last of a 
very long series of such , — the last b%t let us rather say; and 
hope that this now going on as ‘‘ Siege of Paris,” as wide-spread 
empire of bloodshed, anarchy, delirium, and mendacity, the fruit of 
France’s latest ^^marche a Berlin'' may be the last! No nation 
ever had so bad a neighbour as Germany has had in France for the 
last 400 years; bad in all manner of ways; insolent, rapacious, 
insatiable, unappeasable, continually aggressive. 

And now, furthermore, in all History there is no insolent, unjust 
neighbour that ever got so complete, instantaneous, and igno- 
minious a smashing-down as France has now got from Germany 
Germany, after 400 years of ill-usage, and generally of ill-fortune, 
from that neighbour, has had at last the great happiness to see its 
enemy fairly down in this manner : — and Germany, I do clearly 
believe, would be a foolish nation not to think of raising up some 
secure boundary- fence between herself and such a neighbour, now 
that she has the chance. 
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There is no law of Nature that I know of, no Heaven's Act of 
Parliament, whereby France, alone of terrestrial beings, shall not 
restore any portion of her plundered goods when the owners they 
were wrenched from have an opportunity upon them. To nobody, 
except to France herself for the moment, can it be credible that 
there is such a law of Nature. Alsace and Lorraine were not got, 
either of them, in so divine a manner as to render that a pro- 
bability. The cunning of Eichelieu, the grandiose long-sword of 
Louis XIV., these are the only titles of France to those German 
countries. Richelieu screwed them loose (and, by happy accident, 
there was a Turenne, as General, got screwed along with them ; — 
Turenne, I think, was mainly German by blood and temper, had 
not Francis I. egged-on his ancestor, the little Duke of Bouillon, 
in the way we saw, and gradually onade him French); Louis le 
Grand, with his Turenne as supreme of modern Generals, managed 
the rest of the operation, — except indeed, I should say, the burning 
of the Palatinate, from Heidelberg Palace steadily downwards, into 
black ruin; which Turenne would not do sufficiently, and which 
Louis had to get done by another. There was also a good deal of 
extortionate law-practice, what we may fairly call violently-sharp 
attorneyisrn, put in use. The great Louis's “ Ghamlres de Riunion^' 
Metz Chamber, Brissac Chamber, .were once of high infamy, and 
much complained of here in England, and everywhere else beyond 
the Rhine. The Grand Louis, except by sublime gesture, ironically 
polite, made no answer. He styled himself, on his very coins {4m 
of 1687, say the Medallists), Excelsus super omnes gentes 
Dominus ; but it is certain, attorneyisrn of the worst sort was one 
of his instruments in this conquest of Alsace. Nay, as to Stras- 
burg, it was not even attorneyism, much less a long-sword, that 
did the feat ; it was a housebreaker’s jemmy on the part of the 
Grand Monargne. Strasburg was got in time of profound peace by 
bribing of the magistrates to do treason, on his part, and admit 
his garrison one night. 

Nor as to Metz la Pucelle, nor any of these Three Bishoprics, 
was it force of war that brought them over to France ; rather it 
was force of fraudulent pawnbroking. King Henri II (year 1552) 
got these places, — Protestants applying to him in their extreme 
need, — as we may say, in the way of pledge. Henri entered there 
with banners spread and drums beating, ‘"solely in defence of 
German liberlj^, as God shall witness ; " did nothing for Protestant- 
ism or German liberty (German liberty managing rapidly to help 


FEENCH-GERMAK WAR, 1870-71. 


C35 


itself in tliis instance) ; and then, like a brazen-faced unjust pawn- 
broker, refused to give the places back, — ''had ancient rights over 
them/' extremely indubitable to him, and could not give them 
back. And never yet, by any pressure or persuasion, would. The 
great Charles V., Protestantism itself now supporting, endeavoured, 
with his utmost energy and to the very cracking of his heart, to 
compel him, but could not. The present Hohenzollern King, a 
modest and pacific man in comparison, could and has. I believe 
it to be perfectly just, rational and wise that Germany should take 
these countries home with her from her unexampled campaign; 
and, by well fortifying her own old Wasgau (" Vosges "), Hundsriick 
(])og's-back), Three Bishoprics, and other military strengths, secure 
herself in time coming against French visits. 

The French complain dreadfully of threatened " loss of honour; '' 
and lamentable bystanders plead earnestly, Don't dishonour 
France; leave poor France's honour bright/' But will it save the 
honmr of France to refuse paying for the glass she has voluntarily 
broken in her neighbour’s windows ? The attack upon the win- 
dows was her dishonour. Signally disgraceful to any nation was 
her late assault on Germany ; equally signal has been the ignominy 
of its execution on the part of France. The honour of France can 
be saved only by the deep repentance of France; and by the 
serious determination never to do so again, — to do the reverse of so 
forever henceforth. In that way may the honour of France again 
gradually brighten to the height of its old splendour, — far beyond 
the First Napoleonic, much more the Third, or any recent sort, — 
and offer again to our voluntary love and grateful estimation all 
the fine and graceful qualities Nature has implanted in the French. 

For the present, I must say, France looks more and more 
delirious, miserable, blamable, pitiable and even contemptible. 
She refuses to see the facts that are lying palpable before her face, 
and the penalties she has brought upon herself. A France 
scattered into anarchic ruin, without recognisable head; head, or 
chief, indistinguishable from feet, ox rabble; Ministers flying up in 
balloons ballasted with nothing but outrageous public lies, pro- 
clamations of victories that were creatures of the fancy ; a Govern- 
ment subsisting altogether on mendacity, willing that horrid 
bloodshed should continue and increase rather than that they, 
beautiful Eepublican creatures, should cease to have the guidance 
of it: I know not when or where there was seen a nation so 
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covering itself witli ^^'ishonour. If, among tHs multitude of 
sympathetic bystanders, France have any true friend, his advice to 
France would be, To abandon all that, and never to resume it 
more. France really ought to know that ‘ refuges of lies ’ were long 
ago discovered to lea-d down only to the Gates of Death Eternal, 
and to be forbidden to all creatures ! — That the one hope for 
France is to recognise the facts which have come to her, and that 
they came withal by invitation of her own : how she, — a mass of 
gilded, proudly varnished anarchy,— has wilfully insulted and 
defied to mortal duel a neighbour not anarchic, but still in a 
quietly-human, sober and governed state ; and has prospered 
accordingly. Prospered as an array of sanguinary mountebanks 
mrmB a Macedonian phalanx must needs do; — and now lies smitten 
down into hideous wreck and impotence; testifying to gods and 
men what extent of rottenness, anarchy and hidden vileness lay in 
her. That the inexorable fact is, she has left herself without 
resource or power of resisting the victorious Germans; and that 
her wisdom will be to take that fact into her astonished mind ; to 
know that, howsoever hateful, said fact is inexorable, and will have 
to be complied with, — ^the BomcT at the cheaper rate. It is a hard 
lesson to vainglorious France; but France, we hope, has still in 
it veracity and probity enough to accept fact as an evidently- 
adamantine entity, which will not brook resistance without penalty, 
and is unalterable by the very gods. 

But indeed the quantity of conscious mendacity that France, 
official and other, has perpetrated latterly, especially since July 
last, is something wonderful and fearful. And, alas, perhaps even 
that is small compared to the self-delusion and " '^i?^conscious 
mendacity’ long prevalent among the French; which is of still 
feller and more poisonous quality, though unrecognised for poison. 
To me, at times, the mournfulest symptom in France is the figure 
its “ men of genius,” its highest literary speakers, who should be 
prophets and seers to it, make at present, and indeed for a genera- 
tion back have been making. It is evidently their belief that new 
celestial wisdom is radiating out of France upon all the other over- 
shadowed nations; that France is the new Mount Zion of the 
Universe ; and that all this sad, sordid, semi-delirious atid, in good 
part, infernal stuff which French Literature has been preaching to 
us for the last fifty years, is a veritable new Gospel out of Heaven, 
pregnant with blessedness for all the sons of men. Alas, one does 
understand that France made her Great Revolution; uttered her 
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tremendous doom’s-voice against a world of human shams, pro- 
claiming, as with the great Last Trumpet, that shams should be 
no more. I often call that a celestial-infernal phenomenon, — the 
most memorable in our world for a thousand years; on the whole, 
a transcendent revolt against the Devil and his works (since shams 
are cdl and sundry of the Devil, and poisonous and unendurable to 
man). For that we all infinitely love and honour France. And 
truly all nations are now busy enough copying France in regard 
to that ! From side to side of the civilised world there is, in 
a manner, nothing noticeable but the whole world in deep and 
dismally-chaotic Insurrection against Shams, determination to have 
done with shams, coiXte g%Cil coMe, Indispensable that battle, 
however ugly. Well done, we may say to all that; for it is the 
preliminary to everything: — but, alas, all that is not yet victory; 
it is but half the battle, and the much easier half. The infinitely 
harder half, which is the equally or the still more indispensable, is 
that of achieving, instead of the abolished shams which were of 
the Devil, the practicable realities which should be veritable and 
of God. The first half of. the battle, I rejoice to see, is now safe, 
can now never cease except in victory ; but the farther stage of it, 
I also see, must be under better presidency than that of France, or 
it will forever prove impossible. The German race, not the Gaelic, 
« are now to be protagonist in that immense world-drama ; and from 
them I expect better issues. Worse we cannot well have. France 
with a dead-lift effort, now of eighty-one years, has accomplished 
under this head, for herself or for the world, Nothing, or even less, 
— in strict arithmetic, zero with mimi-s quantities. Her prophets 
prophesy a vain thing; her people rove about in dai'kness, and 
have wandered far astray. 

Such prophets and such a people; — who, in the way of deception 
and self-deception, have carried it far! ‘Given up to strong 
delusion,' as the Scripture says ; till, at last, the lie seems to them 
the very truth. And now, in their strangling crisis and extreme 
need, they appear to have no resource but self-deception still, and 
quasi-heroic gasconade. They do believe it to be heroic. They 
believe that they are the “ Christ of Nations ; " an innocent god- 
like people^ suffering for the sins of all nations, with an eye to 
redeem us all : — let us hope that this of the “ Christ of Nations " 
is the non fhis nUrct of the thing. I wish they would inquire 
whether there might not be Cartouche of Nations, fully as likely 
as a Christ of Nations in our tiine ! Cartouche had many gallant 
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qualities ; was much admired, and much pitied in his sufferings ; 
and had many fine ladies begging locks of his hair, while the 
inexorable, indispensable gibbet was preparing. But in the end 
■ there was no salvation for Cartouche. Better he should obey the 
heavy-handed Teutsch police-officer, who has him by the wind- 
pipe in such frightful manner ; give up part of his stolen goods; 
altogether cease to be a Cartouche, and try to become again a 
Chevalier Bayard under improved conditions, and a blessing and 
beautiful benefit to all his neighbours, — instead of too much the 
reverse, as now ! Clear it is, at any rate, singular as it may seem 
to France, all Europe does mt come to the rescue, in gratitude 
for the heavenly ‘'illumination"’ it is getting from France: nor 
could all Europe, if it did, at this moment prevent that awful 
Chancellor from having his own way. Metz and the boundary- 
fence, I reckon, will be dreadfully hard to get out of that 
Chancellor’s hands again. 

A hundred years ago there was in England the liveliest desire, 
and at one time an actual effort and hope, to recover Alsace and 
Lorraine from the French. Lord Carteret, called afterwards Lord 
Granville (no ancestor, in any sense, of his now Honourable 
synonym), thought by some to be, with the one exception of Lord 
Chatham, the wisest Foreign Secretary we ever had, and especially 
the ' one Secretary that ever spoke German or understood German 
matters at all," had set his heart on this very object; and had fair 
prospects of achieving it, — had not our poor dear Duke of New- 
castle suddenly peddled him out of it; and even out of office 
altogether, into sullen disgust (and too much of wine withal, says 
Walpole), and into total oblivion by his Nation, which, except 
Chatham, has none such to remember. That Bismarck, and 
Germany along with him, should now at this propitious juncture 
make a like demand is no surprise to me. After such provocation, 
and after such a victory, the resolution does seem rational, just 
and even modest. And considering all that has occurred since 
that memorable cataclysm at Sedan, I could reckon it creditable 
to the sense and moderation of Count Bismarck that he stands 
steadily by this; demanding nothing more, resolute to take 
nothing less, and advancing with a slow calmness towards it by 
the eligiblest roads. The “Siege of Paris,"" which looks like the 
hugest and most hideous farce-tragedy ever played under this 
sun, Bismarck evidently hopes will never need to come to utter- 
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most bombardment, to million-fold death by hunger, or the kind- 
ling of Paris and its carpentries and asphalt streets by shells and 
red-hot balls into a sea of fii’e. Diligent, day by day, seem those 
Prussians, never resting nor too much hasting; well knowing 
the proverb, ‘Slow fire makes sweet malt/ I believe Bismarck 
will get his Alsace and what he wants of Lorraine ; and likewise 
that it will do him, and us, and all the world, and even France 
itself by and by, a great deal of good. Anarchic France gets her 
first stern lesson there, — -a tenibly drastic dose of physic to sick 
France! — and well will it be for her if she can learn her lesson 
honestly. If she cannot, she will get another, and ever another; 
learnt the lesson must be. 

Considerable misconception as to Herr von Bismarck is still 
prevalent in England. The English newspapers, nearly all of 
them, seem to me to be only getting towards a true knowledge 
of Bismarck, but not yet got to it. The standing likeness, cir- 
culating everywhere ten years ago, of demented Bismarck and 
his ditto King to Strafford and Charles I. mrsiis our Long Parlia- 
ment {cts like as Macedon to Monmouth, and not liker) has now 
vanished from the earth, no whisper of it ever to be heard more. 
That pathetic Niobe of Denmark, reft violently of her children 
(which were stolen children, and were dreadfully ill-nursed by 
Niobe Denmark), is also nearly gone; and will go altogether so 
soon as knowledge of the matter is had. Bismarck, as I read him, 
is not a person of “ Napoleonic ” ideas, but of ideas quite superior 
to Napoleonic; shows no invincible “lust of territory,” nor is 
tormented with “vulgar ambition,” &c. ; but has aims very far 
beyond that sphere ; and in fact seems to me to be striving with 
strong faculty, by patient, grand and successful steps, towards an 
object beneficial to Germans and to all other men. That noble, 
patient, deep, pious and solid Germany should be at length welded 
into a Nation, and become Queen of the Continent, instead of 
vapouring, vainglorious, gesticulating, quarrelsome, restless and 
over-sensitive France, seems to me the hopefulest public fact that 
has occurred in my time. 

I remain, Sir, yours truly, 

T. Carlyle. 
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THE DIAMOND NECKLACE. 

Chap. L The Age of Romance^ 

The Age of Romance can never cease : all Life romantic, and even miracn- 
loiis, (p. 3.) — How few men Lave tLe smallest turn for thinking / ^ Dignity^ 
and deadness of History : Stifling influence of Respectability. ISTo age ever 
seemed romantic to itself. Perennial Romance : The lordliest Real-Phantas- 
magoria, which men name Being, What fiction can be so wonderful as the 
thing that The Romance of the Diamond WecHace no foolish brain web, 
but actually ‘spirit- woven’ in the Loom of Time. (5.) 

Chap, II. Tke Necklace is made. 

Last infirmity of M. Boehmer’s mind : The King’s Jeweller would fain be 
maker of the Queen of J ewels. Difference between making and agglomerating ; 
The various Histories of those several Diamonds : What few things are made 
by man. A Necklace fit only for the Sultana of the World, (p. 9.) 

Gha^*. hi. The NeeJclace cannot be sold. 

Miscalculating Boehmer ! The Necklace intended for the neck of Du Barry ; 
but her foul day is now over. Many praises, but no purchaser. Loveliest 
Marie- Antoinette, every inch a Queen. The Age of Chivalry gone, and that of 
Bankruptcy is come. (p. 14.) 

Chap. IV. Affinities : The Two Flxed-ideas, 

A man’s little Work lies not isolated, stranded; but is caught-up by the 
boundless Whirl of Things, and carried— who shall say whither 1 Prince Louis 
cle Rohan ; a nameless Mass of delirious Incoherences, held-in a little by con- 
ventional politesse. These are thy gods, 0 France ! Sleek Abbe Georgel, a 
model Jesuit, and Prince de Rohan’s nursing-mother. Embassy to Vienna: 
Disfavour of Maria Theresa and of the fair Antoinette, (p. 16.) — Hideous 
death of King Louis the Well-beloved. Rohan returns from Vienna ; and the 
young Queen refuses to see him. Teetotum-terrors of life at Court. His 
Eminence’s blank despair, and desperate struggle to clutch the favour he has 
lost. Give the wisest of us a ‘ fixed-idea,’ and what can his wisdom help him I 
(21.) — Will not her Majesty buy poor Boehiper’s Necklace? and oh, will she 
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not smile once more on poor clissolnte, distracted Rolian? Tlie beantifiil 
clear-liearted Queen, alas, beset by two Monomaniacs; wliose ^fixed-ideas’ 
may one day meet, (25.) 

Chap. Y. The Artist 

Jeanne de Saint-Remi, a brisk little nondescript Scion of Royalty ; ber 
parentage and hungry prospects. Her singularly undecipherable, character. 
Conscience not essential to every character named human. A Spark of 
vehement Life, not developed intd Will of any kind, only into Desires of 
many kinds : Glibness, shiftiness and untainability. , (p. 26.) — Kitten-like, 
not yet hardened into cat-hood. Marries M. de Lamotte, and dubs him Count, 
Hard shifts for a living. Yisits his Eminence Prince Louis de Rohan; his 
monomaniac folly now under Cagliostro’s management. The glance of hungry 
genius. (29.) 

Chap. YI. Will the Two Fixed-ideas unite? 

The poor Countess de Lamotte’s watergruel rations ; and desperate tackings 
and manoeuvrings within wind of Court. Eminence Rohan arrives thither- 
ward, driven by his fixed-idea. Idle gossiping and tattling concerning Boehmer 
and his Necklace. In some moment of inspiration, a question rises on our 
brave Lamotte : If not a great Divine Idea, then a great Diabolic one. How 
Thought rules the world 1 (p. 32.) — A Female Dramatist worth thinking of. 
Could Madame de Lamotte have written a Hamlet ? Poor Eminence Rohan 
in a Prospero’s-grotto of Cagliostro m^ic ; led on by our sprightly Countess’s 
soft-warbling deceitful blandishments. (34.) 

Chap. YIL Marie-Antoinette, 

The Countess plays upon the credulity of his Eminence : Strange messages 
for and from the innocent, unconscious Queen. Frankhearted Marie- 
Antoinette ; beautiful Highborn, so foully hurled low I The ‘ Sanctuary of 
Sorrow’ for all the wretched : That wild-yelling World, and ail its madness, 
will one day lie dumb behind thee ! (p. 36.) 

Chap. YIII. The Two Fixed-ideas will unite. 

Farther dexterities of the glib-tongued Lamotte : How she managed with 
Cagliostro. Boehmer is made to hear (by accident) of her new-found favour 
with the Queen ; and believes it. Drowning men catch at straws, and hungry 
blacklegs stick at nothing, (p. 39.) — Can her Majesty be persuaded to buy 
the Necklace? Will her Majesty deign to accept a x^resent so worthy of 
her ?-“Walk warily, Countess de Lamotte, with nerve of iron, but on shoes 
of felt I (42.) 

Chap. IX, Farh of Versailles. 

Ineffable expectancy stirs-up his Eminence’s soul : ^ This night the Queen 
herself will meet thee I’ Sleep rules this Hemisphere of the World; — 


SUMMAET. 


645 


rather ciirions to consider. Darkness and magical delusions ; The Countesses 
successful dramaturgy. Ixion de Bohan, and the foul Centaurs lie begat. 
(p.43.) 

Chap. X. Behind the Beenes, 

The Lamotte all-conquering talent for intrigue. The Demoiselle d’Oliva j 
unfortunate Queen’s Similitude, and unconscious tool of skilful knavery. 
(p.47.) 

Chap. XI. The NecMaee is sold, 

A pause : The two Fixed-ideas have felt each other, and are rapidly coal- 
escing. His Eminence will buy the Necklace on her Majesty’s account. 
0 Dame de Lamotte! — ‘I? Who saw me in itV (p. 50.) — Bohan and 
Boehmer in earnest business conference : A forged Boyal approval ; Secrecy 
as of Death. (52.) 

Chap. XII. The Necklace vanishes. 

The bargain concluded; his Eminence the proud possessor of the Diamond 
Necklace. Again the scene changes ; and he has forwarded it— whither he 
little dreams, (p. 54.) 

Chap. XIII. Beene Third : by Dame de Lamotte, 

Cagliostro, with his greasy prophetic bulldog face. Countess de Lamotte 
and his Eminence in the Versailles Gallery. Through that long Gallery, what 
Figures have passed, and vanished I The Queen now passes ; and graciously 
looks this way, according to her habit : Dame de Lamotte looks on, and 
dextrously pilfers the royal glances. Eminence de Bohan’s helpless, bottom- 
less, beatific folly, (p. 56.) 

Chap. XIV* The NecJdace cannot be paid. 

The Countess’s Dramaturgic labours terminate. How strangely in life the 
Play goes on, even when the Mover has left it I No Act of man can ever die. 
His Eminence finds himself no nearer his expected goal : Unspeakable perturb- 
ations of soul and body, (p, 59.) — Blacklegs in full ^feather ; Bascaldom has 
no strong-box. Dame de Lamotte gaily stands the brunt of the threatening 
Earthquake : The farthest in the world from a brave woman. (61.) — Gloomy 
weather-symptoms for his Eminence: A thunder-clap (per Countess de 
Lamotte) ; and mud-explosion beyond parallel, (63.) 

Chap, XV, Beene JFourth : by Destiny, 

Assumption-day at Versailles ; — a thing they call worshipping God to enact ; 
All Noble France waiting only the signal to begin worshipping. Eminence 
de Bohan chief-actor in the imposing scene. Arrestment in the King’s name : 
There will be no Assumption-service this day. The Bastille opens its iron 
bosom to all the actors in the Diamond-drama, (p. 64.) 
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Chaip. XYI. Missaest, 

The extraordinary ‘ IsTecklace Trial,’ an astonishment and scandal to the 
whole %Yorld. Prophetic Disconrse by Count Arch -Quack Cagliostro : — 
Universal Empire of Scoundrelism : Truth wedded to Sham gives birth to 
Bespectability. The old Christian whim, of some sacred covenant with an 
actual, living and ruling God. Scoundrel Worship and Philosophy: Deep 
significance of the Gallows. Hideous fate of Dame de Lamotte. Unfortunate 
foully-slandered Queen : Her eyes red with their first tears of pure bitterness. 
The Empire of Imposture in fiames.---This strange, many -tinted Business, like 
a little cloud from which wise men boded Earthquakes, (p. 66.) 


MIBABEAU. 

The Life of an Original Man the highest fact our world witnesses : Such a 
Man a problem, not only to others, but to himself. Woe to him who has no 
court of appeal against the world’s judgment I (p. 79.) — In such matter the 
world cannot be right, till after it has learnt the lesson the Hew Man brings. 
The world’s wealth and creative strength consists solely in its Original Men, 
and what they do for it. Before we can have Morality and critical canons, 
we must have Heroes and their heroic performances. (80.)-— He were a 
sanguine seeker who should look to the French Bevolution for creators or 
exemplars of morality. A greater wmrk never done in the world’s history by 
men so small. Effervescence and heroic desperation : Mahomet Bobespierre’s 
scraggiest of prophetic discourses : Exaggerated commonplace, and triviality 
run rabid. A vain, cramped, atrabiliar Formula of a man, for nearly two 
years Autocrat of France. (82.)— And yet the French Bevolution did disclose 
three original men. Napoleon Bonaparte in a fair way of being rightly appre- 
ciated: his gospel, ‘The tools to him that can handle them,’ our ultimate 
Political Evangel. Trimmers, moderates, plausible persons ; hateful to God 
and to the Enemies of God. If Bonaparte were the ‘ armed Soldier of Demo- 
cracy,’ then was Danton the JSrfant JPerdti md imenlisted Titan of Democracy : 
An Earthborn, yet honestly born of Earth : Wild, all-daring ‘ Mirabeau of the 
Sansculottes What to him were whole shoals of immaculate Pharisees and 
Bespectabilities ? ‘ Let my name be blighted, then j so the Cause be glorious, 
and have victory I ’ Once cleared, why should not this name too have signifi- 
cance for men? (84.) — Mirabeau, by far the best-gifted of this questionable 
trio : Of him too it is interesting to notice tlie progressive dawning, out of 
darkness into light. Difference between an Original Man and a Parliamentary 
Mill. Insufficiency of Mirabeau’s Biographers. Dumont’s Souvenirs stir 
Mirabeau, not without faithfulness and picturesque clearness ; the great Mira- 
beau being a thing set in motion mainly by him I Lucas Montigny’s bio- 
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grapMcal work, a monstrous lieap of sliot-rubbisli, containing and biding mncb 
valuable matter. By one means and another some sketch of Mirabeaii himself 
may be brought to light. (86.) — His Father a crabbed, sulphurous, choleric 
old — Friend of Men. The Mirabeaus cast-out of Florence at the time Dante 
was a boy : A notable kindred ; as the kindred and fathers of most notable 
men are. A family totally exempt from blockheads, but a little liable to 
blackguards. One of them vowed to chain two mountains together ; and did 
it. They get firm footing in Marseilles as trading nobles : Talent for choosing 
Wives. Uncouth courtiersMp at Versailles (Eil-de-Boeuf. Jean Antoine, 
afterwards named Silverstock : Haughtier,, juster, more choleric man need not 
be sought for. Battle of Casano: The Mirabeau family narrowly escapes 
extinction. World- wide influence of the veriest trifles : Inscrutability of 
genetic history, (91.)— In the whole kindred, no stranger figure than the 
‘Friend of Men,’ Mirabeau’ s father: Strong, tough as an oak-root, and as 
gnarled and unwedgeable. Eeally a most notable, questionable, hateable, 
lovable old Marquis. A Pedant, but under most interesting new circumstances* 
Mobility in France based no longer on heroic nobleness of conduct and effort | 
but on sycophancy, formality, adroitness ; How shall the proudest of the 
Mirabeaus fall prostrate before a Pompadour? Literary powers, characteristics 
and shortcomings : Not through the press is there any progress towards 
premiership. The world a mad imbroglio, which no Friend of Men can set 
right. Domestic rebellions and tribulations : Lawsuits between man and wife : 
Fifty-four Lettres de Cachet, iov the use of a single Marquis. Blessed old 
Marquis, or else accursed; there is stuff in thee; and stuff is stuff, were it 
never so crabbed ! His Brother, Bailli de Mirabeau, and their frank brotherly 
love. (98.) — Gabriel Honore Mirabeau, born 9th March 1749 ; A very 
Hercules; as if in this man-child Destiny had swept together all the wild- 
nesses and strengths of his lineage. Mirabeau, Goethe, Burns: Could the 
well-born of the world he always rightly bred, and rightly welcomed, what a 
world it might be! Mirabeau’s rough, vehement, genial childhood; His 
father’s pedantic interference : No lion’s-whelp or young Mirabeau will go 
like clockwork. What a task the poor paternal Marquis had : His troubled 
notions about his own offspring. Young Mirabeau sent to boarding-school in 
disgrace : Gains the goodwill of all who come near him. Sent to the Army : 
The people of Saintes grew to like him amazingly : Quarrels with his Colonel : 
Archer’s daughter, and the tongue of the Old Serpent: Lettre de Cachet and 
the Isle of Bh4. Happily there is fighting in Corsica, and young Mirabeau 
gets leave to join it. His good uncle pronounces him the best fellow on earth 
if well dealt with. Restored to his father’s favour. Visits Paris, and gains 
golden opinions. His father’s notable criticisms : In the name of all the gods, 
what prodigy is this I have hatched ? A Swallower of all Formulas : And 
has not France formulas enough to swallow, and make away with? (104.) — 
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Neither in the rural M'an-of-business department is he found wanting. Demon 
of the Impossible. Letter to his Uncle, Unfortunate Marriage: A young 
Alexander, with a very poor outlook. Tries to make a fitting home for his 
young Wife. Jew-debts, and another Zetire de Cachet In Manosqne too a 
man can live and read, can write an Essay on Despotism. Fresh entangle- 
ments : His Wife’s theoretic flirtations : His generous efforts to make the 
twisted straight. A sudden quarrel beyond the limits of the royal Letter: 
Grim confinement in the Castle of If, at the grim old Marquis’s order. 0 
thou poor Mirabeau, thou art getting really into war with Formulas, — terriblest 
of all wars ! A stolen visit from his Brother, the Younger Mirabeau, The 
old Marquis’s ear deaf as that of Destiny, Poor Mirabeau ; and poor shallow- 
hearted Wife : The ill-assorted pair will never meet again. (115.)— Mirabeau 
allowed to walk in Pontarlier oii parole. Old President Monnier, aged seventy- 
five ; and his lovely sad-heroic young Wife. Mirabeau feels their danger, and 
implores his own wife to come to him : She declines the invitation. Tempt- 
ation and jealous entanglements : An explosion : Sophie Monnier, sharply dealt 
with, avows and justifies her love for Mirabeau, Zettres de Cachet and Convent- 
walla: They both fly. The tough old Marquis gives chase: They reach 
Holland, broken in character, though not yet in heart. Who might be the 
first and greatest sinner in this had business 1 Dear brethren of Mankind, 
^ endeavour to clear your minds of Cant 1 ’ Mirabeau cited before the Farle- 
'iMnt of Besan 9 on, and beheaded in Paper Effigy. Garret-life in Holland : 
The wild man and beautiful sad-heroic woman lived their romance of reality 
as well as might he expected. After eight montlis of hard toils and trembling 
joys begirt with terror, they are discovered and brought back. Mirabeau fast- 
locked in the Castle of Yincennes for forty-two months ; His wretched Sophie 
in some milder Convent confinement : Their Correspondence. A last, untoward 
meeting : Poor Sophie’s melancholy end. Mirabeau, again at liberty, storms 
before the Besan 9 on Farlement ; and the Paper Effigy has its head stuck on 
again.. The tough old Marquis summons his children about him, and frankly 
declares himself invalided: They must now strive to govern themselves! 
Mirabeau’s Demosthenic fire and pathos : But he cannot get his wife’s property. 
(123.) — Mirabeau’s life for the next five years creeps troublous, obscure : The 
world’s esteem, its codes and formulas, gone quite against him. In spite of 
the world, a living strong man, who will not tumble prostrate. His wandering, 
questionable mode of life : Incontinence enormous, entirely indefensible : In 
audacity, in recklessness, not likely to be wanting, Mirabeau as a writer and 
speaker : Instead of tropes and declamatory fervid feeling, a totally unorna-* 
mented force and massiveness,-— conviction striving to convince : The primary 
character, sincerity and insight. Nicknames that are worth whole treatises. 
(132.)— Convocation of the States-General. Need we ask whether Mirabeau 
bestirs himself now 1 One strong dead-lift pull, thou Titan, and perhaps thou 
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oarrrest it I How Mirabeau wrestled and strove, under such auspices : His 
fiinging-up of tlie handful of dust. Voluntary guard of a hundred men : 
Explosions of rejoicing musketry ; Chosen deputy for two places. For this 
Mirabeau too the career at last opens: Forty long stern years; and now, 
Hyperion-like, he has scaled the mountain-tops. (136.) — Madame de Stael’s 
account of Mirabeau in the procession of Deputies. Seen visibly to have saved, 
as with his own force, the existence of the Constituent Assembly : Alone of 
all these Twelve-hundred, there is, in him the faculty of a King. The brave 
old Marquis lived to see his son's victory ; and rejoiced in it. Death, amid 
the mourning of a people. Imperfection of human characters ; and diffi- 
culty of seeing them as they are and were. Mirabeau also was made by the 
Upper Powers ; in their wisdom, not in our wisdom, was he so made, and so 
marred. (139.) 


PARLIAMENTARY HISTORY OF THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. 

The French Revolution the grand event of these modern ages, (p. 145.) — 
Innumerable Histories, and attempts to picture it, Thiers’s History^ with its 
superficial air of order and candour, inwardly waste, inorganic, incorrect, 
Mignet’s, although utterly prosaic, a much more honestly-written book : His 
jingling dance of algebraical oj’s, and Kalmuck rotatory-calabash. Only some 
three publications hitherto really worth reading on the matter. (146.) — The 
Histoire Parlementaire a valuable and faithful collection of facts and documents. 
Account of old Foulon’s miserable end. Camille Desmoulins, a light harmless 
creature, *bom to write verses;' but whom Destiny directed to overthrow 
Bastilles. The French Palais Royal, and the Roman Forum : White and 
black cockades : Insurrection of Women* (151.) — The Jacobins Club in its early 
days of rose-pink and moral-sublime : In some few months — the September 
Massacre : Like some Ezekiel Vision become real, does Scene after Scene dis- 
close itself. The French Revolution, ‘an attempt to realise Christianity,’ and 
put it fairly into action in our world : ‘ For the love of Heaven, Messieurs, 
humez vosformulesj and look ! (157.), 


SIR WALTER SCOTT. 

. Instinctive tendency in men to look at any man who has become distin- 
guished. (p. 167.) — Sir Walter Scott's unparalleled popularity. Mr. Lockhart’s 
Ziife, in Seven Volumes : Essentials of a real Biography. Necessity for paying 
literary men by the quantity they do not write: Not what stands above 
ground, but what lies unseen uTfder it, determines the value. Fenimore 
Cooper, and what it lay in him to have done. When the Devil may fairly be 
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considered conquered. Mr. Lockhart’s l^vork an honest, careful compilation r 
JFoolishlj blamed for being too communicative. Delicate, decent, empty 
English Biogra|)hy ; bless its mealy moiith 1 (169.) — No extent of popularity 
can maJx a man great : The stupidity of men, especially congregated in masses, 
extreme : Lope de Vega ; Cervantes ; ICotzebue. The real ungarnished Walter 
Scott, recluced to his own natural dimensions; Other stuff to the making of 
great men that can be detected here. His highest gift, a love of picturesque, 
vigorous and graceful things. The great Mystery of Existence had no greatness 
for him ; His conquests were for his own behoof mainly, over common market- 
labour. The test of every great divine man, that he have^re in him to burn- 
up somewhat of the sins of the world ; Paltry, self-conscious, hollow imitations. 
A great man ever possessed with an idea, Napoleon, not the superfinest of 
great men, had an idea to start with; His idea, ‘The tools to him that can 
handle them,’ the one true central idea to which everything practical is tending. 
Small vestige of any such fire, latent or luminous, in the inner-man of Scott. 
Yet he was a right brave and strong man, according to his kind: One of the 
healthiest of men. A healthy smil, the blessedest thing this earth receives of 
Heaven. Walter Scott and William Cobbett, the two healthiest men of their 
day ; A cheerful sight, let the greatness be what it will. Scott, very much 
the old fighting Borderer, in the new vesture of the nineteenth century. Who 
knows how much slnmbers in many men 1 (176.)-— Till towards the age of thirty, 
Scott’s life has nothing in it decisively pointing towards distinction of any 
kind. His infancy and boyhood : How Destiny was steadily preparing him 
for his work. Presbyterian Scotland : Brave old Knox, one of the truest of the 
true 1 A true Thought will take many forms, in the Yoices and the Work of a 
hardy, endeavouring, considering Nation. The good in the Scotch national 
character, and the not-so-good. (182.) — Scott’s early days pleasant to read of : A 
little fragment of early Autobiography. His ‘Liddesdale Baids ; ’ Questionable 
doings ; whisky mounting beyond its level. A stout effectual man, of thirty, 
full of broad sagacity and good-liuinonr. The uttered part of a man’s life 
bears but a small unknown proportion to the uniittered, unconscious part ; 
The greatest, by nature also the quietest Fichte’s consolation in this belief, 
amid the infinite chattering and twittering of commonplace become ambitious. 
Scott the temporary comforter of an age, at once destitute of faith and terrified 
at scepticism : In his Boniances the Past stood before us, not as dead tradition, 
but as palpable presence: His brilliant, unprecedented success. (184.) — Fora 
Sermon on Health, Scott should be the text : Money will buy money’s worth ; 
but ‘fame,’ what is it ? How strange a Nemesis lurks in the felicities of men ! 
What sadder book than that Life of Byron by Moore ? Poor Byron ! who 
really had much substance in him. Scott’s commercial enterprises : Somewhat 
too little of a fantast, this Vates of ours I Scott and Shakspeare. If no skyborn 
messenger, heaven looking through his eyes j neither is he a canting chimera, 
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but a substantial terrestrial man. (19 L)— Considering tbe wretched vamping- 
iip of old tatters then in vogue, Scott’s excellence may be called superior and 
supreme. Goethe’s Gotz von BevUchingen the remote spring whence this river 
of Metrical Romance arose : Influence of Gotz and JFerter, Curious, how all 
Europe is but like a set of parishes ; participant of the selfsame influences, 
from the Crusades and earlier 1 Half-regretful lookings into the Past gave 
place to Ernulphus’ cursings of the Present. Scott among the first to perceive 
that the day of Metrical Chivalry-Romance was declining : Let it shake-off its 
rhyme-fetters, then, and try a wider sweep. The WaverUy Novels: A certain 
anonymous mystery kept up, rather piquant to the public. Scott’s Letters, 
never without interest, yet seldom or never very interesting. A dinner with 
the Prince-Regent : Another at James Eallantyne’s, on the birth-eve of a 
“Waverley Novel. A Sunday-morning ramble. Abbotsford infested with 
tourists and wonder-hunters, 'vvbat Schiller calls ‘flesh-flies:’ Captain Basil 
Hall compressed. The good Sir Walter bore it as he could ; and did not sweep 
his j)remises clear of them. His guests not all of the bluebottle sort: A 
Boccaccio picture: Singular brute-attachments to Sir Walter Scott: A wise 
little Blenheim cocker: Strange animal and human resemblances. Alas, 
Scott, with all his health, became infected : The inane racket must now be 
kept uj), and rise ever higher. A black speck in every soul. (195.)— Had 
Literature no task but that of harmlessly amusing, the Waverley Novels were 
the perfection of Literature. Difference in drawing a character, between a 
Scott, a Shakspeare and Goethe. Not by quaintness of costume can romance- 
heroes continue to interest us ; but simply and solely by being men. Incal- 
culable service these Historical Novels have rendered History. (211.) — The 
extempore style of writing. No great thing ever done without difficulty : The 
‘ soul’s travail.’ Cease, 0 ready- writer, to brag openly of thy rapidity and 
facility ! Quality, not quantity, the one thing needful. (215.)^ — Scott’s career, 
of writing impromptu novels to buy farms with, could not in any case have 
ended in good. Alas, in one day his high-heaped money-wages became fairy- 
money and nonentity. It was a hard trial : He met it proudly, bravely ,* like 
a brave proud man of the world. The noble War-horse that once laughed at 
the shaking of the spear, how is he doomed to toil himself dead, dragging 
ignoble w^heels i Extracts from his Diary : His Wife’s death : Lonely, aged, 
deprived of all ; an impoverished, embarrassed man. Adieu, Sir Walter, 
pride of ail Scotchmen, farewell 1 (219.) 


VARNHAGEN VON ENSE’S MEMOIRS. 

Inexhaustible interest of Veracity and Memoir- writing : Varnhagen’s peculiar 
gifts and qualifications, (p. 227.)— Glimpses of literary Worthies ; Schleier- 
macher $ Wolf ; La Fontaine. A pleasant visit to Jean Paul, at his little 
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home in Buireutli. -A, Battle-piece: Napoleon at Wagram ; and Vamhagen’s 
first experience of War, Yarnhagen at the Court of Napoleon : What he saw ; 
and what he thought of the Emperor. The eye sees only what it brings the 
means of seeing: Mystery and strength of originality. (231,)-— Yarnhagen 
most of all rejoices in the memory of Bahel, his deceased wife. A kind of 
spiritual queen in Germany : One of the first to recognise the significance of 
Goethe. Her face with no pretensions to beauty, yet lovable and attractive in 
a singular degree : Its characteristics. Her Letters, of the subjective &ot% ; an 
unprofitable kind of writing, Not by looking at itself, but by ascertaining 
and ruling things out of itself, can the mind become known. (243.) — Her 
brilliant conversational powers. A few short extracts from her Letters : 
Obscure glimpses of the wealth and beauty of her loving woman ’s-soul. Her 
deathbed. That such a woman should have lived unknown, and as it were 
silent to the world, a suggestive lesson to our time : Blessed are the humble, 
they that are not known. ‘ Seekest thou great things, seek them not ; ’ live 
where thou art, wisely, diligently. The Working of the good and brave, seen 
or unseen, endures literally forever, and cannot die, (246.) 


CH AUTISM. 

Chap. I. Condition-of-England Question, 

Condition and disposition of the Working Classes : The Chartist Petition. 
‘ Chartism * a new name for a thing which has had many names. Why Parliament 
throws no light on this dark question : Collective Folly of a Nation. Bights 
and Mights : Submission to the inevitable. Working-Class discontent, (p. 255), 

Chap. II. Statistics. 

Statistic-Society Beports : Tables beautifully reticulated, but which hold 
no knowledge. Conclusive facts* only separable from inconclusive by a head 
that understands and knows. Condition-of-England question, a most complex 
concrete matter : What constitutes the well-being of a man. Thrift decreas- 
ing, and almost gone. (p. 260.) 

Chap. HI. New Poor-Laio* 

Befusal of out-door relief the one recipe for the woes of England : Not 
a very noble method. Merely to, let everything and everybody well alone, a 
chief social principle false and damnable, if ever aught was. The Poor-Law 
Amendment Act, a half~tmt'b., md preliminary of good. He that will not 
work according to his faculty, let him perish according to his necessity. Super- 
visal by the Central Government. The claim of the poor labourer something 
quite other than that * Statute of the Fo^ty-third of Elizabeth.’ (p. 264.) 
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Chap. I Y. Finest Peasantry in the World. 

The poor man seeking for wor\ yet nnable to find it. Irish perennial starv- 
ation: The Irish National character degraded, disordered. English injustice 
to Ireland. Circuitous, yet stem retribution: England invaded by Irish 
destitution, (p. 269.) — English labourers approximating more and more to 
the condition of the Irish competing with them : Labour disturbed and 
superseded by Mechanism. Laissez-faire applied to horses, or to poor ignorant 
peasants. Mere wages no index of well-being in the working man. A world 
not a home, but a dingy prison-house of reckless unthrift and rancorous 
rebellion. (273.) 

Chap. Y. Mights and Mights. 

Not what a man outwardly has or wants, that constitutes the happiness or 
misery of him : The feeling of injustice^ the one intolerability to all men : 
Revenge, (p. 277.) — No conquest ever becanie permanent, which did not prove 
itself beneficial to the conquered: Romans; old Norman Nobles. The Wise 
man the only strong man. The grand question as to the condition of our 
Working Men. Of lower classes so related to upper, happy nations are not 
made. The French Revolution not yet completed ; Bankruptcy of Speciosity 
and Imposture. Glory to God, our Europe was not to die but to live I (278.) 
— The rights of man, little worth ascertaining in comparison to the mights, or 
practical availabilities, of man : How his notions of his ‘rights ’ vary according 
to place and time. An Ideal of Right in all men, and procedures of men ; 
Nothing unjust can continue in this world, (283.) 

Chap. Y1. Laissezfaire. 

The principle of Let-alone applied to English affairs : Church, Aristocracy, 
Fact. Under what tragic Q,oxidLitiom Laissez-faire becomes a reasonable cry. 
Inalienable ‘right’ of the ignorant to be guided by the wiser. True meaning 
of Democracy, (p. 286.) — An Aristocracy a corporation of the Best and Bravest, 
Priesthoods, and the one question concerning them: How France cast its 
benighted Priesthood into destruction : The British Reader’s self-complacent 
yet futile solacement. Cash-payment the sole nexus of man to man. Pro- 
tection of property : What is property ? The Ideal, and the poor imperfect 
Actual. Nothing, not a reality, ever got men to pay bed and board to it 
long. (290.) 

Chap. YII. Fot Laissez-faire. 

Better relations between Upper and Under Classes. The preliminary of all 
good, to know that a work must actually be done. Habits of Parliament for 
a century back. Parliament with its privileges is strong ; but Necessity and 
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the Laws of Nature are stronger, Cash-Payment ; and so many things that 
cash will not pay. (p. 295.) 

Chap. YIIL mm Eras. 

A new Practice indispensable in every New Era. Sanerteig on the Eras of 
England. Eomans dead out ; English are come in. Hengst and Horsa 
mooring on the mud-beach of Thanet. Six centuries of obscure endeavour: 
A stormy spring-time, if ever there was one for a Nation. Might and Bight 
do differ frightfully from hour to hour; but give them centuries, they are 
found to be identical. The land of Britain. Normans and Saxons originally 
of one stock, (p. 299.) — Two grand tasks in World-History assigned to this 
English People. Bights, everywhere, correctly-articulated mights. A real 
House of Commons come decisively into player Material and spiritual accumu- 
lations and growths of England. (303.) — ^New England : The little ship May- 
flower of Delft-Haven. The Elizabethan Era a spiritual flower-time. Man- 
chester; its squalor and despair not forever inseparable from it. Bicliard 
Arkwright ; James Watt. Our greatest benefactors walk daily among us, 
shrouded in darkness. All new things unexpected, unforeseen ; yet not 
unexpected by Supreme Power. (306.) 

• Chap. IX. Parliamentary Badicalism. 

Where the great masses of men are tolerably right, all is right ; where they 
are not right, all is wrong. Claim of the Free Working-man to be raised to a 
level with the Working Slave : A Do-nothing Guidance, in a Do-something 
World. English notion of ‘ Suffrage.* Beform Ministries, with their Benthamee 
formulas, barren as the east wind: Ultra-radicalism, not of the Benthamee 
sort. Obedience the primary duty of man : Becognised or not, a man has his 
superiors, a regular Hierarchy above Mm. (p. 312.) 

Chap. X. Impossible. 

‘ What are we to do ? * — No good comes of men who have ‘ impossible * too 
often in their mouths. Paralytic Badicalism. Two things, great things, might 
he done. (p. 316.) — Education : The grand ‘ seedfield of Time * is man’s, and we 
give it him not. Consequences of neglect. Intellect or insight : Twenty-four 
million intellects, awakened into action. Difiiculties occasioned by ^Beligion : ’ 
Cast-iron Parsons: In order to teach religion, the one needful thing to find a 
man who has religion. What a real Prime-Minister of England might do 
towards educating the people. (318.)— -Emigration ; the one remedy for ‘over- 
population.* Malthusian, controversies : ‘Preventive check : ’ Infanticide by 
‘ painless extinction.* What a black, godless, waste-struggling world, in this 
once merry England, do such things betoken I (323.) 
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PETITIOISr ON THE COPYRIGHT BILL. 

Assnring to each man the just recompense of his labour, the business of all 
Legislation and Government among men. To have written a genuine enduring 
book, not a sufficient reason for the forfeiture of the Law’s protection. Why, 
then, should extraneous persons be allowed to steal from the poor book-writer 
the poor market-price of his labour 1 (p. 331. ) 


ON THE SINKING OF THE VENGEUR. 

The first public notice in England of Lord Howe’s victory and the destruction 
of the Vengeur. (p. 335.) — The French Convention, in its Reign of Terror, had 
to give its own version of the matter. Barrere reports it as a glorious victory 
for France : At length, unable to conceal the defeat, he pictures the manner of 
it as a spectacle for the gods. His Report translated, and published without 
comment, in the Morning Chronicle. The French naturally proud of so 
heroic a feat. It finds its way into English History. Extract from Carlyle’s 
‘ French Revolution ; ’ Letter from Rear-Admiral Griffiths, denying altogether 
the correctness of the account. Another Letter, giving an emphatic statement 
of the facts, as witnessed by himself. Letter from T. Carlyle to ‘a distinguished 
French friend : ’ In the interest of all whom it may concern, let the truth be 
known. (336.) — Letter from Rear-Admiral Griffiths to T. Carlyle, enclosing a 
Copy of Letter from Rear-Admiral Renaudin, Captain of the sunken Vengeur. 
The French Journals and official persons in no haste to canvass the awkward- 
looking case. Response of one who did respond : Not a recantation of an 
impudent amazing falsehood ; but a faint wdiimper of admission that it i^ 
probably false. Every windbag at length ri|)ped ; in the longrun no lie can 
be successful. Of Nothing you can, with much lost labour, make only — 
Nothing. (343.) 


BAILLIE THE COVENANTER. 

Mr. Robert Baillie, a solid comfortable Parish Minister of Kilwinning; 
How he became gradually heated to the welding-pitch by the troubles of the 
Seventeenth Century, (p. 353.) — Happily his copious loquacity prompted him 
to use pen as well as tongue without stint. A collection of his Letters 
printed, and reprinted. Like the hasty, breathless, confused tails of a man, 
looking face to face on that great whirl of things. Strange to consider ; it, the 
very phenomenon itself, does stand depictured there, had we intellect enough 
to decipher it: With intellect even ‘your constant assured friend 

Charles Rex ’ were no longer an enigma and chimera. Duty of every reader 
to read faithfully ; and of every writer to write his wisest : Shall stealing the 
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money of a man be a crime ; and stealing tlie time and brains of innumerable 
men be none?' Warm-bearted, canny, blundering, babbling Baillie ! The 
daily tattle of men, as tlie air carried it two-bun dred years ago, becomes 
audible in these pages : Witb all its sbortcomings, perhaps no book of that 
period will better reward the trouble of reading. (354.) — His account of the 
Scotch Encampment on tbe Hill of Dunse ; King Charles looking on it with a 
spy “glass ; though without much profit to himself. A far-off look into the 
domesticities of Baillie: A journey to London; All here weary of Bishops: 
Strafford caged ; Canterbury to be pulled down ; and everywhere a mighty 
drama going on. (364,)— Impressive passages in the Impeachment and Trial of 
Strafford. How different from the dreary vacuity of ‘ Philosophy teaching by 
experience,’ is the living picture of the fact ; such as even a Boswell or Baillie 
can give, if they will honestly look ! Our far-off Fathers, face to face ; alive, 
— and yet not alive. On our horizon, too, loom now inevitabilities no less 
stern ; one knows not sometimes, whether not very near at hand. (371.) 


DB. FBANCIA. 

The South- American Bevoliition, and set of revolutions, a great confused 
phenomenon ; worthy of better knowledge than men yet have of it. (p. 385.) — 
Liberator Bolivar, a much enduring and many-counselled man. Of General 
San Martin, too, there is something to be said ; His march over the Andes 
into Chile ; a feat worth looking at. Might not the Chilenos as well have 
^ taken him for their Napoleon ? Don Ambrosio O’Higgins : His industry and 
skill in road-making. O’Higgins the Second; Governing a rude business 
everywhere; but in South America of quite primitive rudeness. Ecclesiastic 
Vampire-bats. An immense increase of soap-and-water, the basis of all im- 
provements in Chile. (386.) — By far the notablest of these South -American 
phenomena, Dr. Francia and his Dictatorship in Paraguay. Nothing could 
well shock the constitutional mind like this tawny- visaged, lean, inexorable 
Dr. Francia. Our chief source of information about him, a little Book by 
Messrs. Rengger and Longchamp : An endless merit in a man’s knowing 
when to have done. The Messrs. Bobertson, and their Francia^s Fveign of 
Terror and other hooks : Given a cubic inch of Castile soap, to lather it up 
in water, so as to fill a wine-puncheon. How every idle volume flies abroad 
like idle thistle-down ; frightful to think of, -were it not for reaphook and 
rake. In all human likelihood this sanguinary tyrant of Paraguay did mean 
mmething^ could we in quietness ascertain what, (393.)-— Francia born about 
the year 1757 ; of Portuguese or French extraction. Intended for a priest 
Subject to the terriblest fits of hypochondria. Sent to the University of Cor- 
dova in Tucuman. Lank sallow boys in the Tucuinan and other high semi- 
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naries, oPtcn dreadfully ill-dealt witli, as times go : So much is unspeakable ; 
and a most strange Universe, this, to be born into ! Francia, arrived at man’s 
years, changes from Divinity to Law. Had doubtless gained some insight 
into the veritable workings of the Universe : Endless heavy fodderings of 
Jesuit theology he did not take-in. French-Encyclopedic influences, and 
Gospel according to Yolney, Jean- Jacques and Company : An ?7?-fed, ghastly- 
looking flame ; but a needful, and even kind of sacred one. Francia perhaps 
the best and justest Advocate that ever took briefs in that distant Assumpcion 
City. The people of that profuse climate in careless abundance, troubling 
themselves about few things : One art they seemed to have perfected, that of 
riding. Their lives, like empty capacious bottles, calling to the Heavens 
and the Earth, and to all Dr, Francias who may pass that way. Francia a 
lonesome, down-looking man, apt to he solitary even in the press of men : 
Passes everywhere for a man of veracity, punctuality, of iron methodic rigour 
and rectitude. A Law-case ; an unjust judge disconiflted. Francia’s quarrel 
with his Father. A most barren time : Hot so much as a pair of Andalusian 
eyes that can lasso him permanently. But now, far over the waters there 
have been Federations, Sansculottism : In the new Hemisphere, too, arise 
wild projects, armed gatherings, invasions and revolts. A new figure of ex- 
istence is cut-out for the Assumpcion Advocate. (401.) — Not till a year after, 
did the Paraguenos, by spontaneous movement, resolve on a career of free- 
dom. National Congress : Pa23ers ‘ compiled chiefly out of Rollin’s Ancient 
History.'^ Paraguay Republic : Don Fulgencio Yegros, President ; two As- 
sessors ; Francia, Secretary, Alas, these Gaucho populations are greedy, 
superstitious, vain, mendacious : We know for certain but of one man who 
would do himself an injury, to do a just or true thing, under that sun. 
Secretary Francia flings-down his papers, and retires again into privacy : An 
accidental meeting ; description of the man, and of his library. The reign of 
liberty becomes unendurable : A second Congress got together : Fulgencio 
and Francia, joint Consuls. Next year, a third Congress ; and Francia gets 
himself declared Dictator. He never assembled any Congress more ; having 
stolen the constitutional palladiums, and got his wicked will ! (412.) — A great 
improvement did, nevertheless, in all quarters forthwith show itself : Every 
official in Paraguay had to bethink him, and begin actually doing his work. 
The land had peace j a rabid dog-kennel wide as South America raging round 
it, but kept-out as by lock-and-key. A Conspiracy ; to start with the 
massacre of Dr, Francia and others, whatever it might close with : Francia 
not a man to be trifled- with in plots. It was in this stern period he executed 
above forty persons. A visitation of locusts : Two harvests in one season. 
(35.) — Sauerteig’s sun-glances into the matter. No Reform, whether of an 
individual or a nation, can be effected without stern suffering, stern working : 
Pity it cannot be done by ‘ tremendous cheers.’ What they say about ‘ love 
Itlisc. III. ‘ U XT 
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of power : ’ Love of ‘ power ’ to make flxmkies come and go for you ! A true 
man must tend to be king of bis own world. This Paraguay got the one 
veracious man it bad, to take lease of it Funeral Eulogium, by tlie 
Eeverend Manuel Perez : Life is sacred, thinks his Reverence; but there is 
soiiietliing more sacred still. Dictator Francia, a man whose worth and 
meaning are not soon exhausted. His efforts to rebuild the City of Assump- 
cion. His desire to open a trade with the English Nation, — foolishly supposed 
to be represented, and made accessible, in the House of Commons : Francia’s 
unreasonable detestation of a man who was not equal to his word. (421.) — 
His sore struggle with imaginary workmen, cleric and laic : In despair he 
erected his ‘Workman’s Gallows : ’ Such an institution of society, adapted 
to our European ways, everywhere pressingly desirable. 0 Gauchos, South- 
American and European, what a business is it, casting-out your Seven 
Devils! (428.) — Francia ; as he looked and lived, managing that thousand- 
fold businexss for his Paraguenos, and keeping a sharp eye for assassins. His 
treatment of M. Bonpland ; of his old enemy Artigas ; His rumoured conduct 
to his dying Father. His interest in any kind of intelligent human creature, 
when such by rarest chance could be fallen-in with. So lived, so laboured 
Dictator Francia ; and had no rest but in Eternity. 0 Francia, though 
thou hadst to execute some forty persons, I am not without some pity for 
thee! (430.) 


AN ELECTION TO THE LONG PARLIAMENT. 

How Pym, Hampden and others rode about the country to promote the 
election of their own faction. Our entire ignorance, but for this fact, how 
that celebrated Long Parliament -was got together, (p. 437.) — Welcome dis- 
covery of certain semi-official Documents, relative to the Election for Suffolk. 
Sir Simonds D’Ewes, a most spotless man and High-Sheriff ; ambitious to be 
the very pink of Puritan magistrates : How shall any shadow of Partiality be 
suffered to rest on his clear-polished character — Hence these Documents. 
General character of our Civil- War documents and records : Comparative 
emphasis and potency of Sir Simonds’ affidavits. An old contemporary 
England at large, as it stood and lived on that ‘ extreme windy day,’ may 
dimly suggest itself. (439.) — Samuel Duncon, Town-constable, testifiath : 
TJnconsciously, How the Polling was managed in those old days : Consciously," 
How the Opposition Candidate was magnanimously allowed every precedence 
and facility ; and yet couldn’t win : And, How in the rage of their disap- 
pointment and ingratitude, his party scandalously upbraided the immaculate 
High-Sheriff himself with injustice towards them. The High-Sheriffs own 
Narrative of bis admirable carriage and ill-requited magnanimity. (61.) — 
Another case Sir Simonds had to clear up : Being High-Sheriff, he returned 
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himself for Sudbury: In this too be prospered, and sat for that Borough. 
A thin high-flown character, by no means without his uses. Colonel Pride 
in the end' had to purge him out, with four or five score others. He died 
soon after ; leaving an unspotted pedant character and innumerable JManuscripts 
behind him. Some Ninety and odd Tolumes of his Papers in the British 
Museum. His Notes of the Long Parliament, perhaps the most interesting of 
all the Manuscripts that exist there. Our sorrowful Dryasdust Printing 
Societies ; and what they might do towards a real History of England. (456.) 


THE NIGGER QUESTION. 

Occasional Discourse of an unknown Philanthropist : Doctrines and prac- 
tical notions pretty much in a ‘ minority of one.^ Danger of our proposed 
xmiversal ‘ Abolition-of-Pain Association^ issuing in a universal ^Sluggard- 
and-Scoundrel Protection Society.^ . Our West-Indian Colonies : Black animal 
enjoyment, at the inice of White human misery : Our entire Black popu- 
lation equal in importance to perhaps ‘one of the streets of Seven-Dials.* 
Exeter-Hall jargon, and bewildered Broad-brimmed Sentimentalism, (p. 463.) 
— ‘Supply and demand* brought to bear on the Black ‘Labour-Market,* as 
well as on the White ; Perennial Starvation; A Blach Irelmid ; ond reality 
stranger than a nightmare dream. Such Social Science, emphatically the 
dismal science : Not the West Indies alone, but Europe generally, nearing 
the Niagara Falls. Nature and her Facts ; Every idle man, a perpetual Right 
to be guided, and even compelled, to work honestly for his living : Idleness 
does, in all cases, inevitably and become putrid. The true ‘Organisation 
of Labour* and reign of ‘universal blessedness.’ (466.) — No enmity for the 
poor Negro ; a merry-hearted, affectionate kind of creature. We shall have 
to find the right regulation for him : Neither the old method nor the new 
method now will answer. Only the Noble work willingly with their whole 
strength : Slavishness, and the need of slavery, exist everywhere in this world. 
The one intolerable slavery, that of the great and noble-minded to the small 
and mean. Wise minorities, and despicable majorities; ‘Crucify him — 
Crucify him !’ Maximum and Minimum of Social Wisdom. (471.) — Except 
by just Mastership and Servantship, no conceivable deliverance from unjust 
Tyranny and Slavery. Sham-kings and sham-subjects : Ballot-box perdition. 
The White Flunky the flower of nomadic servitude and pretentious inutility ; 
How the Duke of Trumps proposed to emancipate himself from slavery. 
Thirty-thousand Distressed Needlewomen, the most of whom cannot sew. 
Alas, were it but the guilty that suffered from ’such ‘enfranchisement* I Per- 
manency in human relations the only condition of any good whatsoever; 
Marriage by the month. Servant ‘hired for life,’ the true essence of the 
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Negro’s position : How to al)olisli tlie abuses of slavery, and save tlie 
precious thing in it : Unjust master over servant hired for life, once for all 
unendurable to human souls. Letter of advice to the Hon. Hickory Buckskin, 
(475.) — The speculative ‘rights’ of Negroes, or of any men, an abstruse and 
unprofitable inquiry: Their ‘mights,’ or practical availabilities, the sum- 
total of all that can personally concern them. The ‘ right ’ to the West-India 
Island, with those who have the ‘might’ to do the Will of the Maker of 
them. He that will not work shall perish from the earth : Before the West 
Indies could grow a pumpkin for any Negro, how much British heroism had 
to spend itself in obscure battle ! England wants sugar of these Islands, and 
means to have it : Wants virtuous industry in these Islands, and must have 
it. Any idle man, Black or White, rich or poor, a mere eye-sorrow, and 
must be set to work ; only it is so terribly difficult to do. To be servants the 
more foolish of us to the more wise, the only condition of social welfare, 
West-Indian sorrows and Exeter-Hall monstrosities : Solution of the problem. 
Black Adscripti (jlehce: Many things might be done, must be done, under 
frightful penalties. (483.) — The ‘ Slave-Trade : ’ How it may easily be ‘ sup* 
pressed,’ if the urgency be equal to the remedy. Alas, how many sins will 
need to be remedied, when once we seriously begin ! (490.) 


TWO HUNDRED AND EIFTY YEARS AGO. 

A FRAGMENT ABOUT DUELS. 

Duelling, one of the sincerities of Human Life, capable of taking many 
forms. A background of wrath does He in every man and creature : Deadliest 
rage, and tenderest love, different manifestations of the same radical fire 
whereof Life is made. The elaboration an immense matter ! (p. 495.) 

No. I. Holies of Haughton. 

How John Holies married the fair Anne Stanhope, and so gave offence 
to the Shrewsburys. High feud between the two houses ; the very retainers 
biting thumbs, and killiog one another. John Holies and Gervase Markham : 
‘ Markham, guard yourself better, or I shall spoil you ! ’ Loose-tongued, 
loose-living Gervase Markham could not guard himself ; and got ‘ spoilt ’ 
accordingly, (p, 496.) 

No. II. Croydon Baces. 

Scotch favourites of King James, and English jealousies. Scotch Maxwell, 
and his insolent sardonic humour: Fashionable Young England in deadly 
emotion. How his Majesty laboured to keep peace. At the Croydon Races 
there arose sudden strife ; and, the hour looked . really ominous : Philip 
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Herbert (beautiful yoiing man), of tbe best blood in England, switched over 
the head by an accursed Scotch Eamsay ! And Philip Herbert’s rapier— did 
noi ilash-oiit. (p. 499.) 

Ho. III. Sir Thomas JL>utton and Sir Hatton Cheek. 

How unthrifty everywhere is any solution of continuity, if it can be 
avoided 1 Peace here, if possible ; over in the Netherlands is always fighting 
enough. Swashbuckler duels had now gone out: Fifty years ago, serious 
men took to fighting with rapiers, and the buckler fell away : A more silent 
duel, but a terribly serious one. Hot tempers at the siege of Juliers: Tinder 
military duty ; but not always to be so. Two gentlemen on Calais sands, in 
the height of silent fury stript to the shirt and waistband ; in the two hands 
of each a rapier and dagger clutched : A bloody burial there that morning, 
‘ Ill-fated English human creatures, what horrible confusion of the Pit is this 1 
(p. 501.) 


THE OPERA. 

Music the speech of Angels, raising and admitting. the soul to tlie Council 
of the Universe. It was so in old earnest times, whatever it may have come 
to be with us. The waste that is made in music among the saddest of all 
our squanderings of God’s gifts. David’s inspired Psalms ,* and the things 
men are inspired to sing now at the Opera, (p. 509.) The Hayinarket 
Opera, with its lustres, painting, upholstery ; Artists, too, got together from 
the ends of the world ; capable of far other work than squalling here. The 
very ballet-girls, with their muslin saucers and mad ugly caperings, little 
short of miraculous. And to think of some Rossini or Bellini in the rear of 
it ! (510.) — All this to afford an hour’s dreary amusement to a high-clizened 
select populace — not worth amusing. The Rhythmic Arts, with their magical 
accessories, a mere accompaniment ; the real service of the evening Papliian 
rather. Wonderful to see, and sad if we had eyes, what the Modern Aristo- 
cracy of men can deliberately do ! A world all calculated for strangling of 
heroisms ; and the ages have altered strangely : They will alter yet again. 
(512.) . ' 


A NATIONAL EXHIBITION OF SCOTTISH PORTRAITS. 

Historical interest in good Historical Portraits. Any representation by 
a faitliful human creature of a Face and Figure worth knowing, which he 
saw, which we can never see, is invaluable, (p. 517.) — All this apart from the 
artistic value of the Portraits. Historical Portrait-Galleries might far tran- 
scend in worth all other kinds of National Collections of Pictures whatsoever. 
In selecting Portraits, the grand question, What wmuld the best-informed 
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and most ingennotis soul like most to see, fox illuminating and' verifying 
History to kirn self ! At tke end of tke account, to have served liim, will be 
to have served everybody* The thing can by no means be done by Yanhee- 
Barntm methods ; nor should it, if it could. (518.) — No portrait of any 
living man admitted, however ‘Historicar it promised to be : The space of a 
generation required, to discriminate between popular monstrosities and His- 
torical realities. Engravings, coins, casts ; any genuine help to conceive the 
actual likeness of the man, should be welcome. No modern pictures of 
historical events : Infatuated blotches of insincere ignorance : Wilkie’s John 
Knox; Battle of WorcesteTy hj some famed Academician or other. All that 
kind of matter, as indisputable ‘ chaff,’ to be severely purged away. Con- 
siderations respecting a plurality of portraits of the same person. The question, 
Who is a Historical Character! The Catalogue, if well done, one of the best 
parts of the whole concern. (521.) 


THE PBINZENEAUB. 

A GLIMPS'fe OP SAXON HISTORY. 

English ignorance of foreign history. German history, especially, qtiite 
wild soil, very rough to the ploughshare, (p. 527.) — The Wettin Line of 
Saxon Princes (Prince Albert’s line) ; and its lucky inheritance and force of 
survival : Through the earlier portion of the fifteenth century, one of the 
greatest houses in Germany, Coalescings, splittings, never-ending readjust- 
ments. Frederick the Pacific and his brother Wilhelm ‘rule conjointly;’ 
till they quarrel and take to fighting. Kunz von Kaufiingen, a German con- 
dottiere, employed by Frederick. The fighting over, Kunz is dissatisfied 
with his bargain : Exasperations, and threats of revenge. Frederick’s two 
children left at home unguarded : Here is the opportunity we have hungiily 
waited for ! A midnight surprise in the venerable little town of Altenburg : 
The two Princes (but with a mistake to mend) carried off : Sudden alarms, 
shrieks, a mother’s passionate prayer: Away, rapidly, through the woods. 
All Saxony, to the remotest village, from all its belfries ringing madly, (528.) 
— Kunz, with Albert the younger Prince, within an hour of the Bohemian 
border. A grimy Collier, much astonished to find such company in the soli- 
tudes : The Prince rescued, and Kunz safe-warded under lock-and-key. The 
rest of his band, supposing their leader dead, restore Prince Ernst, and are 
permitted to fly. Kunz and others soon after tried, and all their transactions 
ended. The Collier also not allowed to go unrewarded. This little actual 
adventure worthy of a nook in modern memory, for many reasons. (532.) — 
Inextricable confusion and unintelligibility of Saxon princely names ; each 
person having from ten to twenty to hide among. Our two little stolen 
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Princes the heads of two main streams or Lines, which still continue con- 
spicuously distinct. The elder, or Ernestine Line, got for inheritance the 
better side of the Saxon country : They had Weimar, Altenburg, Gotha, 
Coburg, had especially the Wartburg too, and still have ; of all places the 
sun now looks upon, the holiest for a modern man : Immortal remembrances, 
influences and monitions. Ernst^s son, Frederick the Wise,* who saved 
Luther from the Diet of Worms : A man less known to hereditary governing 
persons, and others, than he might be. His brother, J ohn the Steadfast, suc- 
ceeded him ; with whose son the Line underwent sad destinies. (537.) — Of 
the younger, or Albertine Line, there was ‘Duke George;' much reverenced 
by many, though Luther thought so little of him : A much afflicted, hard- 
struggling, and not very useful man. One of his daughters a lineal ancestress 
of Frederick the Great. Elector Moritz, and his seemingly -successful jockey- 
ship : The game not yet played out. However that may be, the Ernestine 
Line has clearly got disintegrated : Johann Friedrich the Magnanimous, then 
head of that elder line, all now in a reduced condition : Why did he found 
all that imbroglio of little dukes ! The thrifty Brandenburg Hohenzollerns ; 
and their fine talent of ‘annihilating rubbish.' Moritz, the new Elector, 
did not last long: No cage big enough to hold a Kaiser: Beats Albert 
Alcibiades ; and gets killed. The present King of Saxony a far-ofl: nephew 
of jockeying Moritz : A most expensive progeny ; in general not admirable 
otherwise. August the Strong, of the three hundred and fifty-four bastards; 
More transcendent king of gluttonous flunkies seldom stalked this eartli. 
His miscellany of mistresses, very pretty some of them, but fools all : The 
unspeakably unexemplary mortal ! Protestant Saxony sjpiritually bankrupt 
ever since. One of his bastards became Marechal de Saxe, and made much 
noise^ for a time : Like his father, an immensely strong man ; of unbounded 
dissoluteness and loose native ingenuity. (540) — The elder or Ernestine Line, 
in its undecipherable, disintegrated state. How the pious German mind holds 
by the palpably superfluous j and in general cannot annihilate rubbish : The 
Ernestine Line was but like its neighbours in that. Cruel to say of these 
Ernestine little Dukes, they have no history ; Perhaps here and there they 
-have more history than w*e are aware of. Pity brave men, descended j>re- 
suinably from Witekind and the gods, certainly from John the Steadfast and 
John Frederick the Magnanimous, should be reduced to stand thus inert, 
amid the whirling arena of the world I (549.) — Bernhard of Weimar, a famed 
captain in the Thirty-Years War, whose Life Goethe prudently did not 
write : Not so easy to dig-out a Hero from the mouldering paper-heaps* 
Another individual of the Ernestine Line ; notable to Englishinen as ‘Prince 
Albert of Saxe-Coburg,’ He also a late, very late, grandson of that little 
stolen Ernst ; concerning whom both English History and English Prophecy 
might say something. The Horologe of Time goes inexorably on. (551.) 
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EDINBURGH INAUGURAL ADDRESS. 

“ The desire to honour those worthy of honour, a feeling honourable to all 
men : Necessity for selectest discrimination. Reminiscences of boyhood. 
Tlie approving voice of Young Scotland really of some value : If I could do 
anything to serve my dear old Almd-Mater and you. A few words, not quite 
useless, nor incongruous to the occasion. Advice seldom much valued. The 
whole interest of after-life depends on early diligence : Youth the golden 
season and seed-time of life : The habits of an old man cannot alter. Honest 
study. Separate accurately in the mind what is really known from what is 
still unknown. All ‘ cramming * entirely unworthy an honourable mind. 
Gradually see^what kind of work you individually can do. A dishonest man 
cannot bring forth real fruit, (p. 559.) — Some seven-hundred years since 
Universities vrere first set up. No getting things recorded in books then. All 
this greatly altered by the invention of Printing. Present and future uses 
of Universities. Theology. A great library of books. Learn to be good 
readers, — perhaps a more difficult thing than imagined. The most unhappy 
of men, he who cannot tell what he is going to do. (562.) — Universal value of 
History. The old Romans and Greeks. A very great deal of deep religion 
in both nations. Our own history. The Puritan Revolution. John Knox, 
the author of all that distinguishes Scotland among the nations. Protectorate 
of Oliver Cromwell. Democracy and Dictatorship. How the Court of 
Chancery got reformed. No real history of this country to be got out of the 
common history-books. Collinses Peerage-book. Kings of England once in 
the habit of appointing as Peers those who deserved it : That the grand soul 
of England's history. A peerage now a paltry thing to what it was in those 
old times. Good books and bad books. Infinite the value of Wisdom. Why 
not a library of good books in every county town ? (569.) — University endow- 
ments. Heyne's ^ endowment ' of peashells and an empty garret ; His edition 
of Yirgil. Mere speech-culture by no means the synonym of wisdom. 
Demosthenes and Phocion. Not the speech, but the thing spoken that is 
important. (573.)— Goethe’s wise thoughts and suggestions : Education ; 
Christian Religion ; Reverence ; Art, or Human Perfectibility. All is pos- 
sible, Wonderful efficacy of soldier-drill. (578.) — A very troublous epoch of 
the world ; Age of revolutions. Sons of Chaos and of Cosmos. A man's 
reward shall be in his own faithfulness. Do not too much need success. 
Perfect Health, the highest of all temporal things. Piety not gloomy asceticism. 
The world not so cruelly inhospitable as it sometimes- seems. Goethe's 
marching-song of mankind. (581.)— Finis of Rectorship, (p. 585.) 
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SHOOTING NIAGARA: AND AFTER? 

Present critical epoch of England’s history. Democracy to complete itself, 
—in a Parliament zealously watched by Penny Newspapers. All Churches 
and so-called Religions to deli<^uesce into Liberty, Progress and philanthropic 
slush. Free Trade for everybody, in all senses and to all lengths. Manifold 
reflections and dnbitations. Unexpected velocity of events. Germany be- 
come honourably Prussian. England’s Niagara leap. (p. 589.)— Strange how 
prepossessions and delusions seize on whole communities of men. The 
singular phenomenon the Germans call Schwcirmerey. No difficulty about 
your Queen Bee. Axioms of folly for articles of faith. Any man equal to 
any other, and Bedlam and Gehenna to the New Jerusalem. The one re- 
futation. (591.)— ‘The late American War a notable case of Swarmenj, The 
Nigger Question essentially one of the smallest j poor Nigger. Servant- 
ship on the nomadic principle nannot but be misdone and disastrous. Sheffield 
Assassination Company, Limited, Thirty-thousand ‘distressed needlewomen’ 
on the pavements of London. A ‘contract for life ’ the Nigger’s essential 
position. Injustices between Nigger and Buckra. American Bwarmery md, 
a continent of the earth submerged by deluges from the Pit of Hell. (592.) 
— Swarmery in our own country. Our accepted axioms. ‘Liberty,’ for 
example. Chaining the Devil for a thousand years. Strange notion of 
‘Reform:’ Not practical amendment, but ‘extension of the suffrage,’ (594.) 
— Tlie intellect that believes in the possibility of ‘ improvement ’ by such a 
method, a finished-off and shut-up intellect. Something of good even in our 
‘new Reform measure.’ The day of settlement at last brought nearer. He 
they call ‘Dizzy’ is to do it. Not a tearful Tragedy, hut an ignominious 
Farce as well. Beales and his ragamuffins. Home-Secretary Walpole in tears. 
A Lord Chief J ustice’s six hours of eloquent imbecility. An actual Martial 
Law the unseen basis of all written laws, without which no effective law of 
any kind would be even possible. Governor Eyre and the Nigger Philan- 
thropists. Our Social Arrangements pretty much an old-established Hypo- 
crisy. The demand ‘to become Gommonwealih, of England^ answered by 
official persons with a rope round their necks. The end perhaps nearer 
than expected. (597.) — What the duties of good citizens, now and onwards. 
Possibilities yet remaining with our Aristocracy. Hopes and fears. Vice- 
Kings for the Colonies. Even Dominica enough to kindle a heroic young 
heart. At present all gone to jungle and sublime ‘Self-government’ (599.) 
— The better kind of our Nobility still something considerable. Politeness 
the beautiful natural index and outcome of all that is kingly. Nothing 
but vulgarity in onr People’s expectations. Conservative mrnisL Mendacity 
hanging in the very air we breathe. Little help or hindrance from the 
populace. The unclassed Aristocracy by nature, supreme in wisdom and in 
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courage : If these also fail us, — national death. One is inclined timidly to 
hope the best. A company of poor men, who will spend all their blood 
rather. It must at length come to battle. While God lives, the issue can 
or will fall only one way, (603.)-— Our inspired speakers and seers, who are 
to deliver the world from its swarmeries. What is called Art, Poetry and the 
like. How stir such questions in the present limits! All real ‘Art’ the 
imprisoned ‘ Soul of Pact’ The Bible the truest of all Books. Homer’s Iliad, 
too, the truest a Patriotic Ballad-singer could manage to sing. ‘ Piction,’ and 
its alarming cousinship to lying. Modern ‘ Literature,’ like a poor bottle of 
soda-water with the cork sprung. Shakspeare, and his ability to have turned 
the History of England into an Iliad, almost perhaps into a kind of Bible. 
England, too (equally with any Judah whatsoever), has a History that is 
divine. Incredible, and even impious interpretations. (607.) — Hew definitions 
of Liberty : What it veritably signifies in the speech of men and gods. Idle 
habit of ‘accounting for the Moral Sense.’ The Moral Sense, the perennial 
Miracle of Man, the visible link between Earth and Heaven. Christian 
Keligion, the soul of it alive forevermore; its dead and rotting body now 
getting burial. A very great work going on in these days : ‘ God and the 
Godlike ’ again struggling to become clearly revealed. (610.) — The Industrial 
Hoble, and his born brother the Aristocrat by title ; their united result '•vliat 
we want from both. The world of Industry to be recivilised out of its now 
utter savagery. The Keformed Parliament, with Trades Unions in search of 
their ‘Four eights.’ The immense and universal question of Cheap and 
Nasty. London houses and house-building. England needs to be rebuilt 
once every seventy years. Poul Circe enchantments. The essence and out- 
come of all religion, to do one’s work in a faithful manner. (613.) — Constant 
invocation of the Devil, and diabolic short-cuts towards wages. The ^prestige 
of England on the Continent.’ Account as it stands in Heaven’s Chancery. 
(616.) — Opportunities and possibilities of Kingship still open to our titular 
Aristocracy, Human worth : To recognise merit, a man must first have it. 
Eight Schools never more needed than now. Unless our Hoble by rank be a 
Noble by nature, little or no success is possible by him. Non-vocal schools, 
presided over by ‘pious Wisdom.’ (618)— The Drill-Sergeant, the one official 
reality. Blessedness of wise drill in every activity of life. The richest and 
deepest element in all practical education. Silent charm of rhythmic human 
companionship. Soldier-drill, the last or finishing touch of all sorts of 
Drilling. Our wise hero Aristocrat, with his private Pield-regiment. The 
issue very certain when it comes so far as that. (621.) — Wide enterprise still 
possible. Pew noble Lords, as noble Lords now are, could do much good in 
it. Much the readiest likelihood for our Aristocrat by title 'would be, to 
coalesce nobly with his ‘two untitled Brothers.’ Were there but three of 
each sort in the whole of Britain, what a ‘ Parliament ’ they might be ! (624.) 
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— Penny-Newspaper Parliaments. Immense body of Laws pressingly wanted, 
and none of mortals knows where to get them. Beyond doubt the vulgar 
noble Lord intends fully to continue his game,— to keep weltering atop, how- 
ever ignominiously. Let us hope he will be wise in time. (625.) 


LATTER STAGE OF THE FRENCH-GERMAN WAR, 1870-71. 

English ignorance of the mutual history of France and Germany. Not 
now a question of mere ‘ magnanimity [ between them, but of practical security. 
Louis XL and Kaiser Max. Burgundy becomes French, (p. 631.) — Francis I. 
tries to become Kaiser. Broken treaties, and ever-recurring strife with 
Charles V. Lets loose the fury and fanaticism of the Tiirlcs upon Christendom 
and the German Empire. Richelieu’s pernicious meddling in the Thirty- 
Years War. (632.) — Louis XIV.’s plunderings and burnings of Europe. 
Belleisle’s and Louis XV. ’s fine schemes for Germany. The Revolution and 
Napoleon I. No nation ever had so bad a neighbour as Germany had in 
France. Germany now at last in a position to see itself righted. Restoration 
of goods basely plundered: Strasburg and Metz, (633.) — -The ‘honour’ of 
France. Her late disgraceful assault on Germany, and its ignominious execu- 
tion. Only repentance can make her what she once was. For the present, 
becoming more and more delirious. Balloons ballasted with lies. The one 
hope for France, to recognise the facts which have come to her, and that they 
came by invitation of her own. (635.) — French ‘men of genius’ and their 
semi-delirious extravagances. The ‘ Insurrection against Sbams ’ indispensable, 
however ugly. The infinitely ‘harder half’ of the battle still more indis- 
pensable, The German race, not; the Gaelic, now to be protagonist in the 
world-drama. Might there not be a Cartouche of Nations fully as likely as a 
‘ Christ of Nations ’ in our time ? (637.) — Lord Carteret once hoped to recover 
Alsace and Lorraine for Germany. Bismarck, and Germany with him, will 
make sure work of it. The ‘ Siege of Paris.’ Considerable misconception as 
to Bismarck long prevalent in England. Not a person of ‘Napoleonic’ ideas. 
Noble, patient Germany at length welded into a Nation, and become Queen 
of the Continent. (639.) 
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Abelard, iii. 562. 

Adieu, i. 629. 

Aliectation, difference between, and gen- 
uine originality, i. 12, 17 ; the bane 
of literature, 241. 

Albert, Prince, Saxon Line of, iii. 528 
(see Ernestine Line ) ; his Horoscope 
and Pedigree, 552. 

Albert, Achilles, Elector of Brandenburg, 
iii. 529. 

Albert, AlciMades, iii. 545. 

Albert the Courageous, iii. 540. 

Albertine Line of Saxon Princes, iii. 540. 

Almacks, high Art at, i. 2S0 ; giim- 
liowers of, to be made living roses of 
Eden, ii. 541. 

Alsace and Lorraine, cession of, to Ger- 
many, iii. 631, 634, 639. 

Ambition, iii. 138, 193, 210, 220. See 
Love of Power. 

American War, the late, iii. 592. 

Amusements, un veracious, iii. 514. 

Anarchy, no victory possible to, iii. 624. 

Animal attachments, iii. 207 ; a wise 
little Blenheim cocker, 208 ; likeness 
to man, 208. 

Antoninus, iii. 591. 

Apologue, the age of, ii, 130. 

Aristocracy, our, a word to, ii. 399 ; 
ominous condition of oixr, iii. 280, 295, 
312 ; an Aristocracy a corporation of 
the Best and Bravest, 290 ; old Feudal 
Aristocracies, 292, 294 ; a glimpse of 
self- vision Lor them, 512 ; by nature 
infinitely imi>ortant to us, 606 ; vocal 
and industrial, 607, 618, 625 ; our 
titled, still looked up to, 601 ; their 
remaining possibilities, 601, 605, 618 ; 
a wide field for younger sons, 601, 602 ; 
the politest kind of nobleman going, 
603 ; born brother to the industrial 
noble, 613 ; and to the teaclung, 625 ; 
vulgar noble lords, intent on their own 
game, 626, 627. 

Arkwright, Richard, historical import- 
ance of, iii. 308. 


Art, biographic interest in, ii. 248 ; 
necessity for veracity, iii. 522, 606, 607. 

Artificial, the, as contrasted with the 
natural, ii. 203. 

Artist, German ideal of the true, i. 48, 
203 ; in History, 500 ; Opera Artists, 
iii. 511. 

Ass, the, and the moon, i. 417. 

Atheism, how, melts into nothingness, i. 
442 ; Pdchter’s Dream of, 559, 560 ; 
an impossibility, ii. 329 ; proselyting 
Atheist, 459, 463. 

August the Strong, of the three hundred 
and fifty-four bastards, iii. 546. 

Bacon, Roger, ii. 112. 

Badness by its nature negative, ii. 275. 
See Evil. 

Bafforiietus, Werner’s parable of, i. 88. 

Baillie the Covenanter, iii. 351-382 ; 
Scotch Encampment on the Hill of 
Dunse, 364 ; domesticities of Kilwin- 
ning, 367 ; Imioeachment and trial of 
Strafford, 371. 

Balaam and his Ass, ii. 400. 

Ballet-girls, iii. 511. 

Balmung, the wonderful Sword, ii. 69. 

Baruardiston, Sir ISTathaniel, iii. 441. 

Barnum, Yankee, methods, iii, 521. 

Battle life a, ii. 227 ; all misunderstand- 
ing* iii. 259. 

Beales, iii. 591, 599 ; answers for the 
Queen’s peace, 597. 

Bede, Venerable, iii. 301. 

Beetle, the, i. 630. 

Beginnings, ii. 239. 

Being, the lordliest Real-Phantasmagory, 
iii. 6. 

Believing, glory of knowing and, i. 371 ; 
mystic power of belief, ii. 216, 222, 
252, 276, 473 ; the least spiritual 
belief conceivable, 463 ; superstitious 
ditto, 515. 

Belleisle’s German schemes, iii. 633. 

Bentley, iii, 574. 

Bernhard of Weimar, iii. 551. 
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Bovserkir rage, deop-liiJden in tke Saxon 
heart, hi. 273. 

Bible, the Hebrew, i. 457 ; ii. 381, 479 ; 
a History of the primeval Church, 

i. 502 ; iMle of World-History, infin- 
ite in meaning as the Divine Mind it 
emblems, iii. 60S ; the truest of books, 

ii. 478. See Israelitish History. 

Biography, a good, almost as rare as a 

well-spent life, i. 3, 513 ; Biography, 

ii. 245-260 ; the basis of all that can 
interest, 248 ; of sparrows and cock- 
chafers, 259 ; need of brevity, 282 ; 
the highest Gospel a Biography, 286 ; 
‘ respectable ’ English Biographies, iii. 
5, 173 ; no heroic Poem but is at bot- 
tom a Biogi’aphy, 170 ; biographie 
worth of a true Portrait, 517* 

Bismarck’s success with Germany, iii. 
590 ; misconception in England as to 
Ms sense and moderation, 639. 

Bolivar, *the Washington of Columbia,’ 

iii. 386. 

Bonaparte, Napoleon, ii. 232, 238, 336 ; 
his ^ Tools to him that can handle 
them,’ our ultimate Political Evangel, 
iii. 84, 179 ; Varnhagen at the Court 
of, 239. 

Boner, and his ICdehtcini ii. 124 ; The 
Frog and the 128. 

Boiipland, M., and how Dr. Francia 
treated him, iii. 394, 432. 

Books, Collections of, hi. 562 ; two kinds 
of, 572, 573. 

Bookseller-System, the, ii. 295, 437. 

Boswell, ii. 256 ; his character and gifts, 
268 ; his true Hero-worship for John- 
son, 271 ; Ms Johnso/iiad, 273 ; no 
infringement of social privacy, 280, 

Bouillon, Duke of, and Francis L, ih. 
632, 634. . 

Bricks, London, iii. 615. 

British Translators, ii. 161 ; Critics, 337. 

Briihl, Henry Count von, i. 298. 

Bruinmel, Beau, ii. 333. 

Bucksldn, the Hon. Hickory, iii. 481. 

Burgundy united to France, iii. 632. 

Burns, i. 233-283 ; his hard conditions, 
237 ; a true Poet-soul, 239 ; like a King 
in exile, 239 ; sincerity, 240 ; his Let- 
ters, 243 ; tenderness and piercing 
emphasis of thought, 246 ; the more 
delicate relations of things, 249 ; indig- 
nation, 252 ; Scots lohct hae, 252 ; Mac-- 
phcrso?is FareAodl, 253 ; Tam O' 
Shmitcr, 254 ; I'he Jolly Beggars, 255 ,* 
his Songs, 255 ; love of country, 259 ; 
passionate youth never became clear 
manhood, 260 ; his estimable Father, 
261 ; hi. 252 ; boyhood, and entrance 
into life, i. 262 ; invited to Edinburgh, 
265 ; Sir Walter Scott’s reminiscence 


of him, 266 ; Excise and Farm scheme, 
269 ; calumny, isolation, death, 271 ; 
his failure chiefly in his own heart, 
277 ; a divine behest lay smouldering 
within him, 281 ; his kinghood and 
kingdom, ii. 287 ; a contemporary of 
Mirabeau, iii. 105 ; mentioned, 269, 
293. 

Byron’s short career, i. 59 ; life-weariness, 
195 ; his manful yet un victorious strug- 
gle, 218 ; far enough from faultless, 
241, 261 ; ii. 15 ; sent forth as a 
missionary to his generation, i. 281 ; 
poor Byron, who really had much 
substance in him, iii. 192. 

Cabanis’s, Dr., metaphysical discoveries, 
i. 478 ; iii. Ill, 

Cagliostro, Count, ii. 475-535 ; a Liar of 
the first magnitude, 481 ; singularly 
prosperous career, 482 ; birth and boy- 
hood, 486 ; with a Convent Apothecary, 
488 ; a touch of grim Humour, 489 ; 
returns to Palermo, 490 ; Forgery and 
eiieral Swindlery, 491 ; a Treasure- 
igging dodge, and consequent flight, 
493 ; quack-talent, 498 ; maiTiago, and 
a new game opened out, 500 ; tem- 
porary reverses, 502 ; potions and love- 
liiltres, 503 ; visits England, and 
rives a prosperous trade in the supei*- 
natural, 504 ; Freemasonry, 505 ; his 
gift of Tongue, 514 ; successes and ex- 
posures, 517 ; how he fleeced the 
Cardinal de Rohan, 522 ; the Diamond- 
Necklace business, 525 ; iii. 23-76 ; 
again in England, ii. 526 ; Goethe’s visit 
to his family at Palermo, 528 ; Cagli- 
ostro’s Workday ended, 533. 

Camille Desmoulins, iii. 154. 

Cant, i. 241 ; ii. 273, 315 ; iii, 127. 

Capital Punishments, iii. 424. 

Carteret’s, Lord, interest in Germanr, iii. 
638. 

Cash-payment, iii. 292, 297. 

Cathedral of Immensity, iii. 407. 

Catherine of Russia, Diderot’s visit to, ii. 
454. 

Celts, the, iii. 301. 

Cervantes, i. 16 ; iii. 177. 

Chancery, Croiii well’s reform of, iii. 568, 
569. 

Change, the inevitable approach of, mani- 
fest everywhere, ii. 209 ; iii. 381, 552 ; 
universal law of, ii. 222, 239, 367. 

Characteristics, ii. 191-227. 

Charlemagne, iii. 5. 

Charles L, vacuous, chimerical letters of, 
iii. 361; judicial blindness, 367 ; at 
Strafford’s Trial, 374 ; his time, 571. 

Charles II., ii. 255 ; desperate return of, 
iii, 599, 604. 
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Cliarlcs Y.’s struggles with Francis I,, 
hi. 632, 635. 

Chartism, hi. 255, 280, 288 ; the history 
of Chartism not mysterious, 312, 
Chatelet, the Marquise du, i. 386 ; her 
utter shamelessness, 387 ; unimagin- 
able death-bed scene, 387. 
Chatham-and-Dover Kail way, hi. 616, 
Cheap and Nasty, hi. 590, 614-617. 
Cheek, Sir Hatton, and Sir Thomas But- 
ton, hi. 502. 

Chesterfield, Lord, Johnson’s Letter to, 

h. 296. 

Childhood, fresh gaze of, i. 454 ; happy 
Unconsciousness of, h. 194. 

Chivalry on the wane, ii. 112, 114: gone, 
123, 216 ; hi. 16. 

Christ, the Bivine Life of, i. 215 ; true 
reverence for his sufferings and death, 
217 ; allusion to by Tacitus, 358; a 
Sanctuary for all the wretched, hi. 38. 
Christian Keligion, ineffaceable record 
of the, i. 408 ; its sacred silent, un- 
fathomable depths, 409 ; Novalis’s 
thoughts, on, 456,, 457 ; how it arose 
and spread abroad among men, 482 ; 
dissipating into metaphysics, ii. 211 ; 
in the new epoch, hi. 589 ; its dead 
body getting buried, 611. 

Church, the, and what it might be, iii. 
286 ; ‘church’ done by machinery, 
320. 

Church History, a continued Holy Writ, 

i, 603 ; Mother-Church a superannuated 
stepmother, ii. 216. 

Circumstances, man not the product of 
his, i. 316 ; the victorious subduer, ii. 
286 ; their inevitable influence, 458 ; 
hi, 183. 

Clive, Robert, iii. 310. 

Cleon the Tanner, iii. 576, 591. 
Clothes-horse, man never altogether a, 
hi. 331. 

Cobbett, William, a most brave jdieno- 
menon, hi. 181, 217. 

Codification, the new trade of, i. 480 ; ii, 
181. 

Coleridge, i. 421. 

Collins’s Peerage, an excellent book for 
diligence and fidelity, hi. 570, 571. 
Colonial Vice- Kings, hi. 601. 

Commons, English House of, hi. 427. 
Commonweal, European, tendency to a, 
ii. 190. See Europe, European Revo- 
lution. 

Commonwealth of England demanded, 
hi. 569, 600. 

Condamine, M. de la, hi. 399. 

Conquest, no, permanent if altogether 
unjust, iii. 278. 

Conscience, the only safehold, ii. 4 ; sin- 
gular forms of, 465 ; not found in 


every character named human, iii. 28, 
315. 

Constancy the root of all excellence, i. 
433. 

Constitution, the English, hi. 304, 307. 

Contagion, sphitual, i. 471. 

Conversation, the phenomenon of, ii. 248, 
407 ; sincere and insincere, 281. 

Cooper, Feniraore, what he might have 
given us, iii. 171. 

Copyright Bill, Petition on the, hi. 331. 

Corn-Law Rhymes, and Rhymer, ii, 875- 
402 ; an earnest, truth-speaking man, 
384 ; his bread-tax philosophy, 388 ; 
primary idea of all poetry, 390 defects 
of manner, 391; glimpses into the 
prophetic Book of Existence, 392; 
the poor workman’s hopeless struggle, 
395 ; Enoch Wray, an inarticulate, 
half-audible Epic, 398. 

Corn-Laws and Sliding-Scales, iii. 382. 

Courage, true, ii. 241, 312. 

Court-life, teetotum terrors of, hi. 22. 

Cramming, University, iii. 562. 

Creation and Manufacture, ii. 196 ; what 
few things are made by man, ih. 11. 
See Man, Invention. 

Creed, every, and Form of Worship, a 
form merely, i. 126. 

Crichton, Lord Sanquhar, iii. 500. 

Criticism, German literary, i. 43 ; the 
Critical Philosophy, 64 ; petty critics, 
226- See British. 

Croker’s, Mr., edition of Bo-mcll, h. 263. 

Cromwell, what he did, ii. 291 ; iii. 289, 
305, 380 ; his worth in history, 566 ; 
his Protectorate, 567 ; dead body hung 
on the gibbet, 604. 

Croydon Races, a quarrel at, iii. 500. 

* Crucify him 1 ’ a considerable feat in 
the suppression of minorities, iii. 473, 
476. 

Crusades, the, i. 483* 

Cui bono, i. 626. 

Currie’s, Br., Life of Burns, i. 234. 

B’Alembert, h. 439, 

Bante, hi. 92, 216. 

Banton, an earthborn, yet honestly born 
of Earth, ih. 85. 

Bavid, King, iii. 610. 

Beath, the seal and immortal consecra- 
tion of Life, i. 277 ; ii. 206 ; Eternity 
looking through Time, 237 ; if not 
always the greatest ex^och, yet the most 
noticeable, 325. 

Defoe, i. 248. 

Democracy, stern Avatar of, ii. 494 ; ih. 
15 ; true meaning of, 288 ; Maccliia- 
velli’s opinion of, 568 ; to complete 
itself, 589. 

Denial and Destruction, i. 194, 370, 
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,410 ; ii. 298, 401, 417, 46^ ; ctoge 
■from, to afiirmation and reconstruction, 
170,218. 

Demostlicnes and Pliocion, iii. 576, 

Denmark, iii. 839. 

Derby, Lord, iii, 601. 

Descriptive power, ii. 257. 

Devil, the, become an emancipated gen- 
tleman, iii. 595 ; constant invocation 
of the, 616. 

D’Ewes, Sir Simonds, High-Sheritf of 
Suffolk, iii. 439 ; his immaculate 
election affidavits, 440 ; Sir Simonds 
sat spotless for Sudbury, 457 ; took 
Notes of the Long Parliament, 457 ; 
purged out with some four or five 
score others, 457 ; value of his Ms. 
Notes, 458. 

Diamond Necklace, the, iii, 1-76 ; the 
various histories of those various Dia- 
monds, 10 ; description of, 12 ; it 
changes hands, 53 ; Diamonds for sale, 
61; extraordinary ‘Necklace Trial,’ 

m. .■ 

Dickson, Colonel, not kicked out, iii, 597. 

Dictatorships, use of, iii. 568. 

Diderot, ii. 413-473 ; his Father, 422 ; 
education, 423 ; precarious manner of 
life, 427 ; his marriage, 432 ; general 
scoundrelism, 434 ; authorship, 435 ; 
his letters, 439 ; incredible activity, 
448 ; garbled proof-sheets, 449 ; free, 
open-handed life in Paris, 452 ; visits 
Petersburg, 454 ; death, 456 ; mental 
gifts, 457 ; a proselyting Atheist, 459 ; 
utter shamelessness and uncleanness, 
465 ,* brilliant talk, 467 ; literary 
facility, 469 ; neither a coward nor in 
any sense a brave man, 472. 

Dilettantism, reign of, ii. 358. 

Diligence, honest, iii. 561, 562. 

Dismal Science, the, iii, 468. 

D due Eight of Kings, and of Squires, 

. i. 381. 

T)h :y, him they call, in. 597. 

Do-notliing, the vulgar, contrasted with 
the vulgar Drudge, ii, 380. 

Dominica, as it is and might he, iii. 602. 

Doring’s Gallery of 'VVeiniar Authors, i. 4. 

Doubt, •withering influence of, i. 194 ; 
inexhaustible material which Action 
•fashions into Certainty, ii. 213. See 
Infidelity, Scepticism. 

Dresden, bombardment of, i. 303. 

Drill, Soldier, iii. 581 ; Sergeant, the, 
621 ; unspeakable value of wise drill, 
621, 622. 

Du Barry’s foiil day done, iii. 14. 

Duelling, ii. 124 ; iii. 495. 

Duke of Trumps, the, and his domestic 
service, iii. 476. 

Bmuout'&Soicveiiirs swr Miraheaic, iii. 88. 


Dunoon’s, Samuel, election affidavits, 
iii. 443. 

Dunse, Scotch Encampment on the Hill 
of, iii. 364. 

Dupes and Impostors, iii. 282. 

Dutton, Sir Thomas, and Sir Hatton 
Cheek, iii. 502. 

Duty, infinite nature of, ii. 302 ; iii. 
183 ; duty-made-easy, ii. 472. 

EdelsUin, See Boner. 

Education, real and so-called, ii. 382 ; 
iii. 317, '321; how young souls are 
trained to livsoiu. poison, 402 ; frightful 
waste of faculty and labour, 510. 

Egalite, Philippe, iii. 45. 

Eighteenth Century, the, prosaic, i. 236, 
277 ; in it all the elements of the 
French Revolution, 373, 411 ; ii. 416, 
438 ; iii. 114 ; an era of Cant, ii. 273 ; 
Hypocrisy and Atheism dividing the 
world between them, ii. 297, 458 ; iii. 
296 ; Industrial victories of, 308. 

Elizabethan Era, iii. 307. 

Eloquence, long-eared, how to acquire 
the gift of, ii. 514. 

Emigration, ii. 224 ; iii. 323. 

Eneeladns betrayed into sudden sneezing, 
iii. 472. 

Enfranchisement, and what it has led to, 
iii. 478. 

England, condition of, question, iii 255, 
262 ; England guilty towards Ireland, 
270, 271 ; Eras of England, 299-311 ; 
whose the proprietorship of England, 
302 ; two tasks assigned, 303 ; educa- 
tion of, 320 ; over -population, 323 ; 
her History worthy of study, 566-572 ; 
piety in, 606 ; History of, an Iliad, or 
even almost a kind of Bible, 610 ; 
needs to be rebuilt once every seventy 
years, 615 ; ‘prestige’ of, on the Con- 
tinent, 617. 

Ense’s, Varnliagen von, Memoirs, iii. 225- 
252 ; his peculiar qualifications, 230 ; 
visit to Jean Paul, 232; fighting at 
Wagram, 237 ; his experiences at the 
Court of Napoleon, 239 ; Ealiel, his 
Wife, a kind of spiritual queen in 
Germany, 243 ; her letters, 244 ; bril- 
liant talk, 246 ; her death, 249. 

Envy, a putrid corruption of sympathy, 
ii. 328. 

Epics, the old, believed Histories, ii. 251 ; 
the true Epic of our Time, 39 S. 

Equality of men, iii. 691. 

Era, a New, began witli Goethe, ii. 237, 
240, 366. See Spiritual. 

Erasmus, i. 24. 

Ernestine Line of Saxon Princes, iii. 537, 
543 ; ill its disintegrated state, 549. 

Error, and how to confute it, i. 423. 
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Etruscan pottery, Hi. 615, 

Europe, like a set of parishes, iii. 197 
modern revolutionary, 281 ; over- 
crowded 326. See Commonweal, Eeiidal. 

Evil, Origin of, sp>eculations on the, ii 
213 ; evil, in the widest sense of the 
word, 215; manfully fronted, Hi 317. 
See Badness, Eight and Wrong. 

Exeter-Hall twaddle, iii 424, 465. 

Eyre, Governor, rabid persecution of, iii 
598. 

Fables, Four, i 627 ; the fourteenth 
century an age of Fable, ii 130. 

Fact, the smallest historical, contrasted 
with the grandest fictitious event, ii 
255, 276. See Keality. 

Faith. See Believing. 

Fame, no test of merit, i. 185 ; the fan- 
tastic article so called, ii, 307. See 
Popularity. 

Fate, different ideas of, i. 349 ; of 
Sophocles, iii 510. 

Fault, what we mean by a, i. 226, 227. 

Faust, Goethe’s, emphatically a work of 
Art, i. 136 ; the story a Christian my- 
thus, 138 ; several attempts to body it 
forth, 138 ; Goethe’s success, 139 ; his 
conception of Mephistopheles, 140 ; of 
Faust himself, 141 ; of Margaret, 145 ; 
the original legend, ii. 135 ; like a 
death-song of departing worlds, 363. 

Ferguson on Roman History, iii. 565. 

Feudal Europe, old, fallen a-dozing to 
die, ii 494. 

Fichte’s notion of the Literary Man, i 
49 ; his Philosophy, 65, 441. 

Fiction, and its kinship to lying, ii 
251 ; iii. .608. 

Flunky, the white, the flower of nomadic 
servitude, iii. 476. 

Fontaine, La, iii 231. 

Foolishest, the, of existing mortals, ii. 250. 

Formica-leo, natural history of the, ii. 452. 

Fortuna, i. 631. 

Fouque, Friedrich de la Motte, parent- 
age, life and writings of, i. 581-585. 

Fourteenth and Fifteenth Centuries, 
German Literature of the, ii 105-156. 

‘Four eights,’ the reformed workman’s, 
iii. 613^ 616. 

Fourth Estate, beginnings of the, ii. 304 ; 
its energetic youth, 436. 

Fox, George, i. 62. 

France, scandalous condition of, iii 605. 

France and Germany, mutual history of, 
iii 631-635; French ‘loss of honour,’ 
635 ; delirious mendacity, 635 ; ‘ men 
of genius,’ 636 ; given up to a strong 
delusion, 637. 

Francis L’s broken treaties and strife 
with Germany, iii. 632, 634. 

Misc. iir. 


Francia, Dr., iii 383-484 ; the notahlesi. 
of South- American Dictators, 393 ; 
parentage and schooling, 402 ; perhaps 
the justest Advocate that ever took 
briels in that distant country, 405 ; au 
unjust judge discomfited 409 ; hypo- 
chondria, 411 ; Secretary of a Paraguay 
National Congress, 413 ; retires into 
privacy, 414 ; his personal appearance, 
and library, 415 ; gets himself declared 
Dictator, 416 ; a conspiracy detected, 
and forty persons executed, 418 ; two 
harvests in one season, 419 ; his lease 
of Paraguay, 421 ; Funeral Euiogiiim, 
423 ; his message to the English 
Nation, 427; his ‘Workman’s Gal- 
lows,’ 429 ; mode of life, 431 ; treat- 
ment of M. Bonplaiid, 433 ; rumoured 
quarrel with his Father, 433 ; his life 
of labour ended, 434. 

Frederick, Elector, der Streithare, Hi. 528. 

Frederick the Pacific, iii. 528 ; differences 
with Kunz von Ivaufungen, 530 ; his 
two children stolen and recovered, 532. 

Frederick the Wise, who saved Luther 
from the Diet of Worms, iii. 539, 

Frederick, August, the big Xing of 
Poland, iii. 5-46. 

Frederick the Great at Dresden, i. 300, 
803 ; his fiivour for La Motte Fouque, 
581; Voltaire’s visit to, 383 ; Ms 
notion of Shakspeare, 404 ; a Philo- 
sophe King, ii. 445. 

Freedom, a higher, than freedom from 
oppression, i. 492, 

Freemasonry, Cagliostro’s, ii. 506. 

Free Trade, in all senses and to all 
lengths, Hi. 590, 613. 

French poetry, i. 405 ; philosophy, 414, 
477 ; Revolution, not yet completed, 
Hi. 281 ; Convention, 289 ; Priesthood 
destroyed, 291, 

Friendship, in the old heroic sense, i. 274. 

Fugger Anton, of Augsburg, ii. 141. 

Gadarenes Swinery, iii, 474. 

Gallows, terror of the, Hi. 69 ; Dr. Fran- 
cia’s ‘ workman’s gallows,’ 429. 

Genius ever a secret to itself, ii. 196, 
200 ; Hi. 190. See Original Man. 

Gentleman, modem, and meagre Pattern- 
Figure, iii. 3. See Respectability. 

George, Duke, of Saxony, whom Tmtlier 
thought so little of, iii. 541. 

German Literature, State of, i. 23-73 ; 
foreign ignorance of, 25 ; charge of 
bad taste, 32 ; German authors not 
specially poor, 37 ; high character of 
German poetry, 54 ; charge of Mys- 
ticism, 59 ; Iri'eligion, 71 ; First era 
of German Literature, ii. 109, 167 ; 
physical science unfolds itself, 112 ; 
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Didactic period, 114 ; Eable literature, 
130 ; oil all bands an aspect of full 
progress, 138 ; rudiments of a new 
spiritual era, 170 ; for two centuries 
in the sere leaf, 358. 

Germany become honourably Prussian, 
iii. 690. 

Germany and Prance, mutual history of, 
iii. 631-636 ; Germany welded into a 
nation, 639. 

Gesta Bonmorum^ the, ii, 130, 133. 

Gigmanity, literary, i. 537 ; ii. 342. 

Gin, the most authentic demon in our 
times, iii. 276. 

Girondins, the, iii. 314. 

Glasgow Thugs, iii. 256, 276, 280. 

Glasnevin, in Ireland, iii 620. 

God, the Living, no cunningly-devised 
fable, ii. 461 ; judgments of, 496. 

Godlike, the, vanished from the world, 
ii 217. 

Goethe’s pictorial criticism i. 54 ; Ms 
Poetry, 55 ; his Works, 177-230 ; his 
Autobiography, 183 ; unexampled re- 
putation, 185 ; the Teacher and Ex- 
emplar of his age, 187 ; Werter and 
Gotz 'Don Berliehingen^ 189, 195 ; iii. 
196 ; his notions on suicide, i. 199 ; 
Wilhelm Meister, 201-217 ; spiritual 
manhood, 218 ; singularly emblematic 
intellect, 219 ; a master of Humanity 
and of Poetry, 220 ; not a * German 
Voltaire,’ 223-225; his faults, 226 ; 
Sketch of his life and works, 610- 
622 ; his prose, 553 ; his intercourse 
with Schiller, ii. 51 ; Goethe’s Portrait, 
231 ; Death of Goethe, 233-243 ; be- 
ginning of a New Era, 237 ; Goethe’s 
Works, 823-374; his greatness, 336 ; 
his WahrheU und Vichtung, 339 ; 
childhood and [parentage, 343 ; his 
father’s hatred of the French Army, 
345 ; beautiful Gretchen, 350 ; at Leip- 
zig University, 351 ; studies for the 
Law, 353 ; the good Prederike, 354 ; 
Goethe’s goodness and badness, 355 ; 
the German Chaos, 358 ; first literary 
productions, 360 ; settles in Weimar, 
361 ; inward life as recorded in his 
Writings, 362, 363; tribute from 
Fifteen Englishmen, 364 ; his spiritual 
significance, 371 ; a contemporary of. 
Mirabean, iii. 105 ; on Eeverence and 
Education, 579, 680 ; his Mason’s 
Song, 685 ; his notion about the 
Christian Religion, 611 ; non- vocal 
schools, 620. See Fcmsl, Hdem,^ 
JSfovelle, The Tale^ Madame de Stael. 

Goldsmith, i. 192 ; h. 308. 

Good, no, that is possible but shall one 
day be real, ii. 222 ; in Goodness the 
surest instinct for the Good, 497. 


Good Man, the, ever a mystic creative 
centre of Goodness, ii. 397 ; the work- 
ing of the good and brave endures 
literally forever, iii. 252. See Man. 

Gottsehed, Goethe’s interview with, ii 
352. 

Government, true, the showing what to 
do,ii. 496. 

Graphic, secret of being, ii. 257. 

Gray, i. 192. 

Great Men, the Fire-pillars of the world, 

ii. 10, 238, 285, 367 ; and Fire-eaters, 

iii. 178 ; on the Greatness of, ii. 327 ; 
iii. 176. See Man. 

Greek Consecration of the Flesh, ii. 480 ; 
History, iii. 564, 665. 

Grillparzer’s, Franz, superior merits for 
a playwright, i. 326 j 'his worst Play, 
the Ahnfran, 327 ; his uS^onig Ottokars 
Glvjch vm.d Ende^ 329. 

Grimm, ii. 441. 

Gunpowder, invention and benefit of, 
ii. 143. 

Half-and-halfness, ii. 16, 300, 462; 
the one thing wholly despicable and 
forgetable, 480. 

Hampden, John, iii. 437. 

Happiness-controversy, the foolish, ii, 
29 ; illustration of the ‘ Greatest-Hap- 
piness’ principle, 604. 

Hater, a good, still a desideratum, i, 252. 

Hatred an inverse ioVe, ii. 328, 

HazHtt, ii. 218. 

Health, meaning and value of, iii. 181, 
191 ; the highest temporal good, 583. 

Heart, a loving, the begiiming of know- 
ledge, ii. 257, 332. 

Heath’s, Carrion, Life of Oliver Cromwell, 
iii 438. 

Heeren, Professor, and his ruh-a-dub 
style of moral-sublime, i. 287. 

Heldenhuch, the, ii. 59 ; specimen of the 
old poetry, 61 ; connection with the 
Nihelungen, 67. 

Helena, Goethe’s, a dainty little Phan- 
tasmagoria, i. 132 ; half-literal, hall- 
parabolic style, 133 ; Helena, part of a 
continuation of Faxist, 136 ; introduc- 
tory Notice by the Author, 146, 147 ; 
condensed elucidatory sketch of the 
poem, with extracts, 145-174. 

Helvetius’s game-preserves, ii. 442. 

Hengst and Horsa, ii. 411 ; iii. 300. 

Henri II., how, got Metz, iii. 634. 

Heptarchy, the, iii, 589. 

Herbert, Philip, and James Ramsay, iii. 
500. 

Herder, i. 553 ; ii. 356. 

Heroic poems and heroic lives, i. 281, 
513 ; ii. 477. 

Heroisms, why, are not done now, iii. 513. 
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Hero-worsliip perennial in the human 
hosom, ii. 273; iii. 167 ; almost ' the 
only creed that can never grow obsolete, 
ii. 328; 

Heyne, Life of, i. 285-317 ; parentage, 
boyhood and extreme penury, 289 ; a 
poor incipient gerund-grinder, 293 ; a 
'school-triumph, 294 ; miseries of a poor 
scholar, 295 ; his edition of Tibullus, 
300 ; first interview with Theresa 
■Weiss, 301 ; driven from Dresden by 
the Prussian bombardment, 303 ; mar- 
ries, 305 ; his Wife's devoted courage, 
306 ; appointed to a professorship in 
Gottingen, 306 ; his Wife's death, 
310 ; marries again, 311 ; University 
labours, 312 ; death, 314 ; successful 
struggle with adversity, iii. 575. 

Higgins, General O’, Director of Chile, 
iii. 390. 

History, on, i. 493-505 ; the basis of all 
knowledge, 495 ; vain Philosophies of, 
495 ; ii. 249 ; the more important 
part of, lost without recovery, i. 498 ; 

ii. 11 ; artists and artisans of, i. 500 ; 
infinity, 501 ; ii. 438 ; the history of 
a nation’s Poetry, the essence of its 
entire doings, 166 ; History the essence 
of innumerable Biographies, 249 ; the 
true Poetry, 277 ; what things are 
called ‘Histories,’ 278 ; iii. 5; on 
History again, ii. 403-412; the Mess- 
age from the whole Past to each man, 
406 ; Universal History the Autobio- 
graphy of Mankind, 409 ; the grand 
sacred Epos, or Bible of World- History, 

, 478 ; Scott’s Historical Novels, iii. 
214 ; unspeakable value of coiitem- 
mrary memoirs, 360 ; of a sincere 
Portrait, 517 ; who is a Historical Cha- 
racter, 523 ; study of, 565. 

Hitzig’s Lives of Hofimann and Werner, 
i. 78. ^ 

Hoffmann’s quick eye and fastidious 
feelings, i. 107 ; his life, character and 
writings, 592. 

Hohenstauffen Emperors, last of the, ii. 
109. 

Hohenzollerns, .the Brandenburg, and 
their talent for annihilating rubbish, 

iii. 645. 

Holbach, Baron d’, ii. 443 ; his Philo- 
sophes and Philosophesses, 449. 

Holies, John, and his quarrel with. 
Gervase Markham, iii. 496. 

Home-poetry, i. 243, 257. 

Homer, i. 248 ; ii. 101. 

Hoop, Pere, ii. 449. 

Hope’s, Mr., Essay on the Origin and 
Prospects of Man, ii. 220. 

Horn’s, Franz, merits as a literary his- 
torian. i. 23. 


Horse, the, willing to work can find food 
and shelter, iii. 269 ; Laissez-faire 
applied to horses, 274. 

Horsemanship, Gaucho, iii.^ 407. 

Horses, Farmer Hodge’s, iii. 481. 

Hume’s scepticism, i. 68, 442 ; ii. 236 ; 
Hume and Johnson contrasted, 321 ; 
fifteen Atheists at one cast, 459. 

Humility^ Christian, i. 409 ; blessed are 
the humble, they that are not known, 
iii. 251. 

Humour, sensibility the essence of, i. 
14, 253 ; the finest perfection of poetic 
genius, ii. 38. 

Huss, John, ii. 144. 

Hypociisy, old-established, iii. 598. 

Idea, society the embodiment of an, ii. 
203 ; great men, iii. 179. See Man. 

Idealism, i. 439. 

Ideals, iii. 294. 

Idleness, doom of, iii. 266 ; how it 
inevitably rots, 470 ; Black and White 
idleness, 487. 

Tgnavia, the general demon of, iii. 474. 

Ignorant, right of the, to he guided by 
the Wise, iii. 288. 

Iliad, Homer’s, iii. 608. 

Impossibility, every genius an, till he 
appear, i. 245 ; Mirabeau’s notion of 
impossibilities, iii, 116. 

Impossible, not a good word to have 
often in the mouth, iii. 316. See New. 

Imposture, Empire of, in flames, iii. 73. 

Improvisators, literary, i. 422 ; iii, 217. 

Indignation, i. 252. 

Industrialisms, English, iii. 303. 

Infidelity, ii 298. 

Inheritance, infinite, of every human 
soul, ii 540. 

Injustice, the one thing utterly intoler- 
able, iii. 277, 280 ; nothing unjust can 
continue in this world, 284, 294. 

Inspiration still possible, ii. 170, 193, 
238, 253. 

Intellect, celebrated march of, ii. 207 ; 
what might be. done, with intellect 
enough, iii. 361, 380. 

Intellects, twenty-four million, awakened 
into action, iii. 319. 

Inventions, human, i. 414, 482 ; German 
contributions to the general store, ii. 
142 ; Irish ditto, 255. 

Invisible World, the, within and about 
ns, i. 443. 

Ireland, tragic mismanagement of, iii. 
270 ; Irish national character degraded, 
270 ; England invaded by Irish desti- 
tution, 271 ; a black, 467. 

Irving, Death of Edward, ii. 539, 

Israelitish History, sifuiificance of, i, 
214; ii. 473. See Bible. 
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ItiivHde, Hhe Napoleon of Mexico/ 
iii. 385, 

Jacobis, tlie two, i. 42, 553. 

Jamaica Coniraittee, the, iii, 598. 

James L, iii. 499, 501. 

Jenny Geddes’s stool, flight of, iii, 353, 
364. 

Jesuits, skill and zeal of the, ii. 424 ; 
Jesuitism sick unto death,* 444 ; iii. 
403 ; Jesuit Goorgel, 18. 

John of Leyden, — of Bromwicham, iii. 
591, 598. 

Joliiison’s, Dr., preventive against had 
biographies, i. 3 ; his sound practical 
sense, 192 ; a small occurrence, ii. 256 ; 
Boswell’s Life of Johnson, 261-322 ; 
his existence a reality which ho trans- 
acted aioalce, 285 ; poverty and sore 
ohstruction, 287 ; boyish turn for 
royalty, 288 ; college mortifications 
and stubhorn pride, 288 ; his brave- 
hearted Wife, 291 ; a literary career, 
293 ; letter to Lord Chesterfield, 296 ; 
his distracted era, and manful honesty, 
297 ,' his Parliamentary Debates, 304 ; 
tears of sacred triumph, 306 ; a little 
circle around the Wise man, 308 ,* the 
conservation of what was genuine in 
Toryism, 311 ; a bravo man, 312 ; a 
clear hater of Cant, 315 ; merciful, 
affectionate nature, 315 ; market-place 
at Uttoxeter, 317 ; politeness, 319 ; 
prejudices, 320 ; Johnson and Hume, 
321 ; his house in Gough Square, 
a visit to, 305 : mentioned, iii. 297, 
603. 

John the Steadfast, iii. 539. 

John Predei-ick the Magnanimous, iii. 
540, 543, 544, 549. 

Joiison’s, Ben, war-tiiek, iii. 502. 

Juiiers, siege of, iii. 503. 

Kant’s Philosophy, i. 63, 439 ; Schiller*s 
opinion of, ii. 49 ; two things that 
strike one dumb, hi. 611, 612. 

Kaiifungen, Kunz von, iii. 529, 554 ; 
exasperations with Elector Frederick, 
530 ; steals his two Sons, 532 ; be- 
headed, 534. 

Keats’s weak-eyed sonsihility, i. 249. 

Kempis, Thomas a, ii. 138. 

Kepler’s true love of wisdom, i. 374. 

Kings, Nature’s, and their poor dog- 
hutch kingdoms, ii. 2S7 ; a true man 
tend to be King of his own world, 
iii. 421 ; and slaves, 269. See Original 
, Man. 

Kingship and politeness, iii. 603. 

Kliiigcinann, Dr. August, the most in- 
disputable of playwrights, i. 332, 333 
his Ahamer, 333 ; Fausts and his 


melodramatic contract with the Devil, 
335. 

Klopstock, i. 40, 553 ; his Allegory of 

: The Two Muses, ii. 184. 

Knaves, given a world of, what must 
come of it, ii. 226. 

Know thyself, ii. 478. 

Knox, John, one of the truest of the true, 
iii. 184 ; Wilkie’s picture of, a worth- 
less failure, 522 ; author of the Puritan 
revolution, 567 ; his influence on S(!ot- 
land, 567 ; beautiful Scotch humour 
in him, 584. 

Kotzebue, August von, a warning to all 
playwrights, i. 325; ii. 182, 185; iii, 

.'■ ■177... ' ' ' ■ 

LAbottr, and free Effort, ii. 215 ; infinite 
significance of, 479 ; true organisation 
of, iii. 471 ; only the Noble labour 
willingly with their whole strength, 
472. See Work, Working Classes. 

Laissez-faire, iii. 265 ; applied to horses, 
274 ; as good as done its part in many 
provinces, 286, 326 ; when a reasonable 
cry, 287. 

Lamotte-Valois, the Countess de, ii. 524 ; 
her pedigree, birth, cliaracter and 
career, iii. 26-72. 

Laughter, worth of true, iii. 514, 

Lavater and Cagliostro, ii. 516. 

Leopold of Anhalt- Dessau, iii. 550. 

Lessing, i. 40, 

Letter- writing, conventional, iii. 199 ; 
subjective, 245 ; veracious, 359 ; vacu- 
ous and inane, 360. 

Liberty, what really meant by, iii, 594 ; 
new definitions of, 610. 

Life, a means to an end, ii. 195 ; infinite 
mystery of, 477 ; iii. 6. See Man. 

Lion. See Soirees. 

Literary Men, a perpetual x>^'i6sthood, 
i 50, 357, 488 ; ii. 15, 188, 435 ; de- 
sirable to pay them by the quantity 
they do not write, iii. 171. See News- 
p)aper Editors. 

Literature, the influence of, i. 357 ; ii. 
189 ; diseased self-consciousness, 211 ; 
froth and substance, 258 ; iii. 399 ; do- 
main of Belief, ii. 416 ; literaiy sham- 
pooings, iii. 196, 213 ; flesh-flies, 205 ; 
extempore writing, 215 ; subjective 
wi'iting, 245 ; its rapid fermentations, 
607, 608. See Read. 

Locke, and his followers, i. 67 ; paved 
the way for banishing Religion from 
the world, 193, 477 ; wrote his Fssmj 
in a Dutch garret, 278. 

Lockhart’s Lite of Burns, i. 233 ; of 
Scott, iii. 170. 

London, houses and house-building, iii. 
615. 




mmx. 


677 


Loffic, tlie niahli^lit of, i. 486 j logic and 
its liinits, il 197, 460 ; iii. 82. See 
^Metaphysics, 

Lope de Vega, iii. 177. 

Loais XL, and Kaiser Max, iii. 631. 

Lon is XI '/.’s idimderiiigs of Europe, iii. 
()-33, 63-1. 

* Louis XV., ungodly ago of, i. 411 ; ii. 
418, 445; iii. 17 ; iiis ^ amende hornr- 
(Me to God,' 21 ; Ids German schemes, 
633. 

Love the beginning of all things, ii. 257, 
332. 

Luther’s prose a half-battle, i. 553 ; his 
iove of music and poetry, ii. 3 ; before 
the Diet of Worms, 4 ; his Psalm, 6 ; 
his Life the latest prophecy of the 
Eternal, iii. 538. 

Macchiavelli’s opinion of Democracy, 
iii. 668. 

Machinery, Age of, i. 473 ; ii. 457 ; 
supernatural, 252. See Mechanical. 

Maepherson, i. 253. 

Magi, Oriental, books of the, ii. 479. 

Magna Charta, iii. 304. 

Mahomet, iii. 421. 

Maids, old and young, Richter’s appeal 
to, i. 558. 

Malthusian controversies, iii. 324. 

Man the clearest symbol of the Divinity, 

ii. 329 ; the life of every man a Poem, 
and Revelation of Infinity, 477 ; iii. 
6. See Good, Great, Microcosm, 
Original Man, 

Manchester, its squalor and despair not 
forever inseparable from it, iii. 308 ; 
once organic, a blessing instead of an 
affliction, 323. i . 

Manhood, i. 263 ; suffrage, iii. 691. 

Marie- Antoinette, iii. 15, 25, 37, 67. 

Marriage-law, strange state of the, in 
Germany, i. 114 ; the Marriage- cove- 
nant, ii. 463 ; marriage by the month, 

iii. 479. 

i\larlborough, and the History of Eng- 
land, iii. 609. 

j^Iartin, General San, and his march over 
^ the Andes, iii. 387. 

Martial- Law,' the unseen basis of all laws 
whatever, iii. 598, 599, 

Masterslnp and servaiitship the only de- 
livery from Tyranny and Slavery, iii. 
475, 478, 488. 

Max, Kaiser, and Louis XL , iii. 631. 

Maxwell, James, and his insolent sardonic 
ways, iii. 499. 

Mayflower, sailing of the, iii. 306. 

Mechanical Philosophy, i. 192 ; its 
inevitable Atheism, ii. 460. See 
Machinery. 

Mechanism disiurbing labour, iii. 274. 


Medoa-caldron, the, iii. 420. 

Meditation, ii. 196. .See Silence. 

Memoirs, value of, if honest, ii. 412; iii. 
228, 230, 360. ' 

Memory, no wise, without wise Oblivion, 
ii. 4io ; iii. 459 ; the strange alchemy 
of, 360, 3S0. 

Mendelsolin, author of Plimdon, i. 42. 

Mercliant Princes of Germany, ii. 139. 

Mercifiiliiess, true, ii. 316. 

Merit, Lord Palmerston’s notion of, iii. 
619. 

Metaphysics, the disease of, perennial, 
ii. 213 ; the forerunner of good, 224. 

Metz, German claim to, iii. 634, 635. 

Microcosm, Man a, or epitomised mirror 
of the Universe, ii. 274, 418. See 
Man. 

Might and Right, iii. 259, 283, 302. 
See Rights. 

Mignon, Goethe’s exquisite delineation 
of, 1. 570. 

Millenniums, iii. 505. 

Milton, i. 278 ; iii. 216 ; mnte Miltons, 
182. 

Minnesingers. See Swabian Era. 

Minorities, down to minority of one, iii. 
473. 

Mirabeaii, iii. 77-142 ; by far the best 
gifted of all the notables of the French 
Revolution, 86 ; his Father, the tough 
choleric old Friend of Men, 91 ; the 
Mirabeaus from Florence, 92 ; a notable 
kindred, exempt from blockheads but 
liable to blackguards, 93 ; talent for 
choosing Wives, 94 ; gruff courtier- 
ship, 95 ; at the Battle of Oasano, 96 ; 
of the whole strange kindred, no 
stranger figure than the Friend of Men, 
98 ; his literary and other gifts and 
eccentricities, 99 ; his domestic diffi- 
culties, and Rhadaman thine struggles, 
101 ; birth of Gabriel Honore, last of 
the Mirabeaus, 104; education, the 
scientific paternal hand 'Dcrsm Nature 
and others, 105 ; sent to boarding- 
school, 107 ; banished to Saintes ; 
fresh misdemeanours ; Lettre de Gaehe% 
and the Isle of Rhe, 110 ; fighting in 
Corsica, 111 ; tlie old Marquis’s critical 
survey of his strange ofispring, 112 ; 
the General Overturn, 114 ; the one 
man who might have saved France, 
115 ; marriage, 117 ; banished to 
Manosque, 119 ; in the castle of If, 
120; a stolen visit from* his Brother, 
121 ; at Pontarlier, 123 ; Mij*a])eau and 
Sophie Monnier escape into Holland, 
12.5 ; in the castle of Vincennes, 129 ; 
before the Besaiicton and Aix Parle- 
ments, 131 ; tlio world’s esteem now 
quite against him, 133; Stutos-General, 
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Ills flinging-iip of tlie liarulful of dust, 
136 ; deputy for Aix, 133 j victory 
and death, 139, 

Miracles, the age of, now and ever, ii. 226. 

Miseiy not so much the cause as the effect 
of Immorality, ii. 496, See Wretched- 
ness. 

Moderation, and other fine names, ii. 16. 
See Half-aiid-halfiiess. 

Moral Sense, the, a perennial miracle, 
iiLail. 

More’s, Hannah, anti-German trumpet- 
blast, il 160. 

liloritz, Elector, and his superior jockey- 
ship, hi. 542. 

Moses, the Hebrew outlaw, i. 358. 

Miiller, Friedrich, i. 139. 

Mtillner, Dr., supreme over playwrights, 

i. 341 ; his Newspaper qualifications, 
852. 

Musaus, Johann August, his life and 
writings, i. 575 ; his FolksmdJirchen, 
578 ; moral and intellectual character, 
579. 

Music, Luther’s love of, ii. 3 ; divinest 
of all the utternnees allowed to man, 
iii, 509 ; condemned to madness, 613. 

Mystery, deep significance of, ii. 205 ; 
mystical and intellectual enjoyment of 
an object, 488, 535. 

Mysticism, i. 59, 438, 467. 

Mytiiologies, the old, once Philosophies, 

ii. 251. Bee Pan, Sphinx. 

Faigeon’s Life of Diderot, ii. 419. 

Fames, inextricable confusion of Saxon 
princely, iii. 537 ; Mirabeau’s expres- 
sive Ficknames, 135. 

Fapoleon’s treatment of Germany, iii. 
633. 

Farratives, difference between mere, and 
the broad actual History, i. 499 ; the 
grand source of our modern fictions, ii. 
130 ; mimic biographies, 2.50 ; narra- 
tive, the stapde of speech, 40S, 

Fatioiial characteristics, i. 25, 229, 257 ; 

iii. 183. 

Future, not dead matter, but the living 
mysterious Garment of the Unseen, i. 
444 ; ii. 195 ; iii. 6, 59 ; Book of, i. 
501 ; iii. 403 ; successive Revelations, 
i 504. 

Fecessity, siihmission to, ill 259, 278. 

Feedlcwomcii, distressed, iii. 477, 592, 

Fegro population, our, up to the ears in 
pumpkins, ill 465 ; need to be emanci- 
pated from their indolence, 469, 484 ; 
the Fegro alone of will men can live 
among men civilhe<'l, 471 ; injustices 
of Negro slavery, 471 ; how to abolish 
them,' 480, 487 ; Black Adscripti gleheSj ■ 
489. 


Fetherlands, wars in the, iii. 502. 

Few, growth of the, iii. 291 ; Nov/ Eras, 
299 ; all 7ieio things strange and unex- 
pected, 310. 

Fibelimgen Lied, the, il 53-103 ; an old 
German Epos of siagiilar poetic interest, 
70 ; extracts, and condensed sketch of 
the Poem, 73, 74 ; antiquarian re- 
searches info its origin, 96. 

Figger Question, the, iii 461-492, 592- 
594. 

Fight-Moth, Tragedy of the, i. 625. 

Fineteeiith Century, our poor, and its 
indestructible Romance, iii. 6 ; at once 
destitute of faith and terrified at scep- 
ticism, 190, 195 ; an age all calculated 
for strangling of heroisms, 513. See 
Present Time, European Revolution. 

Fobility, /p-, I 275 ; hi 472. 

Fobleness, old, may become a new reality, 
i 491, See Aristocracy. 

Fomadism, iii. 47 6_, 479. 

Forman Fobles, hi 278 ; Formans and 
Saxons originally of one stock, 803 ; 
invasion, the, 589. 

Forth, Mr. Henry, of Mildenhall, iii. 
441. 

Fovalis’s perplexity with Wilhelm Mm- 
ter^ i. 207, 455 ; speculations on 
French Philosophy, 414 ; account of, 
419-467 ; parentage and youth, 427, 
428 ; death of his first love, 430 ; 
literary labours, 435 ; illness and death, 

' 436, 437 ; his Idealism, 443 ; extracts 
from his Lehrlinge zu Bais^ &c., 445, 
446 ; Philosophic Fragments, 453, 464 ; 
Kyvmis to the ISfight, and Heinrich wn 
Ofterdingen, 458, 459 ; intellectual and 
moral characteristics, 465. 

Nomlle^ translated from Goethe, ii. 673- 

688 . 

Fovels, Fashionable, ii. 250 ; partially 
living, 253 ; what they must come to, 
416 ; Scott’s Historical Fovels, hi. 214. 

Newspaper- Editors, the Mendicant Fj'iars 
of these days, i. 488 ; their unwearied 
straw-thrashing, hi. 210. See Fourth 
Estate. 

Obedience, duty of, iii. 315. 

Oblivion, the dark page on which Me- 
mory writes, ii. 410, See Memory. 

Obscene wit, ii. 451. 

Oliva, the Demoiselle d’ , iii. 46. 

Opera, the, in. 509-514. 

Oratory and Rhetoric, ii. 198. 

Original Man, difficulty of understanding 
an, i. 224, 226, 245, 421 ; il 10 ; iii 
79, 141, 243 ; the world’s injustice, i. 
282, 359 ; ii. 292 ; uses of, 238, 241, 
243, 334 ; iii. 425 ; no one with abso- 
lutely no originalit}', ii. 282 ; an 
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cvi£:inal ScouDclrel, 481 ; the world’s 
wealth consists solely in its original 
men, and what they do for it, iii. 80. 
See Man. 

Over-population, iii. 323 ; ‘ preventive 
check/ 324 ; infanticide, 326 ; Emi- 
gration, 326. 

Overend-Gurney Bankruptcies, iii. 616. 

Palmekston’s, Lord, notion of merit, 
iii. 619. 

Pan, the ancient symbol of, ii. 274. 
Paper, rag-, invention of, ii. 144. 
Paradise, the dream of, ii. 215. 

Paraguay and its people, iii. 405. 

Ikiris, Siege of, iii. 633, 639. 

Parker, Sir Philip, iii 441. 

Parliament, insufficiency of, hi 257 ; 
Parliament during the last century, 
296 ; lighting by Parliamentary Elo- 
quence, 307 ; Parliamentary Radical- 
ism, 3i2 ; Parliament, Long, an Elec- 
tion to the, 435-460 ; Samuel Dimcon’s 
affidavits concerning the election for 
Suiiblk, 443 ; ‘short' and true relation’ 
of the same by Sir Siinonds D’Ewes, 
450 ; his valuable Notes of the Long 
Parliament, 457 ; Penny-Newspaper, 
625. See Commons, ka, 

Pascal and Novalis, resemblances be- 
tween, i. 466. 

Past, the, the fountain of all Knowledge, 

i. 500 ; ii. 406 ; the true Past never 
dies, 223 ; iii. 380 ; sacred interest of, 

ii. 256, 276. 

Patrons of genius, and convivial Maece- 
nases, i. 270 ; patronage twice cursed, 
274 ; ditto twice blessed} ii, 295. 
Pauperism, ii. 395. 

Peerage, the English, once a noble reality, 

iii. 670. 

Peoples’-Books, ii. 156. 

Periodical Windmills, i. 4,75. 

Permanency in human relations the basis 
of all good, iii. 479. 

Philosophes, the French, ii. 415, 438. 
Philosophy teaching by Experience, i. 

496 ; ii. 249. See Kant. 

Phoeion’s opposition to Demosthenes, hi. 
576. 

Phosxffioros, Werner’s parable of, i. 96. 
Playwrights, German and English, i. 
321 ; tricks of the trade, 327, 332, 
345. 

Pleasure, personal, i. 412, 489 ; ii. 32. 
Plebs, wild liorse of a, hi. 626. 

Poetic culture, i. 34, 47, 202, 245. 

Poetrv, the true end of, i. 56, 243, 288, 
455 ; h. 15, 166, 188 ; hi. 509 ; English 
and German poetry mutually illustra- 
tive, -i. 57 ; Poetry can never die, 72 ; 
not a mere stimulant, 193, 228, 487 ,* 


our theories and genetic histories of, 

ii. 110 ; poetiy as Apologue, 130 j what 
implied by a nation’s Poetry, 165, 
Epic, 251; present condition of, 377 ; 
the life of each man a Poem, 477 ; 
what, hi. 608-610. 

Poland, iii. 605. 

Politeness, Johnson’s, ii. 319. 

Poor-Law Amendment Act, iii. 264; 
laudable as a 7/ri^/~trutli, damnable as 
a whole, 266 ; whoever will not work 
ought not to live, 269. 

Popularity and Originality, i. 224, 498, 
509 ; iii. 176 ; fell poison of popular 
applause, ii. 541 ; iii. 192. See Fame. 

Portraits, Project of a National Exhibi- 
tion of Scottish, iii. 517-524. 

Poverty, the lot of many poets and wise 
men, i. 278 ; advantages from, 279, 
527, 529 ; Chiistiau- Orthodoxy’s dread 
ol’, ii. 267. 

Power, love of, iii. 420. See Ambition. 

Present Time, the, i 472 ; ii. 207, 214 ; 
in pangs of travail with the New, 218 ; 
the Present the living sum -total of the 
whole Past, 223, 327. See Nineteenth 
Century. 

Prestige, iii. 617. 

Pride’s Pinge, iii. 457. 

Priest and Philosopher, old healtliy 
identity of, i. 504 ; ii. 205. 

Priesthoods, iii. 290. 

Printing, invention of, h. 143. 

Prinzenraub, the, iii. 527-555. 

Property, what is, ih. 292 ; none eternal 
but God the Maker’s, 302. 

Prose, good, better than bad Rhyme, ii. 
401. 

Protestantism, modern, i. 116. 

Public Opinion, Force of, i. 413, 490. 

Publishing Societies, what they might do 
towards a real History of England, iii. 
469. 

Puffery, the deluge of, ii. 437. 

Puritan Revolution, the, iii. 567. 

Puritanism, hi. 305. 

Putrescence a.nd social decay, h. 405. 

Pym, John, hi. 437. 

Quackery, portentous age of, ii. 494 ; 
dishonesty the raw material alike of 
Quackery and Dupery, 497 ; deception 
and self-deception, 515, 519; xjor- 
tentous age of, iii. 281. 

Quietest, the greatest by nature also the, 

iii. 189. See Silence, Wholeness. 

RAniOALisM, Parliamentary, iii. 312 * 
IValytic, 317. 

Rahel Varnhagen von Ense. See Ense. 

Railway Promolers, iii. 610. 

Ram-dass the Hindoo man-god, iii. 178. 
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Dead, what it is to, an author, i. 134, 
225, 421, 463 iii. SCI. 

rveaders, fljood, iii. 563. 

iU;ality, deep sif^niitieaiice of, ii. 251, 257, 
416, 535 ; iii. 7, 59, 510. 

Reform, ii. 115 ; not joyous but grievous, 
iii. 420 ; Ministries, 314 ; 

strange iiien.ni)ig of the new Keforiu 
measiu'e, iii. 596, 598. 

Reibrmatiou, era of the, ii. 115 ; in Scot- 
land, 279. 

Reid, Dr., i. h-iO. 

Religion, utilitarian, i. 193, 487 ; heroic 
idea of, 527 ; self-conscious, ii. 211 ; 
how to teach, iii. 320. See Christian. 

Ti.enncTi the. Sec Hugo von Triniberg. 

Renunciation, the beginning of life, i. 
432 ; one harinoiuous element of the 
Highest, ii. 466. 

Republic of Literature, i. 181. See Lite- 
rary MeUj Literature. 

Respectability, ii. 481 ; baleful iidlueiicG 
of, iii. 6, 173 ; how generated, 68. 
See Gigmanity. 

Revenge, duty of, iii. 277. 

Reverence, woith of, i. 212; not syco- 
phancy, ii. 275, 397 ; need of enlight- 
enment, 333 ; reverence for the Highest, 
in ourselves and in others, 477 ; our 
want of, iii. 475 ; Goethe on, 579. 

Reviewers, duty of, i. 353 ; what is called 
‘ reviewing,^ 424 ; ii. 212 ; the trade 
well-nigh done, 164 ; Smelfungus’s 
despair, 377. See Read. 

Revolution, a European, rapidly proceed- 
ing, ii. 335. See Commonweal, Europe. 

Revolution, English, our great, iii. 36*0, 
437 ; Civil- War Pamphlets, 439 ; 
Pride's purge, 457. 

Revolution, Erench, meaning of the, i. 
492 ; masses of Qiiackism set fire to, ii. 
497 ; a greater work never done by men 
so small, iii. 82 ; the Event of these 
modern ages, 145 ; PariianiGiitary Plis- 
toiy of the, 143-163 ; Thiers’s History, 
Mignet’s, and others, 146 ; curious 

' collections of revolutionary books, 
pamphlets, &c., 150 ; death of Foulon, 
153 ; the Palais-Royal, white and 
black Cockades, the Insurrection of 
Women, 155 ; the Jacobins’ Club, in 
its early days of moral-su])lime, 157 ; 
the September Massacre, 160. 

Revolution, the South-Aineriean, and set 
of Revolutions, iii. 885. 

Jleynard the Fox, Apologue of, ii. 107 ; 
researches into its origin, 145 ; analysis 
of, 149 ; extract, sliowing the language 
of OUT old Saxon Fathej’laiid, 153, 

Richardson, i. 248. 

Richelieu’s pernicious meddling in Ger- 
many, iii. 632, 634. 


Richtej*, Jean Paul Friedrich, i ?.2:' 
leading events of liis life, 7 ; o.'s otnld • 
farious w'orks, 8 ; extraidiL- , y-ino.n,'-. 
Fixlein, 21 ; brief sketdi of 'iol- l ;-i' 

writings, 602 ; poverty, 27i’ * i*. i' 

Richter again, 507-564 ; hr, ‘orali.i • 
style, 510 ; a true-literary le . jnit-. 
and devout, 512 ; iiiterestiii.; t . , '.mut. 
of AutuLiogi'aphy, 514; 14 ah ’ 

pedigree, 515, 516; Ids go »d i'. 
and early home, 516; self-visti i, 5:;..., ’ 
education and exlrcrne pc^ei ' v, bi'r ■ 
his first x>roduc(ions, 527 
Si)artan Boy, 532; his G> h . ( .m'. 
troversy, 532 ; dares to hi .hp; 
triumxjhant success of J/c. ■ i. 

. his marriage, 513; umvai,e.[ 
gcuce, 514 ; blindness and 0 alb : 
intellectual and literary ch. ir, . * 1 ‘ o ' 
extracts, 553 ; on Daughtei'- tuil 
556 ; his vast Imagination, ruj,- ig 
Dream of Atheism, 560 ; levio'v ! 1 
StaeFs * Allemagne,’ 633 ; Yarnba ac.’ 
pleasant visit to, iii. 232. 

Ridicule not the test of truth, 1. &7i-. 

Right and Wrong inJiiiUely- diJli-rcuf:, is 
302, 466 ; tlie question hf, only tie- 
second question, 482. See Evil. 

Rights and Mights, iii. 277; H' i.p.d 
‘rights’ of man an abstruse iMipiny, 
283, See Might. 

Robber-Towers and Free-Towns (-5<- 

' A 

Rdbert^tfffHlstbi^y of il 279. 

Robespierre’s, Mahomet, scraggiest of 
])ro photic discourses, iii. 8'3 ; im atmh; 
liar Formula of a man, n..-arly - 
years Autocrat of France, su 

Advocate in Arras, 424. 

Rohan, Prince Cardinal de, VMi C 
tro, ii. 522 ; what he was, hr h. . i 
he bore his dismissal froiu Clnu * n ; 
what came of it, 22-25. 

Roland of Roncesvalles, iii. 5. 

Roman Emperors, era of the, i, ; ' . 
conquests, iii. 278; Roiiiats-- ti;- 
lish in, 300 ; History, 565 ; the .DA' . - 
torship, 568. 

Romance, Translations from (.t'.'uuuy 

' Preface to, i. 572 ; the age of ib in ii! 
can never cease, iii. 3; none ev.; • 

• seemed romantic to itseli^ 5, 

Rous, Sir Francis, and the ftu-ebun ■ 
Parliament, iii. 568. 

Rousseau, i. 375, 399 ; ii. 25! -UU ^ iii. 
298, 404. 

Rudolf of Hapsburg, ii. 110. 

Sachs, Hans, a literary conterapoi o. 
Luther, i. 27. 

Satan, Milton’s, i. 280. 

Sauerteig, on the signihcance uf lU-ahly, 
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ii. 251 ; on Life, 477 ; on National suf- 
fering, 496 ; on the Eras of England, 

iii. 299 ; on Eeforming a Nation, 420. 

Saxe, Mareclial de, iii. 547. 

Saxon Heptarchy, the, ii. 411 ; iii, 801 ; 
character, 272 ; race, 299-310* 

Saxony, Kings of, iii. 543, 546. 

Scepticism, the soitrmss of the new fruit 
of growing Knowledge, ii. 224 ; the 
Sceptic’s viaticum, 456. See Doubt. 

Schiller’s ideal of the true Artist, i. 48 ; 
his perfection of pomp-prose, 553 ; 
Schiller, ii. 7-52 ; Correspondence with 
Goethe, 11 ; Ms cosmopolitanism, 13 ; 
his high aims, 16; literary life and 
struggles, 16 ; connection with Goethe, 
27 ; illness and quiet heroism, 28 ; his 
character and mode of life, 33 ; intel- 
lectual gifts, 36 ; contrast between the 
Hollers and the Maid of Orleans, 41 ; 
Bong of the Alps, 48 ; Ids philosophy, 
49. See Madame de Stael. 

SclUegel, Friedrich, i. 434 ; ii. 219. 

Schleiermacher, iii. 231, 

Schools, non-vocal, iii. 578 ; and vocal, 
620-622. 

Scotch mett physics, i. 67, 477 (see 
Mechanical Philosophy) ; national 
character, iii. 183, 500, 

Scott, Sir Walter, iii. 165-223 ; great 
man, or not a great man, 176 ; one of 
the healthiest of men, 180, 191 ; an old 
Borderer, in new vesture, 181 ; early 
environment, 182 ; infancy and young 
manhood, 184 ; Metrical Eomances, 
and worldly x>rosperity, 190, 195 ; his 
connexion with the Ballantynes, 193 ; 
influence of Goethe, 196 ; the Author 
of Waverley, 199 ; not much as a 
letter-writer, 199; dinner with the 
Prince Kegent, 200 ; birtheve of a 
Waverley Novel, 201 ; life at Abbots- 
ford, 203 ; literary value of the Waver- 
ley Novels, 211 ; extempore writing, 
215 ; bankruptcy, 219 ; a lonely, brave, 
impoverished man, 220, 

Scoiindrelism significance of, iii. 67. 

Selborne, Natui’al History of, ii, 259. 

Self-forgetfulness, Werner’s notion of, i. 
103 ; how good men xu'actise it, 278. 
See Renunciation, 

Self-interest, systems founded 

on, i. 412, 413, 480. 

Self-worsliij), ii. 334. 

Seneca, onr niceliest-proportioned Half- 
and-half, ii. 456. 

Sentimentalist, the barrenest of mortals, 
ii. 200 ; Goethe’s opinion of him, 355 ; 
puking and sprawling, iii. 181. 

Servants ‘hired for life, iii. 479, 488. 

^t^rvantship, nomadic and permanent, iii. 


Shakspeare’s humour, i. 16 ; no sectarian, 
223 ; depth of insight, 229 ; ii. 369 ; 
bombast, i. 243; Novalis’s thoughts on, 
456 ; good taste, ii. 7 0 ; compared with 
Goethe, 368 ; education, 382 ; com- 
pared wdth Scott, iii. 194; not an easy 
WTiter, 216 ; heaiitiful human soul, 
305 ; what he might have made of the 
History of England, 609. 

Sheffield Assassination Company Limited, 
iii. 592, 616. 

Sheep, significant resemblances between 
men and, ii. 283, 331 ; iii. 206. 

Shelley, ii. 218. 

Siegfried, the hero of old Northern Tra- 
dition, ii. 67, 75. 

Silence the gi*and epitome and snm-total 
of all Harmony, ii. 206 ; out of, corues 
Strength, 282 ; significance and sacred- 
^ness of; 463, 465 ; iii. 171. 

Sincerity, the grand secret for finding 
readers, i. 240 ; iii. 194 ; the most 
precious of all attainments, ii. 188, 385, 
482 ; iii. 282, 359, 510. See Original 
Man, Triithf Illness, W^holeness, 

Slavery of Wisdom to FoUy the one in- 
tolerable sort, iii. 473. 

Slave-trade, the, and how to suppress it, 
iii. 490. 

Sleep, curious to think of, iii. 44. 

Sluggavd-and-Sconndrel Protection So- 
ciety, iii. 464. 

Society, Machine of, i. 479, 486 ; miracu- 
lous power of association, ii. 201 ; 
society a second all-embracing Life, 
202 ; wholeness and healthy uncon- 
sciousness, 204 ; burning-np of, 417. 

Soirees, Lion, the crowning phenomenon 
of modern civilisation, hi. 167. 

Songs and their influence, i. 256 ; divine 
song, iii. 509. 

Soirhocles, tragedies of, iu. 565. 

Sorrow, Sanctuary of, i. 217, 408 ; iii. 
38. 

Sower’s Song, the, i. 628. 

Space. See Time. 

Speaking, difference between, and public- 
speaking, ii. 514. See Conversation. 

Sphinx-Kiddie, the, ii. 112- 

Sx)iritnal, the, the parent of the Tisihlo, 
ii. Ill, 210 ; rudiments of a new era, 
170, 189, 222, 240, 466. 

Staffi’s, Madame de, ‘Allemagne,’ Rich- 
ter’s review of, i. 633 ; ^ Schiller, 
Goethe and Madame de Stael,’ 655. 

Statistic Tables, beautifully reticulated, 
but holding no knowledge, iii. 260 ; 
personal observation the only method, 
261, 273. 

Steal, thou shalt not, iii. 292. 

Stealing generically includes the whole 
art of Scoundrelism, ii. 489 ; iii. 361, 
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Sterne, i. 16. 

Stewart, Bugald, i. 67 ; liis opinion of 
Burns, 249 ; of Idealism, 439. 
Stilling’s, Jung, experience of Goethe, ii. 
354. 

StralForrl, passages in the Impeachment 
and Trial of, iii. 371. 

Strasburg, how, became French, iii. 634. 
Strength. See Silence, Wisdoin. 

Strieker, the, an early German writer, ii, 
117. 

Stuart, Mary, ii. 279. 

Style, every man his own, i. 18 ; pictorial 
power, ii. 257 ; eccentricities of, 329. 
Suffrage, iii. 313. 

Supply and demand, our grand maxim of, 

i. 233. 

Swabian Era, the, ii. 107 ; birth of Ger- 
man Literature, 108, 168. 

Swarmery, or the gathering of men into 
swarms, hi. 591-596. 

Swashbuckler age, iii, 502. 
Swedenborgians in txuestionable company, 

ii. 495. 

Swift, i. 16. 

Symbols of the Godlike, worn-out, ii. 
217. 


Trades TJmon, in quest of its ‘"bi.h 
eights,’ iii. 613. 

Triller, der, iii. 534-536, 554. 

Trimherg, Hugo von, ii. 118, 129 “ Vd-' 
Mcnncr, a singular, clear-heartet 
hook, 121. 

Trimmers and Truckers, ii. 217 ; iii S.' . 

Troubadour Period of Literature, ii. I [>:. 
114. 

Truth, individual, the heginning of 
good, iii. 270. 

Triithfulne.ss, i. 380 ; ii. 408 ; iii. 6522, 

Turenne and Louis XIV., iii. 634 

Two Hundred and Fifty Years ag"). 2 
Fragment about Duels, iii. 493- 5i‘; ■ 
Holies of Haughton, 496; Crov'l u 
Races, 499 ; Sir Thomas Dutton 
Sir Hatton Cheek, 502. 

Tyll Sulcnspicgelf adventures of, ii. 133 

IlN-coNscioirsNESS the first conditi(m * i. 
health, ii. 193, 205 ; the fathom 
domain of, 462. 

TJnivorsities, value of, iii. 562, 563 ; en- 
dowments, 573-575 ; of Prague and of 
Vienna, ii. 142 ; disputed seniority of 
Oxford and Cambridge, iii. 457. 


TaU^ The, translated from Goethe, with 
elucidations, ii. 543-572. 

Tamerlane, L 360. 

Taste, true poetic, not dependent on 
riches, i, 34 ; German authors, 40 ; gift > f 
of Poetry presupposes taste, ii. 70 ^ 

dilettante upholstery, 358. 

Tauler, Johann, ii. 136. 

Taxation, spigot of, i. 502 ; ii. 278. 
Taylor’s Historic Survey of German Po- 
etry, ii. 157-190. 

Teufelsdrockli, on the Greatness of Great 
Men, ii. 327. 

Theatrical Reports, a vapid nuisance, i. 
323. 

Thierry, M., hi. 301. 

Thinkers, how few are, iii. 4 ; intellectual 
thrift, 245. 

Thought, how, rules the world, i. 357 ; 
ii. 237 ; iii, 47, 60. 

Thrift, value of, iii. 263. ^ 

Tieek, Ludwig, his VolJcsmahrchej^ , , 
other writings, i. 586 ; charactef^.aM 
poetic gifts, 590- /' * 

Time and Space, quiddities not entities, ^ 

i. 148, 442 ; the outer veil of Eternity, * 

ii. 276, 390. 

Times, Signs of the, 469-492. 

Today, i. 630 ; the conflux of two 
Eternities, 473. 

Tolerance, i. 364, 416. 

Tongue, watch well tliy, ii. 281 ; iii, 
400 ; miraculous gift of, ii. ‘407'-;. iii.,, 
217. ' ''v”.' 


ITutamability, iii. 29, 61. 

Unveracity, iii. 514, 522. See Sincerity. 
Utilitarianism, i. 48, 70, 193, 412, 485 ; 

ii. 32, 181, 225 ; Beiitham’s utilitaiisn 
. funeral, 339. 

' th^, theory of Heroes, ii. 11. 

Vampire-bats, ecclesiastie, iii. 392. , 

Varnliagen von Ense. See Ense. ' 
Varnish, Conservative, iff. 604. 

Vates and Seer, the true Poet a, ii. 257 i 

iii. 193, 510. 

Vaticination, i. 471. 

Vengeur, on the Sinking of the, iii. 3 ^' 
350. 

V(iracity. See Un veracity. 
View-hunting, ii. 211. 

Virgil’s Mneicl, ii. 253. 

Virtue, healthy and unhealthy, ii, 1 9S ; 

synonym of Pleasure, 466. 

Volney, J. Jacques and Company, ui„ 

. 404. 

Voltaire, i. 181, 193, 355-417 ; Voltair.- 
. aiid Goethe contrasted, 223-225 ; i.lui 
man century, 361 ; adroit n-' si, 

^ and mti&ifarioiis success, 366 ; 
tude, 368 f dasentially a Mocker, 3 ^ 0 ; 
petty exx>losi’^eness, 372 ; vanity Lis 
ruling x>assion, 375 ; visit to the C:uc 
de Procoxie,' 3^76 ; lax morality, 3il'; 
the greatest qT Pcrsijl<mrs, 38 i ; 
to Frederick J?he Great, 383 ; his trouKie 
with his*’' \y/6men, 384 ; his last tri- 
ii^rpJialyj^^’it to Paris, 390 ; ii. 330 ; 

396 ; his intellectual gifts. 
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398 ; criticisms of Sliakspeare, 404 ; 
opi-)ositioiL to Oliristianity, 406 ; of all 
Erenclimen tlie most French, ii. 439*' 

Wages no index of well-being, iii. 275. 

Wagram, Nai)olcoii at, iii. 236. 

Walpole, Horace, Memoirs of, iiL 296. 

Walpole, Home Secretary, bursts into 
tears, iii. 697. 

Walter the Penniless, iii. 699. 

vVartbiirg, and its immortal remem- 
brances and monitions, iii. 538. 

Watt, James, iii. 309. 

Weimar and its intellectual wealth, ii. 
361 ; Duke of, iii. 550 ; Beimhard of, 
551. 

Weiss, Theresa. See Heyne. 

Welser, Philippine, ii. 141. 

Werner, Life and MMtings of, i. 75-128; 
his drama of the Sohne, des TJmhf 83 ; 
glimpses of hidden meaning, 100 ; pro- 
phetic aspirations, 102 ; his mother’s 
death, 106 ; intercourse with Hoffmann, 
107 ; Krmz an der Ostsee, 108 ; Martin 
Luther, odcr die Weihe der Kraft, 110 ; 
his repeated divorces, 114 ; dislike for 
modern Protestantism, 115 ; becomes a 
Catholic, 118 ; death, 119 ; question- 
able character, 120 ; melancholy post- 
humous fragment, 123. 

West-Indian Colonies, our, sinking into 
ruin, iii. 464 ; whose the ‘ proprietor- 
ship’ of them, 484, 486. 

Wettin Line of Saxon Princes, iii. 528. 

White of Selborne, ii. 259. 

Whole, only in the, can the parts be 
truly seen, i. 501. 

I Wholeness, and healthy unconsciousness, 
ii. 194, 205, 243, 466, 482. 


Wieland, i. 40. 

Wilderspin, iii. 622. 

: Wilhelm of Meissen, iii. 529 

Willielin Meister’s Apprenticeship and 
Travels, i. 201-216, 567-571 ; Travels, 
extract from, iii. 578. 

Wiiikelmann, Johann, L 314. 

Wisdom, one man with, stronger than all 
men without, i. 487 ; ii. 189, 235, 

Wise man, the, alone strong, iii 279, 290. 

Wisest man, the, at the top of society, 
iii. 474. , 

Wolf, iii 231. 

Women born worshippers, ix. 334. 

Worcester, picture of the Battle of, iii. 
522. 

Work, man’s little, lies not isolated, 
stranded, iii 16 ; how it clutches hold 
of this solid-seeming world, 59 ; the 
mission of man, 267. 

Working classes, uneducated, and edu- 
cated TJnworking, ii. 382 ; ominous 
condition of the, iii. 255, 280 ; perfect 
understanding, equivalent to remedy, 
258 ; statistics hitherto of little avail, 
260 ; what constitutes the well-being 
of a man, 262, 268, 275 ; the poor man 
seeking work and unable to find it, 
269 ; the best-paid workmen the loud- 
est in complaint, 275 ; need of Govern- 
ment, 286. 

Worms, the venerable city of, ii. 87. 

Wrath, a background of, in every man 
and creature, iii. 495. 

Wretchedness, i. 276 ; ii. 215. 

Wrong. See Eight. 

youTH and Manhood, 260 ; mudbath of 
youthful dissipations, 263. 



